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A  MEMORIAL. 


In  every  burning  line,  Marie, 
I  feel  thy  eager  heart,  and  see, 
As  page  by  page  thy  thoaghts  nnioll. 
The  strong,  stem  anguish  of  a  soul. 

Thou  feltest  in  thy  bosom  rage 

The  fires  of  our  self -torturing  age; 

Thy  heart  thou  tookest  in  thy  hand. 

And  curiously  itspulse%  5cannod.',  .'  «      *  :  ^ 

Beneath  youth's  ^simts  of  high  behest,' 
Like  some  slow  crater  'ircm  yihos/t  cttsk.  ' 
A  beacon  flames — grevJl)y  qeg]'^^,  -  *  *  - ' 
The  eating  fires  of  fell  disease.' '     *    "*•'.•' 


•  •      '     . .  «    • 


Pain,  grief,  despair,  dut&'s  tttcef  woe, ' 
Like  us,  poor  girl,  thy  soul  did  know; 
And  while  life  called  aloud  to  thee. 
Didst  note  the  o'ershadowing  mystery. 

Death  spread  his  pinions  from  afar. 
And  thou  didst  see  them  blot  and  bar 
God's  cheerful  sunshine,  and  didst  greets 
With  challenge  brave,  his  onset  fleet; 

And  while  his  cold,  impending  wing 
Overshadowed  thee,  unfaltering. 
Didst  carve  on  thine  Q^wn  monument 
A  name  that  Death  could  not  prevent. 

Oh,  passionate  heart!    Oh,  yearning  soul! 
No  blank  oblivion  is  thy  goal; 
What  though  we  quail,  and  can  not  see 
Beyond  the  veiling  mystery? 


A  UEHORIAL. 

Yet  know  we  life's  travail  and  pun 
Not  all  a  mock,  not  all  in  vain; 
And  tho'  thou  sharedst  our  age's  woe, 
Not  utterly  thy  spirit's  glow 

Blind  Death  in  Lethe  waves  could  quench, 
like  thee  we  note  the  doom,  and  blench; 
Like  thee  iife,cbol(i  our.sobs  to  hark 
As  children  listen  in  the  dark. 
I,  December  lo,  iSSg.  G.  B,  H. 
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Since  Jp?,^^  J4cque§  Jlpupi^^  pu^isj^pd  }ijs   Qof^fssipm^ 

sis.  so  frfnk>  l^Qpest,  and  merci)^^  a^  |hi$  Journal  o(  M^rie 
Ba^hkjrt^ff,     A  bej^utiful,   bigh'}>orn  girl,  endowed  with  9, 

pa^sipn^tewturo  to  Jiegin  wjth,Ji; Writing  pag^rly  fqr  life  4^4 
experience,  feeling  in  her  nature  both  the  will  and  the  power 
to  place  I^er  |iaa)e  with  thejmmortals,  she  received,  at  the  very 
hegiofiiiig,  pf  her  career,  the  cruel  arrSt-de-morty  and^uader  the 
wings  of  the  angel  of  death,  car^^  wit^  Mi>f^lJt;^;^U>g;baf\^,  on 
her  own  monument,  a  name  that  will  live. 

Her  one  fear,  reiterated  in  every  jLene  of  passionate  ptotest, 
was  that,  dying,  she  might  be  forgotten;  j^nd^^to -defeat,  in 
advance,  the  envious  assaults  of  itim^,- She  .'studied,  labored, 
suffered,  laid  bare  her  very  soul  fof  the  world's  perusal.  In  her 
own  preface  she  confesses:  "This  is  the  thought  that  has 
always  terrified  me:  To  live,  to  be  so  filled  with  ambition,  to 
suffer,  to  weep,  to  struggle;  and,  at  the  end,  oblivion!  oblivion — 
as  if  I  had  never  existed!"  And  so,  in  order  that  her  name 
may  be  remembered;  that  the  story  of  her  life  may  interest 
the  curious  at  least,  she  takes  the  world  into  her  woman's 
confidence,  and,  as  she  says,  tells  "everything,  everything, 
everything!  Otherwise,"  she  adds,  "what  use  were  it  to 
write?" 

In  view  of  her  piteous  appeal,  and  of  the  fact  that  to  muti- 
late her  journal  by  omissions,  would  be  like  cutting  the  details 
from  a  picture,  the  translator  has  conscientiously  endeav- 
ored to  render  the  young  artist's  thoughts  as  she  wrote  them, 
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omitting  nothing,  altering  nothing,  but  aiding  her  to  tell  to 
her  English,  as  to  her  French  readers,  "everything,  everything, 
everything."  Besides,  there  is  not  a  page — it  might  almost  be 
said,  not  a  line — in  Marie  Bashkirtseff's  journal  that  the  reader 
can  afford  to  lose.  As  it  stands,  it  is  an  intimate  record, 
tracing  step  by  Step  the  unfoldmg  of  a  unique  character;  and 
in  every  word  throbs  an  eager  young  heart,  in  every  line  beat 
the  passionate  pinions  of  a  woman's  soul.  Grace  to  the  dead! 
miitilated  translations  of  the  journal  have  been  published,  but 
the  translator' of  this  edition  has  not  found  it  in  his  heart 
to  resist  the  mute  pleadings  of  that  stilled  voice,  and  so,  with 
the  best  skill  at  his  command,  he  has  transferred  to  the 
following  pages  every  thought  confided  by  the  a«thor  to  her 
own  journal. 

.  A.  D.  Hall, 

"*.    .  .     ^  ,  .   ,       ^^  Translator, 
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AUTHOR'S  PREFACE. 


What  use  is  there  in  posing  and  deceiving?  Well,  then,  it 
is  clear  that  I  have  the  desire,  if  not  the  hope,  to  remain  on 
the  earth,  through  whatever  means.  If  I  do  not  die  in  my 
youth,  I  hope  to  remain  as  a  great  artist;  but  if  I  die  young,  I 
wish  my  journal  to  be  published,  and  it  can  not  fail  to  interest. 
But,  since  I  look  for  publicity,  it  may  be  asked,  will  not  the  idea 
that  I  am  to  be  read,  spoil,  or  rather  destroy,  the  only  merit 
such  a  book  possesses?  I  answer  frankly,  no!  In  the  first 
place,  because  I  wrote  for  a  long  time  without  dreaming  of 
readers,  and  for  the  rest,  the  very  thought  that  I  hope  to  be 
read,  has  made  me  absolutely  sincere.  If  this  book  is  not 
exacts  absolute^  strict  truth,  it  has  no  reason  for  being.  Not 
only  do  i  always  put  down  what  I  think,  but  I  have  never,  for 
a  single  instant,  dreamed  of  dissimulating  anything  which  I 
thought  might  show  nle  in  a  ridiculous  or  disadvantageous 
light.  Besides,,!  find  myself  too  admirable  for  censure!  You 
may,  therefore,  be  certain,  indulgent  readers,  that  I  display 
myself  in  thes^  pages  at  full  length,  /,  as  the  subject  of  inter- 
est, may  possibly  appear  slight  to  you;  but  forget  that  it  is  / — 
think  only  that  it  is  a  human  being  recounting  to  you  all  her 
impressions  from  childhood  up.  It  will  prove  very  interesting 
as  a  human  document — Ask  M.  Zola,  or  M.  de  Gpncourt,  or 
Maupassant!  My  journal  begins  in  my  twelfth  year,  but  has 
no  significance  until  I  reach  fifteen  or  sixteen.  There  re- 
mains, therefore,  a  gap  to  be  filled,  so  I  will  write  a  sort  of 
introduction,  which  will  render  comprel^en^ible  this  monument 
of  literature  arid  human  nature. 


/• 
f 


10  author's  preface. 

Suppose,  first  of  all,  that  I  am  illustrious.     iTet  us  begin: 

I  was  born  on  the  nth  of  November,  i860.  It  is  frightful 
merely  to  write  it;  but  I  console  myself  with  the  thought  that 
when  you  read  me,  I  shall  certainly  be  no  longer  of  any  age 
at  all. 

My  father  was  the  soii  of  Gen.  Paul  Gr^gorievitch  Bash- 
kirtseflf,  a  provincial  nobleman,  brave,  stubborn,  unyielding — 
even  fierce..  My  grandfather  was  raised  to  the  rank  of  .general 
after  the  Crimean  war^  I  believe.  He  married  a  young  girl, 
the  adopted  daughter, of  a  very  great  nobleman.  She  died  at 
the  age  of  thirty-eight,  leaving  five  children — my  father  and 
four  sisters. 

Mamma  was  married  at  twenty-one,  after  having  refused 
several  very  good  offers.  She  was  a  B^banine.  On  the  side 
of  the  Babanines  we  are  of  ancient  provincial  nobility,  and 
grandpapa  always  prided  himself  on  being  of, 'fartar  descent, 
dating  from  the  first  invasion.  B aba  dxiA  Nina  are  Tartar 
words — ^to  me  it  is  all  nonsense.  Grandpapa  was  a  contem- 
porary of  Lermontoff,  Poushkine,*etc. .  lie  was  a  Byronian,  a 
\,poet,  soldier,  and  scholar.  He  had  been  to  the  Caucasus. 
,At  a  very  early  age  he  married  Mademoiselle  Julie  Cornelius, 
aged  fifteen,  a  very  gentle  and  pretty  girl.  They  had  nine 
children^— you  will  make  allowances  for  the  smallness  of  the 
number! 

After  two  years  of  marriage,  mamina  took  her  two  chil; 
dr-en.and  went  to  live  with  her  parents.  I  lived  almost  always 
with  grandmamma,  who  idolized  me.  Besides  grandmamma, 
I  had  also  my  aunt  to  adore  me^  whenever  mamma  did  not 
carry  her  off..  .  She  was  youngei^  than  mamnia,  ^ut  not  pretty, 
sacrificed  by  everyone/ and  always  sacrificing  herself. 

In  May,  1870^  we  went  abroad,  and  mamma's  long-cherished 
jdream  was  realized.  ^  We  remained  a  month  at  Vienna,  intoxi- 
cate^  by  the  npyelty  of  everything,  the  beautiful  stores  and 
theatres.  We  reached  Baden-Baden  in  June,  at  the  height  of 
the  season,  in  the  midst  of*  its  Parisian  luxury.     The  party 
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ceonprised  grandpapa,  p^amma,   Auilt  Rom^iooff^  Di^a.  (sfiy 
first  cousin),  Paul,  and  me,  and  "W^  had  with  us  a  49<?tprr^th^. 
angpHo,  the  incomparable  Lucien  .WftHtzky.     H^  w§^  ^  ?Ple, 
free  from  extravagant  patriotism,  of  kindly  disposition,  4n4 
winning  mannars^  and  spent  l^is  entire,  4np<)mei  on  hi^  prpfes- 
^on;    At  Achtirka  he  was  district  physi;:i4n.     He  bad  bi^ep  4 
classmate  of  mamma's  brother,  at  the  University,  and  w^ 
always  regarded  as  one  of  the  family^     At  the  moment  of  our 
going  abroad,  a  physician  wa3  needed  (or  g^Fai?dp^pa,  ftnd 
Waliteky  was  taken,  along.    At  Baden;  I  inade  my  acqq^int" 
ance  with  spoiety  and  high  life^,  and  thei^e  I  w^^  first  troubled 
with  yanity.      .  ^  .  ...... 

But  I  have  not. said  enough  about  Russia. and  my^e)f>  .which, 
are  the  important  topics.  After  the  usual  custom  of  th?  f^im- 
ilies  of  noblemen  living  in  the  counlryj  I  h4d  two  instr^et- 
resses,  one  Russian  and  the  other  Fr^ch'.  The  first  (Russian) 
ofKwhom  I  hate  any  recollection,  wa3  a  Pertain,  Madaine 
Melnikoff,  a  welUinformed  woman  of  the  worlds  of  a  rpmantiQ 
disposition,  and  separated  from  her  husband*  She  h^d  ip^de 
herself  a  teacher,  on  a  sudden  impulse,  after  the  reading  of 
numerous  romances.  .  She  was  regarded  as  a  ftiend  by  ^.h^ 
entire  household,  and  all  treated  her  as  an  eqiual.  AU  the  men 
paid  her  court,  and  on^  fine  moxning,  after  &ome :  roniantic 
episode  or  other,  she  eloped.  The  Russians  are  very  rqm^ntic. 
She  might  just  as:well  have  bidden^  ns  good-bye  and  gone  away 
naturally.  My  iimple-minded  and  theatripaj  family  fancied  that 
her  departure  would  make  jne  ill.  Pvriiig  the  entire  d^y  they 
watched  me  with  pitying/  looks^.  and  J  belTfjye  that  grand- 
mamma even  made  aie  a  special  ^wf,  of  t^e  l^ii^d  giyen  %q  /jicfe 
persons. .  I  felt  myfielf.  greying  p%Je,un(ler  sncii  ^p;  exhibition, 
of  sensibility.  I  was,  for  the  Te$t,  thin,  fragile*  not  at  all  prettyj 
but  all  that  did  not  prevent  everybody  from  looking  upon  me 

aa  a-creatnre  tbatj  w^ldrineviti^bly,  absolutely,  son^e  day,  attain 
the  pinnacle  of  Iwauty,  brilliancy,  m4  splendor.    .  Mamma 

oace  vmted  ft  Jftwi  wb9  told  h^x  f<5trt«ne.as  (pUows:    "Ypi^ 
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have  two  children,"  said  he;  "the  son  will  be  like  anjrone 
else,  but  the  daughter  will  be  a  star!" 

One  evening,  at  the  theatre,  a  gentleman  said  to  me,  laugh- 
ingly: 

"Show  me  yoat  hands,  Mademoiselle.  Ah!  from  the  style 
in  which  she  is  gloved,  there  is  no  doubt  that  she  will  be  a 
terrible  coquette." 

I  was  very  proud  of  this  for  a  long  time.  Since  I  began  to 
Ince  I  was  three  years  old  (I  was  not  weaned  until  I 
ie  and  a  half),  I  have  had  longings  after  indescribable 
irs.  My  dolls  were  always  queens  or  kings;  all  my 
s,  all  the  conversations  of  those  surrounding  my 
seemed  always  to  refer  to  these  grandeurs  inevitably 
hing. 

I  I  was  five,  I  dressed  myself  up  in  mamma's  laces, 
wers  in  my  hair,  and  went  in  the  drawing-room  to 
I  was  the  famous  danseuse,  Pepita,  and  everyone  came 
;  me.  Paul  was  almost  nobody,  and  Dina,  though  the 
r  of  the  beloved  Georges,  did  not  put  me  in  the  shade. 
)ther  incident:  When  Dina  was  born,  grandmamma 
d  took  her  unceremoniously  from  her  mother,  and  kept 
■  after.  That  was  before  I  was  born. 
Madame  Melniko£F,  I  had  for  governess,  Mademoiselle 
Dolgikoff,  who  was  only  sixteen — Holy  Russia!  ! — and 
,  a  French  woman,  called  Madame  Brenne,  who  got 
.ip  in  the  style  of  the  Restoration,  and  had  an  air  of 
sadness,  with  her  pale  blue  eyes,  her  fifty  years,  and 
sumption.  I  liked  her  very  much.  She  taught  me 
\\  and,  under  her  instruction,  I  made  an  outhne  draw- 
i  little  church.  I  drew  a  great  deal,  and  while  the 
oiks  had  their  card  parties,  I  amused  myself  by  draw- 
he  card -table. 

me  Brenne  died  in  the  Crimea,  in  iStiS.  The  little 
,  treated  like  a  child  of  the  house,  was  on  the  eve  of 
g  a  young  man  whom  the  doctor  had  brought  home 
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with  him,  and  who  was  known  for  his  numerous  matrimonial 
checkmates.  This  time  everything  seemed  progressing  swim- 
mingly, when,  going  into  her  room  one  evening,  I  found 
Mademoiselle  Sophie,  with  her  nose  buried  in  heir  pillow, 
weeping  desperately.     Everyone  hurried  to  the  room. 

"  What  is  the  matter?" 

< 

At  last,  after  many  tears  and  sobs,  the  poor  child  managed 
to  say  that  she  could  never,  never!    Then  more  tears. 

"  But  why?" 

"Because — because  I  can  not  get  used  to  the  sight  of  him!" 

The  fianci  heard  everything  from  the  drawing-room.  An 
hour  later  he  strapped  up  his  trunk,  sprinkling  it  with  his 
teats,  and  left    It  was  his  seventeenth  matrimonial  failure. 

I  recall  distinctly,  her  exclamation:  '^I  can  not  get  used  to 
the  sight  of  him!"  It  came  so  frankly  from  tfaie  hearty  and  I 
understood  very  clearly,  even  then,  how  truly  horrible  it  would 
be  to  marry  a  man  to  whose  appearance  one  could  not  grow, 
accustomed. 

This  brings  us  back  to  Baden,  in  1870.  When  the  war  was 
declared,  we  marched  upon  Geneva;  I  with  my  heart  full  of 
bitterness  and  projects  of  revenge.  Every  night  before  going 
to  bed,  I  whispered  this  supplementary  prayer; 

''Oh,  God,  grant  that  I  may  never  have  the  small-pox,  that  I 
may  be  beautiful,  that  I  may  have  a  fine  voice,  that  I  may  be 
happy  in  my  domestic  affairs,  and  that  mamma  may  live  a 
long  time!" 

In  Geneva,  we  staid  at  the  Hotel  de  la  Couronne,  on  the 
shore  of  the.  lake.  I  had  a  drawing  teacher,  who  brought  me 
set  designs  to  copy;  little  chalets  in  which  the  windows  were 
drawn  to  look  like  trunks  of  trees,  and  not  at  all  like  real 
windows  6f  real  chalets.  So  I  refused  to  draw  them,  not" 
comprehending  how  a  window  could  be  made  like  that. 
Then:  the  good  man  told  me  to  draw  the  window  as  it 
looked,  frankly  after  nature.  By  this^time,  we  had  left  the  Hotel 
de  la  Couronne,  and  were  living  at  a  faovily  bpatding-house. 
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where  Mont  B^anc  directly  faced  usi  I  copied  scrupulously^ 
therefore,  whaterer  I  saw  in  Geneva  and  the  lake,  and  thdt 
#as:  the  end  of  it,  I  have  forgotten  just  why.  At  Baden^^ 
ther^d  had  been  tiime  td  have  our  portraits  inade  ttfter  photo- 
graphs, and  the  portraits  apjieared  to  me  overdone  and  ugly, 
from  the  efforts  to  have  them  look  pretty. 

When  Iain  dead  J  people  will  read  my  life,  wbkh  I  hiyself 
find  very .remdrkable.  (Had.it  been  entirdlj^  diffeifenti  should 
probably  think  the  same!)  But  I  hate  prefaces  (they  have 
deterred  itib  frotti  reading  ihany  an  excellent -book)  and  t)Ub- 
lishers'  notices.  This  is  the  teason  why  I  wished  to  write  my 
own  preface.  I  might  have  omitted  it,  had  I  published  the 
entire  book;  but  I  limit  myself  to  beginning  at  iny  twelfth 
f6at,  whatpracedes,  being  too  diffuse/  Mor^overj  in  the 
course  df  the  jobrnal;  I  give  you  sufficient  ^limjjses  of,  and 
ittiitn  frequently  to  i!ny  recollections  of  th^  past,  a  fi^opot  of 
atiything  or  nothing.         i  .     .     «   .     \  i: 

What  if  I  should  die  suddenly,  carried  away  by  some  swift 
dlsea&^F  Ptobably  I  should  not  knbw  that  I  wa3  in  danger; 
they  WoUM  conceal  it  from  me^  arid  after  my  death  they  would 
search  ^^i^'^^^  my  papeb;  my  journaMvould  be  fo4jnd,  and 
after  reading  it>  my  family  would  :destrby  it,  and  in  a  short 
tiiiie,  of  me  there  would  remain  nothihg-^-nothirig— nothing! 
This  is  the  thought  that  has  always  terHfied  nie;  to  live,  to  be 
so  filled  With  attlbiti^ri,  t6  iu^er,  to  V^eep,  to  struggle^  and,  at 
the  end,  oblivion!  oblivion!  as  if  I  had  never  existed:  Jf  I 
should  not  Wvt  loftg  etioligh  lo  Win  renoWn,  this  journal  Will 
inteif'est  the  pSydhOlogisti^;  for  it  is  curfoiis,  at  least-^the  life 
df  i  wotnari,  traced  day  by  day,  withtHttt  affectation,  as  il  no 
b'niS  in  the  \^ofld  Should  fever  read  it,  and  yet  at  the  same  time 
'intended  to  be  tfead";  fbi:  I  am  convinced  thatl  shall  be  found 
sympathetic-^aiid  I  tell  everything,  everj^hing,- '  evei^thing . 
Other^iS6,  What  Use weife  it?  Well,  it  will  be  Very  evident  that 
1  tell  evfetythliig. 

PARIS,  May  i^'^884/-  ^  .  . 
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Villa  of  Acqua-Viva,  ) 

PROMENABfe   DEB   AnGLAIS,    NICE,  f 

January.  Age^  hvelve years, — ^^Aunt  Sophie  is  playing  on  the 
piano  some  airs  of  Little  Russia,  and  that  has  recalled  to  me 
our  country.  I  am  carried  away  by  them,  and  yet,  what  recol- 
lections can  I  have  of  the  country,  unless  they  be  of  poor 
grandmamma?  The  tears  are  coming  into  my  eyes;  now  they 
are  there,  and  just  ready  to  fall;  they  are  falling  already. 
Poor  grandmamma!  how  unhappy, I  am  to  l^aye  you  no 
longer  with  us!  Ho^r  ypu  loved  me,  iand  1  you;  but  I  was  a 
little  too  young  Xo  love  you  as  you  deserved.  I  am  deeply 
moved  by  the  recollection.  '  The  memoty  of  girandmamma  is 
a  respected,  sacred,  beloved  memory,  but  npt  a  living  one! 
Oh,  my  God,  grant  me  happiness  in  my  life,  and  I  shall  be 
thankful!  But  what  am  I  saying  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  I  am 
placed  in  this  world  to  be  happy.  Make  me  happy.  Oh,  my 
God! 

Aunt  Sophie  is  still  playing,  arid  the  sounds  coming  to  me 

at  intervals,  penetrate  my  soul.    1  have  no  lessons  to  learn  for 

to-morrow,  which   is  Aunt  Sophie's  birthday.     Oh,  my  God, 

give  to  me  the  Duke  of    H — !     I  will  love  him  and  make 

him  happy,  and'  I  shall  be  happy,  too,  and  will  do  good  to  the 

poor.     It  is  a  sin  to  think  that  one  can  buy  the  favor  of  God 

by  good  works,  but  I  do  not  know  how'  to  express  my  meaning. 

(16)  -      -     . 


l4'^^ 


16  JOURNAL   OF   MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

I  love  the  Duke  of  H — ,  and  dare  not  tell  him  that  I  love 
him,  and  even  if  I  should  tell  him  so,  he  would  not  care. 
When  he  was  here,  I  had  an  object  in  going  out,  in  dressing — 
but  now! — I  used  to  go  onto  the  terrace  in  the  hope  of  seeing 
him  from  afar,  for  an  instant,  at  least.  My  God,  solace  my 
affliction!  I  :qari ; pray  no-  liipre;  he4r  mjy  prayer!  Thy  grace 
is  so  infinite.  Thy  mercy  is  so  great;  Thou  hast  done  so  much 
for  me!  It  grieves  me  to  see  him  no  more  on  the  Promenade. 
His  face  was  so  strikingly  distinguished  among  the  vulgar 
faces  of  Nice. 


Mrs.  Howard  invited  us,  yesterday,  to  spend  the  day,  which 
was  Sunday,  with  her  children.  We  were  just  about  to  leave 
when  she  returned  and  told  us  that  she  had  called  on  mamma 
Und  asked  permission  to  keep  us  until  evening.  We  remained, 
and  after  dinner  went  into  the  great  parlor,  which  was 
gloomy,  and  the  girls  coaxed  me  so  much  to  sing.  They  even 
went  down  upon  their  knees — the  children,  too;  we  laughed 
heartily.  I  s^ng  "Santa  Lucia,"  "The  Sun  is  Up,"  and  some 
roulades.  They  were  all  so  delighted  that  they  hugged  me 
terrifically;  yes,  that  is  the  word.  If  I  could  produce  the 
same  effect  upon  the  public,  I  would  go  on  the  stage  this  very 
day. 

It  is  so  grand  to  feel  that  one  is  admired  for  something 
more  than  one's  dress!  Truly,  I  am  enraptured  with  the 
praise  of  these  children.  What,  then,  would  it  be  if  I  were 
admired  by  others^ 

I  am  formed  for  triumphs  and  emotions;  therefore,  the  best 
thing  for  me  to  do  is  to  become  a  singer.  If  the  good  God 
will  QxAy  preserve y  streHgthetty  and  develop  my  voice  for  me,  then 
I  may  achieve  the  triumph  for  which  I  thirst.  Then  I  may 
have  the  satisfaction  of  being  famous,  known,  admired,  and 
in  that  way  I  might  gain  the  one  I  love.  If  I  remain  as  I  am, 
I  have  little  hope  that  he  will  ever  love  me;  he  does  not  even 
know  of  my  existence;  but  when  he  shall  see  me  in  the  midst 
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of  my  glory  and  triumph — Men  are  ambitious.  And  I  can  be 
received  by  society,  for  I  shall  not  be  a  star  out  of  a  tobacco- 
shop  or  a  dirty  street.  I  am  noble,  and  have  no  need  to  do 
anything;  therefore,  I  shall  have  the  more  glory  if  I  elevate 
myself,  and  shall  find  it  easier  to  do  so.  If  I  should  achieve 
that,  my  life  would  be  perfect.  I  dream  of  glory,  of  celebrity, 
of  being  everywhere  known. 

When  you  come  upon  the  stage,  to  see  thousands  of  people 
awaiting  with  throbbing  hearts  the  moment  when  you  shall 
sing;  to  know,  as  you  see  them  before  you,  that  a  single  note 
of  your  voice  will  bring  them  all  to  your  feet;  to  look  upon 
them  with  a  disdainful  glance  (I  am  capable  of  anything) — 
that  is  my  dream,  that  is  my  life,  that  is  my  happiness,  that  is 
my  desire.  And  then,  when  I  am  in  the  midst  of  all  this, 
Monsignor,  the  Duke  of  H — ,  will  come,  like  the  rest,  to 
throw  himself  at  my  feet;  but  he  shall  have  a  reception  differ- 
ent from  that  of  the  rest.  Dear,  you  will  be  dazzled  by  my 
splendor,  and  you  will  love  me;  you  will  see  my  triumph;  but, 
indeed,  you  are  worthy  of  only  such  a  woman  as  I  hope  to 
be.  I  am  not  homely,  I  am  even  pretty;  yes,  rather  pretty; 
I  have  an  exceedingly  good  form,  like  a  statue;  I  have  fairly 
pretty  hair;  I  have  a  very  becoming  coquettish  manner;  and  I 
know  how  to  comport  myself  with  men. 

I  am  modest,  and  would   never  kiss  any  man  except  my 

husband,  and   I   can  boast,  besides,  of  something  that   not 

every  young  girl  of  from  twelve  to  fourteen  years  can— of 

never  having  kissed  nor  been  kissed  by  anyone.     So,  when  he 

shall  see  a  young  girl  at  the  very  pinnacle  of  glory  possible  for 

a  woman  to  attain,  loving  him    since  her  childhood  with  an 

unchangeable    love — a    girl    modest    and   pure — he   will   be 

astounded,  and  will  long  to  win  me  at  any  price,  and  will  marry 

me  out  of  very  pride.     But  what  am  I  saying?    Why  may  I 

not  admit  that  he  may  really  love  me?    Ah,  yes,  by  the  help  of 

God!    God  has  enabled  me  to  discover  the  means  of  gaining 

my  beloved — I  thank  thee,  Oh,  my  God,  I  thank  thee! 
2 
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Wecfnesdqy^  March  14/^— ^This  morning  I  heard  the  sound  of 
wheels  in  the  Rue  de  France;  I  looked  out  and*saw  the  Duke 
of  H — ,  driving  ^  four-in-hand  in  the  direction  of  the  Prome- 
nade Oh,  goodness,  if  he  is  h^re  he  will  take  part  in  the 
pigeonrshQQting,  in  April;  I  shall  certainly  go! 


■  'I 


To-day  I  saw  the  Duke  of  H —  again.  No  other  has  h\» 
grand  air;  he  carries  himself  just  like  a  king,  when,  he  is 
driving. 

When  out  walking,  I  have  often  seen  G — ,*  dressed  in 
black.  She,  or.  rather  her  make-up,  is  handsome,  and  her 
style  is  perfectr— nothing  wanting.  Everything  is  so  distin- 
guished, rich,  and  magnificent,  that  one  would  really  take  her 
for  a  great  lady.  Naturally,  all  these  things  enhance  her 
beauty;  her  house,  with  its  salon^^  its  Utile  alcoves,  with  the 
soft  light  poming.in  through  curtains  or  through  green  foliage; 
she,  herself,  decked,  robed,  got  up  as  carefully  as  possible,  and 
seated  in  a  niagnificent  drawing-room,  where  everything  is 
accommodated  and  arranged  to  set  her  off  tq  the  best  advan- 
tage. It  is  perfectly  natural  that  he  should  be  pleased  with 
her  and  love  her.  If  I  had  her  surroundings,  I  should  be  still 
more  charming.  I  should  be  happy  with  my  Husband,  for  I 
would  never  grow  careless  of  my  appearance.  I  would  adorn 
myself  to  please  him,  as  carefully  as  I  arrayed  myself  when  I 
wished  to  win  his  approval  for  the  first  time;  indeed,  I  can  not 
understand  how  it  is  possible  for  a  man  and  a  woman  to  love 
each  other  constantly,  and  incessantly  strive  to  please  each 
other,  and  then  neglect  each  other  after  marriage. 

Why  should  we  imagine  that,  with  the  pronunciation  of  the 
word  inarriage,  everything  is  over  with,  and  there  remains,  only 
a  t:Qld  and  reserved  friendship?  Why  profane  marriage  by 
picturing  the  wife  in  curl-papers,  dressed  in  a  wrapper,  with 
cold  cream  on  her  nose,  scheming  to  get  from  her  husband 
money  to  pay  for  her  clothes? 

*  The  duke's  mistress. 


J 
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Why  should  a  woman  be  careless  before  the  eyes  of  the  man 
for  whom  she  should  most  carefully  adorn  herself? 

I  do  not  see  how  one  could  treat  hdr  husband  as  a  domestic 
animal,  ahd  yet,  before'  marriage^  try  to  please  the  very  same 
nlail.  Why  should  hot  on^  rehiaia  always  cOquettishly  attract^ 
ive  to  one's  husband,  instead  of  treating  hio^  like  a  mere 
agreeable  strahger,  with  only  th^  difference  that. one  can  allow 
no  libertibs?  .Is  it  .because  they  can  loVe  edch  efther  openly 
without  crimej  and  because  marriage  is  blessed  of  God?  Is  it 
because  that  which  is  not  forbidden  does  not  tempt?  or  be- 
calrse  oxie  takek  pleasure  only  in  things  that  are  prohibited, 
and  which  must  be  cohceaied?  'Good  heavens;  this  can  not.be 
SO;  I  have  ti  very  different  idfea  of  all  that! 

I  straiili  and  lower  my  voice  by  singing,  and  so  I  have  vowed 
to  God  that  I  will  sing  ho  more  (a  vow  •  that  I  have  broken 
a  hundred  tim^s)  until  I  begin  to  take  lessons,  and  I  have 
prayed  .Him  to4)urify,  jcultivate,  and  strengthen  my  voice.  In 
order  to  keep  myself .  from  singings  I  have  added  a  terrible 
totlditioh— that:  if  I  sing,  my  voidfe  shall  be  taken  from  me.  It 
is  awftil,  bdt  I  will  tlo  my  best  to  have  this  promise  kept. 

Wednesday^  December  y>th. — To-day  I  wore  .an  antediluvian 
Costunle;  m^'^  little  petticoat  b,hd  black  velvet  casaque,  and  the 
sleeveless  jacket  and  tunic  Of  Dina's — it  makes  a  good  effect. 
I  suppose  that  is  because  I  know  how  to  wear  the  dress  and 
haVe  an  elegant  figure  (I  looked  like  a  little  old  woman).  I 
attracted  a  great  deal.of  ;attention.  I  wish  I  knew  why. people 
look  at  me,  whether  it  is  because  I  am  comical^  or  because  I 
am  pretty.  I  wohld  givd  a  great  deal  to  anyone  that  would 
tell  me  the  truth.  I  should  like  to  ask  someone  (a  youag 
man)  if  I  am  jDretty.  Pethaps,  I  like  always  to  believe  good 
things,  and,  therefore,  would  rather  believe  that  it  is  because 
I  am  pretty.  Possibly  I  ddude  myself;  but  if  it  be  a  delusion, 
I  should  prefer  to  keep  it,  because  it  is  flattering.  What 
would  you  have?  id  this  world  oiie  must  turn  things  to  the 
best  account — life  is  so  beautiful  and  so  shprt. 
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I  form  conjectures  of  what  my  brother  Paul  will  do  when  he 
grows  up;  what  profession  he  will  follow — for  it  is  impossible 
that  he  should  pass  his  life  like  so  many  people — conduct  him- 
self properly  at  first,  and  then  throw  himself  into  the  society 
of  gamblers  and  loose  women,  bah!  Besides,  he  has  not  the 
means,  if  he  had  the  will.  I  will  write  him  every  Sunday,  sen- 
sible letters,  not  filled  with  advice;  no,  but  frank  and  friendly. 
Yes,  I  think  I  shall  know  the  tone  to  take,  and,  with,  the  help 
of  God,  I  shall  have  some  influence  over  him,  for  he  must  be 
a  man. 

I  have  been  so  preoccupied  that  I  have  almost  forgotten 
(What  a  shame!)  the  duke's  absence.  It  seems  to  me  that  we 
are  separated  by  a  profound  abyss — especially  if  we  go  to 
Russia  next  summer.  It  is  seriously  spoken  of.  How  can  I 
believe  that  he  will  ever  be  mine?  He  thinks  no  more  about 
me  than  of  last  winter's  snow;  I  do  not. exist  for  him.  During 
the  winter,  while  we  remain  at  Nice,  lean  still  iiope;  but  I  fear 
that  when  we  start  for  Russia,  all  my  hopes  must  vanish — all 
that  I  dreamed  possible  will  fade  away.  At  the  thought  of 
losing  all  this,  I  feel  a  dull,  steady  pain,  which  is  horrible.  I 
am  passing  a  moment  of  the  greatest  anguish,  and  my  whole 
nature  is  suffering  a  change.  How  strange  it  is!  just  now  I 
was  thinking  of  the  gaiety  of  the  shooting-match,  and  now 
my  mind  is  filled  with  the  saddest  imaginable  ideas. 

I  am  torn  by  these  emotions.  Oh,  my  God,  the  thought  that 
he  will  never  love  me,  kills  me  with  desolation.  I  have  no 
longer  any  hope,  and  was  mad  to  long  for  things  so  utterly 
impossible.  I  wished  for  too  much.  But  no,  I  can  not  abandon 
myself  so!  What!  I  dare  yield  thus  to  despair?  Does  not 
God,  Who  can  do  everything,  watch  over  me?  How  dare  I 
entertain  such  thoughts?  Is  He  not  everywhere,  always  watch- 
ing over  us?  To  Him  all  is  possible.  He  is  omnipotent;  for 
'Him  there  is  neither  time  nor  space.  I  might  be  in  Peru,  and 
the  duke  in  Africa,  and  if  He  willed,  He  could  reunite  us. 
How  could  I,  for  a  minute,  think  of  despairing?  How  jcould  I, 
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for  a  second,  forget  His  divine  goodness?  Do  I  dare  to  deny 
Him  merely  because  He  does  not  grant  at  once  all  my  desires? 
No,  no!  He  is  more  merciful,  and  will  not  leave  my  beautiful 
soul  to, wound  itself  with  wicked  doubts. 

This  morning,  I  pointed  out  to  Mademoiselle  Colignon 
(my  governess)  a  charcoal-seller,  and  said:  ''Look  how 
strongly  that  man  resembles  the  Duke  of  H — "  She 
answered,  laughing,  *'What  a  ridiculous  notion!"  It  gave 
me  an  intense  delight  to  pronounce  his  name.  But  I  can  see 
that  if  one  never  speaks  to  any  one  of  the  person  one  loves, 
the  love  grows  stronger;  whereas,  if  one  speaks  of  him  inces- 
santly (which  is  certainly  not  my  case),  the  love  becomes 
weaker.  It  is  like  a  flask  of  spirits:  If  it  is  corked,  the  odor 
is  strong;  but  if  it  is  open,  it  evaporates.  It  is  exactly  so  with 
my  love;  stronger,  because  I  never  hear  it  mentioned.  I 
never  speak  of  it  myself,  and  I  keep  it  entirely  to  myself. 

I  am  feeling  so  sad,  because  I  can  form  no  definite  idea  of 
my  future — that  is  to  say:  I  know  what  I  would  like  but  I  dq 
not  know  what  I  shall  have.  How  gay  I  was  last  winter!  every- 
thing looked  smiling,  and  I  was  hopeful.  I  love  a  shadow  which 
I  shall  possibly  never  attain.  I  am  so  distressed  about  my  gowns 
that  I  have  cried  about  them.  My  aunt  took  me  to  two  dress- 
makers; but  they  do  poor  work.  I  shall  write  to  Paris,  for  I 
can't  wear  the  gowns  they  make  here;  they  make  me  feel  too 
wretched. 


Evening,  at  church;  it  is  the  first  day  of  our  Holy  Week, 
and  I  said  my  devotions. 

I  confess  that  there  are  in  our  religion,  many  things  that  I 
do  not  like;  b«t  it  is  not  for  me  to  reform  them.  I  believe 
in  God,  in  Christ,  in  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  every  night  I  pray 
to  God,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  concern  myself  about  a  few  trifles 
which  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  true  religion,  the  true 
faith. 

I  believe  in  God^  and  He  is  kind  to  me^  and  gives  me  more 
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th^in  I  need.  Oh,  if  He  would  only  give  me  whc^t  I  long  for 
so  much!  the  good  God  will  take  pity  on  me.  Though  I  can, 
if  necessary,  do  without  what  I  ask,  I. should  be  so  happy 
if  the  duke  would  take  notice  of  me,  and  I  should  bless 
God. 

I  must  write  his  name,  for  If  I  never  mentipn  it  to.  apyone 
and  do  not  even  write  it  hefe,  I  can  no  longer  live.  How  I  do 
chatter  on!    It  solaces  the  pain  if  I  can  at  least  write  it. 


-r* 


On  the  Promenade  I  saw  a  livery  carriage  containing  a  dark- 
complexioned  young  man,  tall  and  slender,  I  thought  I  recog- 
nized a  likeness  to  someone,,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
surprise:  '^  Qh,caro,  H^4-!"  They  asked,  What  is  it?  and  I 
said  that  Mademoiselle  Colignon  had  stepped  on  my  foot. 

He  is  nothing  like  his  brother;  but,  nevertheless,  I  was  glad 
to  see  him.  Oh,  if  I  could  but  make  his  acquaintance;  for, 
through  himy  I  migkt  meet  the  duke!  I  love  him  as  my 
brother;  I  love  him  because  he  is  the  duke's  brother.  At 
dinner,  Walitzky  said,  suddenly,  *•  H-^."  I  blushed  in  confu- 
sion, and  walked  toward  the  cupboard;  mamma  found  fault 
with  me  for  my  exclamation,  saying  that  my  reputatk^n,  etc., 
etc.,  and  that  it  was  not  proper.  I  think  she  suspects  some- 
thing, for  every  time  anyone  says  ^<H — ,"  I  blush,  or  abruptly 
leave  the  room;  but  she  does  not  scold  me. 


They  are  sitting  in  the  dining-room,  calmly  talking,  in  the 
bfilif^f  th4t  I  ambiigyat  my  lesions*  They  do  not  know  what 
is  passing  in  my  mind,  and  have  no  idea  of  my  thoughts .  at 
this.mpmentr  I  roust  be  the  Duchess  of  H---;  that  is  what.  I 
Ip^af  ior  the  moat  (fpr  God  knows  how. much  I-lov^  him),  or 
elsQ  fi.st^g<?  pel^brity;  b.ut  this  ca^reen  does  not  attract  me  like^ 
theiather;  Ir  is  undoubtedly  flattering  to  receivei the. worship 
q/  the  whok  world,  from  tihe  least  individual  to  the  sovereigns 
of  the  earth;  but  the  other! — ^yes,  I  should  prefer  to  have. my 
b^lQved;  it  iai  (Entirely  another  sort  of  ^ things  and  I  prefer  it  : 
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I^«N3uld  rathfef  be  A  g^reAt  lady,  a  duchess  In  society,  than 
fifirt  Adiohg  the  World's  celebrities,  for  iti  the  latter  case  I 
shotfld  be  aihohgf  ah  Entirely  different  class. 

Jfdy  6f//.-^MattiSia,  who  Was  iM,  had  Arisen  alrt^ady,  and  so 
hkd  Madedioisdle  C— w  It  was  so  fine  and  fresh  after  the 
raiti;  and  th^  tree%  With  th«  ^un  shining  on  them,  were  to 
beautiful,  that  I  toiild  hbt  bring  tnyself  to  dtudy  (especially  as 
I  have  plenty  of  titne  to-d^y).  I  went  Into  the  garden  and 
placed  my  chait  ne^r  the  fountain,  where  I  had  before  me  so 
beautiful  a  picture— for  the  fountain  is  Btirrounded  by  great 
trees,  and  one  can  see  neither  sky  nor  landscape.  One  has  in 
view  a  feott-of  brooklet,  and  rocks  covered  with  moss;  and  all 
around  ohe,  trees  illuminated  by  the  surt.  The  tUrf  is  green, 
green  and  st)ft;  truly,  I  was  tempked  to  roll  on  it.  All  this 
formed  a  sort  of  grove,  &o  fresh,  so  sofi:,  so  greeri,  so  lovely, 
that  though  I  tried  hard  tO  flic  my  riiind'on  study,  I  could  tiot 
summon  an  idea,  tf  the  villa  and  garden  remain  unaltered, 
I  shall  britig  him  he^re  to  shoW  him  the  place  where  I  have  so 
often  thought  of  hlni.  Last  night  I  prayed  to  God,  t  en- 
treated Him,  attd  Wh^n  I  came  to  the  point  where  I  asked  that 
I  might  make  the  duke's  acquaintance,  that  this  might  be 
granted  me,  I  cried  on  my  knees.  Three  times  already  has  He 
heard  me  and  granted  my  prayers.  The  first  time  I  asked  for 
a  game  6f  Croquet,  and  my  aunt  brought  me  one  from  Geneva; 
the  second  time  tasked  His  aid  td  learn  English ;  I  (grayed 
and  Wept  so  much,  and  my  imagination  was  so  ejccited,  that  it 
seemed  to.  me  that  I  could  see  an  image  of  the  Virgin  in  the 
corner  of  the  room,  who  promised  me  what  1  wanted.  I  could 
even  recoghiifethe  image.         • 


I  have  been  Waiting  an  hour  And  a  hAlf  tor  Mademoiselle 
Colignon — it  is  the  same  thing  every  day.  Mamma  blames 
me;  she  d6fes  not  know  how  provoked  I  am  about  it.  1  am 
burning  with  anger  and  indignation!  Mademoiselle  C —  makes 
nie  wa^te  Sd  much  time  by  missing  the  lessbns. 
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I  am  thirteen;  what  will  become  of  me  if  I  waste  time  now? 

My  blood  boils  and  rushes  to  my  head  though  I  am  quite 
pale;  my  cheeks  burn,  my  heart  beats,  I  can  not  keep  quiet; 
restraining  the  tears  which  choke  me  only  adds  to  my  misery. 
All  that  ruins  my  health,  injures  my  disposition,  makes  me 
irritable  and  impatjent.  Persons  leading  tranquil  lives  show 
it  in  their  faces,,  and  I,  who  am  vexed  every  moment!  By  rob- 
bing me  of  my,study  hours,  she  mars  my  whole  life! 

With  my  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  years  will  come  other  pur- 
suits, now  is  the  time  to  study.  Fortunately,  I  was  npt  placed  in 
a  convent;  I  would  not  be  one  of  those  little  girls  who,  on  com- 
ing out  of  seclusion,  throw  themselves  wildly  into  the  mid3t  of 
gaieties,  believing  all  that  is  told  them  by  the  fops  of  the  day, 
and  finding  themselves,  disillusioned  and  disappointed  in  a 
couple  of  months.  I  do  not  wish  anyone  to  think  that  once 
through  studying  I  shall  do  nothing  but  dress  and  dance;  no, 
indeed!  Having  finished  the  studies  of  childhood,  I  shall 
occupy  myself  seriously  with  painting,  music,  singing.  I  have 
much  talent  for  all  that.  What  a  relief  it  is  to  write!  I  feel 
already  more  calm.  Not  only  does  all  that  injure  my  health, 
but  also  my  disposition  and  my  face.  That  flush  which  comes 
burns  my  cheeks  like  fire,  and  when  calm  returns,  they  are 
neither  fresh  nor  pink.  That  color  ought  always  to  be  on  my 
face,  but  I  am  pale  and  worn.  It  is  the  fault  of  Mademoiselle 
C — ,  the  agitation  she  provokes  causes  that.  I  even  feel 
slight-headaches  after  having  burnt  like  that.  Mamma  blames 
me;  she  says  it  is  my  fault  if  I  do  not  speak  English.  How 
that  maddens  me!  ♦ 

If  he  should  ever  see  this  journal  I  fear  he  would  think  it  v^ry 
stupid,  my  declarations  of  love  especially.  I  have  repeated 
them  so  often  that  they  have  lost  Iheir  meaning. 


Madame  Savelieff  is  dying;  she  had  been  unconscious 
and  speechless  for  two  days,  when  we  went  to  see  her.  In 
her  room  was  old  Madame  Paton.     Glancing  toward  the  bed 
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I  conld  distinguish  nothing  at  first,  then  I  saw  the  sick  one,  so 
changed  from  the  strong  woman  we  once  knew;  her  face  pale 
and  thin,  her  eyes  filmy,  her  mouth  open,  her  breathing  heavy. 
Everyone  speaking  in  whispers,  the  doctors  say  she  realizes 
nothing;  but  I  believe  she  hears  and  understands  all,  though 
she  can  give  no  sign.  She  moaned  when  mamma  touched 
her.  Old  Savelieff  met  us  on  the  stairway;  he  burst  into 
tears,  and,  taking  mamma's  hands,  said,  through  his  sobs: 
"  You  are  ill  yourself,  you  do  not  take  care  of  yourself,  don't 
you  see,  poor  one!"  I  kissed  him  in  silence.  Then  came  his 
daughter;  she  threw  herself  on  the  bed,  calling  to  her  mother, 
who,  for  five  days,  has  been  lying  in  that  state.  To  see  one's 
mother  dying  from  day  to  day! 

I  went  with  the  old  man  into  another  room;  how  he  has  aged 
in  a  few  days!  The  others  have  some  consolation,  his  daugh- 
ter has  her  children,  but  he  is  alone!  To  have  lived  with  a 
wife  thirty  years  is  something.  Has  he  been  happy  with  her? 
but  habit  does  much.  I  came  back  to  the  sick  one  many 
times.  The  nurse  is  quite  disconsolate;  it  is  good  to  see  in 
a  servant  so  much  affection  for  a  mistress.  The  old  man 
has  become  almost  childish. 


Ah,  when  we  think  how  unhappy  is  man!  An  animal  may 
show  the  face  he  pleases,  he  need  not  smile  if  he  feels  like 
crying,  he  need  not  meet  his  kind  if  he  does  not  wish;  but 
man  is  the  slave  of  all  and  everything. 

And  yet  I  inflict  all  those  things  upon  myself.  I  love  to  go 
out  and  to  have  others  come  to  see  me. 

This  is  the  first  time  I  went  against  my  wish,  and  how 
often  shall  I  be  forced  to  smile  when  sad  and  heavy  of  heart, 
and  to  think  that  of  myself  I  have  chosen  this  life^  this  worldly 
life!  Ah,  but  then  I  shall  have  no  more  sorrow  when  I  am 
big;  when  he  is  with  me  I  shall  always  be  cheerful! 

Madame  Saveliefif  died  last  night.  Mamma  and  I  went 
to  see  her;  many  ladies  were  there.     How  describe  such  a 
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scene?  Grief  everywhere,  to  the  right,  to  the  left,  above,  • 
below,  grief  in  the  flame  of  each  taper,  grief  even  in  the 
atmosphere.  All  were  in  tears,  Madame  Paton,  her  daughter, 
had  a  nervous  attack.  I  made  her  sit  by  nay.  sjde,  .kissed 
her  hands,  and  attempted  a  few  words  of  consolation;  but 
what  can  one  say?  Time  alone  may  console!  All  expres- 
sions  seemed  insipid  and  out  of  place.  '  I  said  the  one  to  be 
pitied  the  .most  was  the  old  man  who  was. le(t .alone!  alqnell 
alone!!!  Ah,  my  God!  What  is  to  be  done?  AH  must  come 
to  an  end  I  tell  her,  though  that  is  a  theory  which  would  not 
console  me  if  one  of  mine  should  die. 

To-day  I  had. a  great  discussion  with  my  drawing  master, 
M.  Binsa:  i  told  him  I  wished  to  study  seriously,  to  cdmmence 
at  the  beginning;  that  what  I  was  doing  taught  me  nothing, 
that  it  was  only  a  waste  of  time,  and  that  I  wished  to  commence 
by  drawing  as  early  as  Monday  next.  It  was  not  his  fault 
that  I  was  not  taught  properly.  He  supposed  I  had  taken 
lessons  before,  and  had  learned  to  draw  eyes,  mouths^  etc.,  and 
yet  that  sketch  they  showed  him  was  the  first  I  ever  made, 
and  all  ly  myself,  . 


This  day  is  a  change  from  4:he  even,  monotonous  ones.  At 
my  lesson!  asked  Mademoiselle  C—  ah  explanation  on  arith- 
metic .  .  .  She  said  I  should  undepstaqd  without.  .  I  told 
her  that  the  things  I  did  not  understand  ought  to  be  explained 
to  me.  "There  is  no  ought  here,!'  she  said  to  me*.  *^=Th€re/i& 
an  ought  everywhere,"  I  replied,  *^  Wait  a  moment,  I  shall  try 
to  understand  this  example  before  going  ^on  to,  another."  It 
provoked  her  so  to  find  nothing  impolite  in  my  words.  I  was 
speaking  very  calmly.  She  steals  my  time; .  here,  are  : four 
months  of  my  life  lost  .:  .  .  It  is  easy  for  her.  to  say  she 
is  sick,  but  why  wrong  me?  She  spoils  my  future  happiness, 
thus  robbing  me  of  precious  time.  Every  time  I  ask  for  ^n 
explanation,  she  answers  me  rudely.  I  do  not  wish  to  he  spoken 
to  in. that  manner;  she  is  irritable  on  aeeount  of  hei:  illThealth, 
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that  makes  her  unbearable.  At  times,  very  much  irritated  and 
angered,  a  supernatural  calm  comes  orei:  me.  Calm  toiles  from 
me  disappoint  her^  she  expects  explosiohs  .  .  .  *'  You  are 
thirteen  jeors,  how  dftre  you?"  .  .  .  "Exactly,  Mademoiselle^ 
as  you  say,  I  an»  thirteen,  I  wish  to  bd  addressed  accordingly. 
Do  not  cry,  I  beg  of  ydul"  She  went  off  like  a  bomb,  say- 
ing all  sorts  of  uncivil  things,  to  all  of  which  I  answered 
placidly,  provqking  her  the  mord.  "It  is  the  last  lesson  I  give 
you!**  "  Oh,  so  much  the  better!"  said  I.  As  she  was  leaving 
the  roQm  I  heaved  a  sigh^  as  if  relieved  of  a  hundred-pound 
weight.  I  Was  going,  well  satisfied,  to  seek  mamma.  She  ran 
oat  in  the  corridor  and  came  back  again.  I  paid  no  attention; 
and  we  walked  the  length  of  the  corridor  to  the  room  together, 
— she  in  the  greatest  fury,  I  with  the  deepest  unconcern — I  went 
to  fny  room,  while' sbb  asked  to  speak  to  mamma. 


Last  night  I  had  a  terrible  dream.  We  were  in  some  strange 
house.  I,  or  someone  else^  I  can  not  remember,  looked  out  of 
a  window.  Ail  &t  once  I  saw  the  sun  growing  so  large  as  to 
cover  half  the  sky,:  but  it  was  neither  bright  nor  hot.  Then  it 
came  apart,  one  quarter  disappeai^d,  the  remainder  dividing 
itself  tntb  manry*colored  auireoles;  then  a  cloud  half  cdncealed 
it,  and  everyone  exclainied:  "The  sun  has  stopped!*'  as  if 
its  natural  f  unction <  was  to  move.  It  remained  fixed  a  moment, 
thea  the  whole  earth  sedmed .  strange;  it  did  not  exactly 
quiver.  I  can  not  express  what  it  was,  for  it  was  unlike  any- 
thing thfeit  eVer  dould  be  seen.  There  are  no  words  to  express 
What  We  do  not  understand.  Then  again  it  commencexl  to 
turn  Uk^  twb.wheels)  the  one  within  the  other,  the  bright  sun 
being  Covered  p^t  of  the  time  by  a  dloud  of  the  same  form, 
t>r  the  bright  suh  and  a  dark  cloud  of  the  same  form  being 
alternately  seen.  There  was  general  consternation.  I  won- 
dered if  th^  World  was  coming  to  an  lend;  but  tried  to  believe 
it  would  only  last  ah  instant.  Mamma  was  not  with  us.  She 
Arrived  ia  an  Domibus  ^nd  did  not  seem  frightened.     Every- 


L 


28  JOURNAL  OF  MARIE    BASHKIRTSEFF. 

thing  was  strange,  even  the  omnibus  was  unlike  any  other. 
Then  I  looked  around  for  my  dresses;  we  were  packing  our 
things  in  a  small  trunk.  But  it  is  all  commencing  over  again, 
it  is  the  end  of  the  world.  I  ask  myself  why  God  has  said 
nothing  of  it  to  me,  and  wonder  that  I  am  worthy  of  living  to 
see  this  day.  Everyone  is  frightened.  We  get  in  the  carriage 
with  mamma  and  drive  away,  I  know  not  ^here. 

What  means  this  dream?  Does  it  come  from  God  as  a  pre- 
cursor of  some  great  event,  or  is  it  simply  nervousness? 

Mademoiselle  C —  leaves  to-morrow.  It  is  rather  sad 
after  all;  parting  is  always  hard,  even  with  a  dog  that  has 
lived  with  us.  In  spite  of  our  indifferent  relations,  I  feel  a 
gnawing  at  my  heart. 

As  we  passed  the  Villa  Gioia,  the  small  terrace  on  the  right 
attracted  my  attention.  I  remembered  how,  last  year^  on  my 
way  to  the  races,  I  saw  him  there  with  her.  He  was  looking 
as  he  always  does,  imposing  and  easy  at  once,  sitting  with  a 
cake  in  his  hand.  I  recall  so  well  all  those  trifles.  He  returned 
my  look  as  we  passed.  He  is  the  only  man  mamma  ever  speaks 
of;  she  likes  him  much,  and  that  pleases  me.  She  said:  •*  Sec 
H —  eating  cakes;  it  is  all  right,  he  is  at  home."  I  did  not 
then  understand  the  trepidation  which  the  sight  of  him  caused 
in  me.  It  is  only  of  late  that  I  can  explain  it,  and  I  remember 
the  least  details  concerning  him,  the  most  unimportant  words 
spoken  by  him. 

When  Remi  told  me  at  the  Baden  races  that  he  had  just 
spoken  to  the  Duke  of  H — ,  it  gave  my  heart  a  shock  I  did 
not  understand,  and  when,  at  those  same  races,  la  Gioia  was 
speaking  of  him,  I  could  not  even  listen.  What  would  I  not 
give  now  to  have  heard  every  one  of  her  words?  Then  when  I 
would  go  by  the  English  stores  he  would  look  at  me  with  a 
comical  expression,  as  if  he  meant  to  say:  "  What  a  funny 
little  girl?  what  can  she  be  thinking?"  He  was  right  then,  I 
did  look  odd  in  those  little  silk  dresses;  they  were  ridiculous.  I 
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would  not. look  at  him,  but  his  mere  presence  made  my  heart 
beat  so  hard  it  was  painful.  I  wonder  if  anyone  else  ever 
experienced  that;  at  times  my  heart  beats  so  loud  I  fear  it  may 
be  heard.  I  used  to  think  the  heart  was  but  a  lump  of  flesh, 
but  now  I  know  it  is  related  to  the  mind.  I  understand  now 
the  meaning  of  the  expression  **  My  heart  beats."  I  used  to 
hear  it  at  the  theatre  without  thinking,  but  now  I  feel  those 
emotions jand  I  know  them  well.  _.  _  -^---'  ' 

The  heart  is^a  himp  of  ilbsir*connected  with  the  brain  by  a 
slight  cord,  the  brain  in  its  turn  receives  the  news  through  the 
eyes  and  ears,  but  it  is  ever  the  heart  which  speaks,  because 
the  cord  is  touched  and  agitates  it,  causing  the  blood  to  rush 
to  the  face. 

How  time  flies!  In  the  morning  I  study  a  little;  at  2  o'clock 
is  piano  practice.  The  Apollo  Belvedere  which  I  am  copying 
has  some  resemblance  to  the  duke,  the  expression  particularly 
is  very  like  him,  the  same  way  of  holding  the  head,  and  the 
nose  is  just  the  same. 


My  professor  of  music,  Manote,  is  well-pleased  with  me  this 
morning.  I  played  a  part  of  Mendelssohn's  concerto  in  Sol 
without  one  mistake.  Yesterday  was  Trinity  Sunday;  we 
attended  the  Russian  Church.  It  was  all  decorated  with 
greens  and  flowers.  Prayers  were  said  in  which  the  priest 
asked  forgiveness  for  our  sins,  enumerating  them  all,  after- 
ward praying  on  his  knees.  His  words  touched  me  so  I  kept 
perfectly  still,  listening  to  and  echoing  the  prayer. 

This  is  the  second  time.  I  prayed  so  well  in  church;  the 
other  time  was  on  New  Year's  Day.  Mass  has  become  so 
insipid;  things  said  in  it  are  not  of  every  day  or  of  everybody. 
I  attend  mass,  but  do  not  pray.  The  prayers  and  hymns  sung 
in  it  call  no  response  from  my  heart  or  soul,  they  hinder 
me  from  praying  in  peace,  while  those  "  Te  Deums  "  in  which 
the  priest  prays  for  all,  and  each  one  finds  his  particular 
wants,  fill  me  with  devotion! 
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Paris,— hi  last  I  have  found  what  I  longed  for  without 
knowing  it.  To  live  in  Paris  is  indeed  to  live.  I  have  long 
been  amartjrr  through  not  understandiag  what  it  was  I  craved 
so  much.  Now  I  see  plainly  I  want  to. move  fiom  Nice  to 
Eftri$  have  att  apartmeoty  furnish  it,  to  keepi  hofses.as  in  Nice, 
to  go  into  society  through;  the  Embasaador.of  R^ssia;  there, 
that  is  what  I.  wanti  But  here  is  an  idea  which  distresses  rae, 
A  ou*i-^.vp  I  am  plain.     That  is  frightful!  .  -. 

We  were  at:  the  photogit^Vvc^  k;  VixC,otx\s^  ^S^^m  de  Londres; 
there  I  saw  G-^*&  photograph.  How  beautiful  she  is!  but  tpn 
years  from  now  she  will  be  old;  In  ten  years  I  shall  be  a  big- 
girl.  I  would  be  more  beautiful  if  I  were  taller.  I  sat  eight 
times.  The  photographer  said:  "If  I  succeed  this  time  r 
shall  be  satisfied."  We  went  away  withbut  learning  the 
result. 

After  our  last  errapd  in  the  city  we  returned  just  in  lime  to 
leave. 

A  storm  is  raging,  the  lightning  is  terrible;  at  times  it 
strikes  in  the  distance  and  leaves  a  thin,  silvery  trace  in  the 
sky  like  a  Roman  candle. 

JVicc^^l  look  upon  Nice  as:an  «xile.  I  must  think  of  rege- 
lating the  days  and  hours  of  my  professors.;  Monday  I  shall 
resume  the  studies  sq  viciously  interrupted  h^  Mademoiselle 

With  the  winter  will  come  society,  and  with  society,  pleas** 
ures.  It  will  no  more  be  Nic^  but  a  small  F^^ris,  and^  the 
races!  Nice  has  itq  bright  side,  but  for  all  that  the  qext  six 
or  seven  months  seem  to  me  like  an  ocean  which  I  must  cross, 
never  for  a  moment  losing' sight  of  the  light  which  is  my 
guide.  I  do  not  even  hope  to  j?eachlhe  iarther  ahoire,  I  only 
pray  for  a  sight  of  that  }and  that  alpne  will  give  me  character 
and  strength  to  live  till  next  year,-  and  then>  what  next!-^ 
Indeed,  I  know  nothing  of  it!— r-b|it  I  hope,  I  heliev^  in 
God,  in  His  divine  kindness,  that  is  why  I  4o  not  lose 
courage. 
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"He  thAt  dv\relleth  in  the  secret  place  of  the  Most  High 
shall  abide  iti  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty.  He  shall  cover 
thee  Wit&  Hiii  f either^  ^tid  under  His  wings  shalt  thoa  trd^t; 
His  truth  shall  be  thy  shield  and  buckler.  Thou  shalt  not  be 
afrdid  for  tHie  tertbr  by  night;  nor  for  the  arrow  that  flieth  by 
day."  . 

I  can  not  express  how  moved  1  dta  dnd  hbw  much  I 
acknowledge  God's  goodness  to  me. 

MdtHmA  was  lying  down  and  we  all  around  her,  when  the 
doctor,  retUfttbg  from  the  Pat6ns,  told  us  Abra  Morrich  was 
idead.  It  fe  strange,  incffediblfe,  terrifying.  I  can  not  believe 
he  is  dead.  Charming  -and  atniabte  pe6f)le  can  not  die.  It 
seems  to  me  that  wittter  will  bring  him  back  to  us  in  his 
famous  pelisse  imd  plaid.  Death  is  horrible!  I  am  really  much 
grieved  over  his  dekth.  Such  persons  as  the  G — 's  and  the 
S — *1B  ifaay  five  on,  while  a  young  Alan  like  Abra  Morrich  dies! 
Every  lady  is  mourning  over  it^  eVen  Dina  iallowed  an  excla- 
mation to  escape  het  I  must  hasten  to  write  tb  Helen 
Howard.    Every  one  was  in  niy  room  when  the  sad  news  came. 

/une  gth.-^T  have  commenced  *  drawing.  I  feel  tired, 
limp,  undblfe  tb  ii6rk:  Summer  in  Nice  is  killing.  There  is 
no  one;  I  am  inclined  to  cry;  in  a  word,  I  am  suffering.  We 
have  but  one  life  to  live;  to  spend  a  suinmer  in  Nice  is  to  lose 
half  of  it.  I  am  crying  now,  here  iS  a  tear  oh  my  paper; 
oh,  if  mamma  and  the  others  kiiew  how  I  feel  about  staying 
here  they  would  not  keep  ine  in  this  frightful  deserk. 

Nothing  here  reminds  me  of  i^iV/,  it  is  so  long  since  I  have 
heard  of  him.  He  seems  dead  to  me.  Besides,  I  am  as  in  a 
mist — the  past  I  can  scarcely  recall,  the  present  appears  hide- 
<)us!  i  alii'^({uite  changed;  my  voice  is  hoaffee;  I  am  (Jlain,  I 
lised  tb  awdken  ffesh  and  pink;  biit  what  is  it  that  gnaws  at 
me  thus?  Whkt  has  happened,  what  Will  happen  to  me?  ' 
^  We  have  rehled  the  Villa  Bacchi.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is 
enormously  hard  tO  live  there.  For  the  dourgeois  it  is  well 
enough,  blit  for  us*^/  am  an  aristocrat.     I  prefer  the  ruined 
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gentleman  to  the  wealthy  bourgeois.  I  find  more  charm  in  old 
satins,  tarnished  gildings,  antique  pillars  and  ornaments,  than 
in  trimmings,  rich,  gaudy,  and  flaring.  A  true  gentleman 
will  not  pride  himself  on  having  shining  boots  and  well-fitting 
gloves,  not  that  appearance  ought  to  be  neglected,  but  there 
is  so  much  difference  between  the  carelessness  of  an  aristocrat 
and  that  of  a  bourgeois! 


We  are  going  to  leave  this  apartment.  I  am  very  sorry,  not 
because  it  is  commodious  and  handsome,  but  because  it  is  an 
old  friend  to  me,  I  am  used  to  it.  When  I  think  I  shall 
no  more  behold  my  dear  study!  I  have  thought  of  him  so 
often  here.  This  table,  on  which  I  am  leaning,  and  where  I 
have  been  waiting  every  day  for  all  that  my  soul  holds  sweet  and 
sacred!  These  walls  my  eyes  have  so  longed  to  pierce,  so  they 
could  wander  far  away.  In  each  flower  of  the  wall-paper  I 
would  see  him!  How  many  scenes  I  have  dreamed  in  this 
study,  where  he  filled  the  principal  part.  It  seems  to  me 
there  is  not  one  thing  in  the  world  that  I  have  not  thought  of 
in  this  little  room,  from  the  most  simple  to  the  most  fantastic. 

The  first  part  of  the  evening  Paul,  Dina,  and  I  spent 
together,  then  I  was  left  alone.  The  moonlight  was  streaming 
in  my  room,  so  I  did  not  light  the  candles.  Going  out  upon 
the  terrace  I  heard  some  distant  sounds  from  the  violin,  guitar, 
and  flute.  I  hurried  back  into  my  room  and  sat  at  the  window 
where  I  could  best  hear.  It  was  a  beautiful  trio.  I  had  not 
for  a  long  time  listened  to  music  with  so  much  pleasure.  At 
a  concert  we  are  more  occupied  with  examining  the  audience 
than  with  listening;  but,  to-night,  all  alone  in  the  moonlight,  I 
devoured,  if  I  may  thus  express  myself,  this  serenade  these 
young  Nicenes  were  giving  us.  They  are  most  kind.  Unfort- 
unately, the  young  men  of  the  day  do  not  care  any  more  for 
such  amusement,  they  prefer  spending  their  time  in  the  caf4s 
chantaniSy  whilst  music  .  .  .  What  in  the  world  is  there 
more  beautiful  than  a  serenade  sung  as  in  ancient  Spain? 


/ 
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Upon  my  word,  next  to.  my  horses,  I  would  spend  my  life 
under  the  window  of  my  love,  and  finally  at  her  feet. 

I  wish  I  had  a  horse,  oh,  so  much!  Mamma  and  my  aunt 
both  promised  me  one.  At  night  I  walked  softly  into  mam- 
ma's room,  and,  while  full  of  enthusiasm,  made  her  promise 
seriously.  I  am  going  to  bed  very  happy.  Everyone  tells  me 
I  am  pretty;  truly  I  myself  do  not  believe  it.  My  pen  will 
not  write  it.  I  am  winnin^^  only,  pretty  at  times — I  am  happy! 


I  am  going  to  have  a  horse!  Was  there  ever  seen  such  a 
little  girl  as  I  am  with  a  race  horse?  I  shall  be  the  rage. 
What  color  will  my  jockey  wear?  Grey  or  iris?  No,  green 
and  pale  pink.  A  horse,  my  own!  How  happy  I  am!  What 
a  girl  I  am!  Why  not  let  my  overflowing  cup  run  in  that  of 
some  poor  one  who  has  nothing?  .  .  .  Mamma  gives  me 
money,  I  shall  give  half  to  the  poor. 

I  have  been  arranging  my  room  again;  it  looks  better  with- 
out the  center-table.  I  have  taken  out  of  a  box,  long  since 
forgotten,  several  knick-knacks,  an  inkstand,  a  pen,  and  two 
old  traveling  candle-sticks. 

The  world  is  my  life;  it  beckons  me,  it  waits  for.  me.  I 
would  like  to  run  after  it.  I  am  not  yet  old  enough  to  go  out 
in  it,  but  I  long  to  be  there,  though  not  through  marriage.  I 
only  wish  mamma  and  my  aunt  would  shake  off  their  lazi- 
ness. Not  the  world  of  Nice,  but  of  Petersburg,  London, 
Paris;  there  I  shall  breathe  at  ease,  for  the  annoyances  of 
society  are  my  delight. 

Paul  has  no  taste  yet;  he  does  not  understand  the  beauty  of 
women.  I  have  heard  him  exclaim  "beautiful!"  of  some  who 
were  actually  ugly!  I  must  teach  him  manners  and  ideas.  I 
have  not  yet  much  influence  over  him,  but  I  hope  with  time. 
.  .  .  At  present  I  communicate  to  him  in  an  almost  imper- 
ceptible manner  my  way  pf  seeing  things.  I  give  him  senti- 
ments of  the  deepest  morality  under  a  frivolous   disguise; 
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it  amuses  one,  and  is  the  best  way.  If  he  marries,  he  will  love 
his  wife,  fiis  wife  only.  Well,  I  hope,  God  willing,  to  teach 
him  good  principles, 

Tuesday,  July  agM.^— We  are  on  our  way  to  Vienna;  the 
artiire  Was  vefy  cheerful,  considei'ing,  I  beings  as  usual, 
life  of  the  party. 

Tom  Milan  the  country  i^  beauliful,-sO  green, so  level,  that 
eyes  may  wander  indefinitely  without  feat  of  a  mountain 
ning  up  like  a  wall  to  block  up  the  view, 
.t  the  Austrian  frontier  I  was  dressing  hurriedly,  when  the 
r  was  opened,  and  the  doctor  sprinkled  some  powder  over 
IS  a  preventive  against  the  epidemic  {which  I  dare  not 
le*).,  I  went  back  to  sleep  again  until  it  o'clock'.  I  hardly 
id  open  my  eyes.  What  verdure,  what  trees,  what  cleanly 
ses,  what  charming  German  girls,  what'  well-cuftivated 
Is!  .  It  is  ravishing;  delightful,  superb!  I  am'  hot  at  all,  as 
I  say,  insensible  to  the  beauties  of  Nature,  but  quite  the 
tra'ry.  Naturklly,  l'  do  rtoE  admire  dry  fOcks,  pale  olive 
s,  dead  scenery;  but  I  loVe  mountains  covered  with  trees, 
n's,  delightfully  cultivated,'  or  covered  With  a  velvet  carpet, 
sants,  women,  scenery!  I  was  never  tited  6t  looking  out 
he  window'  and  admiring:'  The  express  goefe  fast,  every- 
ig  passes,  everything  flies,  and  it  is  ait  so  beautiful;  that 
vhat  I  admire  with  all  my  heart.  At  't  I  sat  down,  all  . 
d  oiit.  At  the  station  some  little  German  girls'  screamed 
s;  "Frisdt  Wasser!  fi'mch  WdsseK'"  '  Difia  has  a  head- 
e,  '  '    ■    :-  ,  '     "      '  "         .      ' 

:y  the  way,  I  often  try  to  find  out  wiiat  it  ife  that  faces  me, 
hidesitself  so  Well— truth,  in  a  '^ofd.-  For  all  I  think,  all 
el,  is  merely  on  the  surface.  W^Il,  I  ;do  not  know,  it  seems 
if  there  was  nothing.  As,  fot  instance,-  when  I  see  the 
e,  I  know  not  whether  I  hate  or  adore  him.  I  wish  to  see 
•  my  soul,  but  can  not  do  so.  When  I  have  some  difficult 
blem  to  solve,  I  think   I  commence,  it  seems  to  me  I  have 
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it;  but  just  at  the  moment  when  I  try  to  gather  my  ideas,  it  . 
all  goes  from  Ime,  ail  is  lost,  atid  my  thoughts  fly  to  far  I  am 
amazed,  and  understand  nothing.  All  I  say  is  not  from  my 
inner  self,  I  have  none  yet.  I  only  live  on  the  surface.  To 
remain  or  to  go,  to  have  or  to  be  denied,  is  all  the  same  to 
me.  My  veieations,  my  joys,  my  sorrows  do  not  exist.<  If  i 
just  think  of  my  mother,  or  of  :H-^,  love  enters  my  braia. 
And  yet,  not  the  latter,  surely.  It  appears  so  incredible  that 
I  .otiiy  dreain  of  him  whtfe  in  the  clouds.  I  understand 
nothing.  ; 


Some  say  that  *  husband  and  wife  may  seek  outside  amuse- 
ments and  yet  love  each  other. 

It  is  false,  they  do  ndt  love;  for  instance,  see  a  yoang  masi 
and  a  young  woman  iti  love  with  each  other,  do  they  think  of 
anyone  else?  They  love,  and  find  enough  enjoyment  in  each 
other's  cohipany. 

One  single  thought,  one:  single  look  for  another,  proves  that 
we  love-notoiore  the'one^we  oace  loved;  for,  I  repeat  it,  if  you, 
are  in  love  with  6ne,  how  can  you  think  of  Moving  another? 
Well,  then,  w^it  avail  jealousy  and  reproaches?  You  weep 
some,  and  th^n  console  yourself  as  for  the  dead,  thinkirtg  that 
it  could  not  b^^lped;  With  one 'person,  ih  yburheartj  there 
is  no  foom  for  another;  but  as  soon  as  it  -  is  vacant  another 
may  take  entire  possession  without  much  exertion. 

Written  in  the  margin  under  date  March^  '^75 • — I  reasoned^ 
quite  wisdy  trien;  it  "is  plainly  seen  J  vwas  a  child.  Those 
words  "  love  '•  occur  often — ^Poor  mef  there  are  errors  in.  my 
French,  everything  Would 'hav6  to  be  corrected.  I  believe  T 
writd  better  Ti!ow,=  1>utn6t  as  I  would  wish  yet. 

In  whose  hands  Will  this  journal  fall?'  Up  to  the  present  it 
can  bitterest  ho orie  but  riiysdf  art dinyvelattves.'    '   •  :;  .  •   • 

I  wish'I  could  1>ec6me  such  a  person  that  my  Journal  would 
be  iriteristittg  to  all.  In  the  meantimej  I  write  for  myselt 
Will  it  not  be  a' beautiful  thing  to  review  att  my  own  life? 


-  i 
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Friday^  August  29M. — This  morning  I  went  to  the  fruit- 
market  with  the  princess.  She  beat  the  merchants  down,  while 
I  gave  what  was  asked.  I  only  go  once  in  a  while;  why  should 
I  bargain?  I  gave  a  few  sous  to  the  children.  Heavens! 
what  joy  it  caused.  They  looked  upon  me  as  a  Providence. 
I  do  not  bargain  and  I  give  sous.  One  woman  said:  ''  How 
lovely  you  are!"    Oh,  if  God  would  only  look  kindly  upon  me! 

I  come  in  the  house,  everyone  looks  at  me — envies  me.  I 
have  commenced  to  arrange  my  study  hours — will  finish  to-mor- 
row. Nine  hours  a  day!  Oh,  God,  grant  me  courage  and 
energy  to  work!     I  have  some,  but  want  still  more. 

September  2d, — The  drawing  master  has  come;  I  gave  him  a 
list  so  he  would  send  me  some  professors  from  the  Lyceum. 
At  last  I  shall  commence  work.  I  have  already  lost  four 
months  on  account  of  Mademoiselle  Colignon,  and  the  jour* 
ney — enormous  loss! 

Binsa  addressed  himself  to  the  censor,  who  asks  for  a  day. 
Seeing  the  note  I  gave  him,  he  inquired:  "How  old  is  the 
young  girl  who  is  to  study  all  this,  and  who  can  plan  such  a 
programme?"  That  stupid  Binsa  answered:  **  Fifteen  years." 
I  scolded  him  enough  for  it;  but  I  am  mad,  furious!  Why  say 
I  am  fifteen?  It  is  false.  He  excuses  himself  by  pretending 
that,  according  to  my  powers  of  reasoning,  I  am  twenty;  that 
he  thought  he  was  doing  well  in  putting  on  two  years  more; 
that  he  did  not  think,  etc.,  etc.  I  charged  him  to-day  at  din- 
ner to  tell  the  censor  my  correct  age.    /  demanded  it/ 

Friday y  September  ip/^.-r-I  preserve  my  good-humor  through 
everjrthing.  I  must  not  be  saddened  with  regrets.  Life  is  so 
')  short  it  is  best  to  laugh  as  long  as  we  can.  Tears  come  soon 
enough  of  themselves.  Let  us  avoid  them  when  we  may. 
There  are  sorrows  which  can  not  be  evaded,  such  as  death 
or  separation;  but  even  the  latter  maybe  sweet  if  we  only  have 
hope.  But  the  nonsense  of  allowing  petty  annoyances  to 
spoil  life.  1  pay  no  attention  to  those  trifles,  nor  do  I  shrink 
from  everyday  ennuis.    I  meet  them  with  smiles.   . 
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Saturday^  September  20th. — Scalkiopo£f  has  been  here.  I 
do  not  remember  how  it  came  about,  but  he  says  that  men  are 
degenerated  monkeys.  He  is  a  young  one  with  old  ideas. 
"  Then,"  I  said  to  him,  "  you  do  not  believe  in  God?"  His 
answer  was:  ''I  can  not  believe  in  what  I  do  not  under* 
stand." 

Ob,  the  stupid  thing!  All  those  youths  who  are  beginning 
to  grow  a  mustache  think  that  way.  They  are  little  donkeys 
who  think  that  women  can  not  reason  or  understand. 
They  look  upon  them  as  dolls  who  speak  without  knowing 
what  they  say.  They  let  them  have  their  say  in  a  patronizing 
way.  I  said  all  that  to  him,  with  the  exception  of  stupid  anci 
donkey.  He,  very  likely,  has  been  reading  some  books  he  does 
not  understand,  and  quotes  from  them.  He  tries  to  prove  that 
God  could  not  have  been  the  Creator  because  fossils  and 
frozen  plants  have  been  found  at  the  poles.  So,  those  lived 
once,  and  now  there  is  nothing. 

I  have  nothing  to  say  to  that,  but  was  not  this  earth  dis< 
turbed  with  divers  revolutions  before  the  creation  of  man? 
We  do  not  believe  in  the  literal  meaning  of  the  six  days  in 
which  God  created  the  world.  Elements  shaped  themselves 
through  centuries,  and  centuries,  and  centuries. 

But  God  is.  Who  can  deny  it,  seeing  the  sky,  treesy  and  man 
himself.  Is  it  not  plainly  seen  that  the  hand  which  guides, 
chastises,  and  rewards  is  that  of  God? 

Monday,  October  13M. — I  was  studying  my  lesson  when  lit- 
tle Heder,  my  English  governess,  said  to  me:  "Do  you  know 
the  duke  is  to  marry  the  Duchess  M — ?" 

I  brought  the  book  nearer  my  burning  face.  I  felt  as  if  a 
sharp  knife  had  been  thrust  through  my  bosom.  I  was 
tremblmg  so  I  could  scarcely  hold  the  book;  I  was  afraid  to 
faint,  the  book  saved  me.  I  pretended  to  look  for  something 
for  a  few  minutes  while  composing  myself.  I  was  reciting 
my  lesson  in  a  choked  voice;  my  breath  was  quivering;  I  gath- 
ered my  courage  as  once  before  when  I  had  to  /'"mp  from  the 
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bridge,  kt  the  baths/and  said  I  must  conqtier  myself.  I  wrote 
a  •  dictafcioa  so  as  not  to  h^ve  to  speak. 

I  went  to  the  piano  and  tried  to  play;  ray  fingers  were  stiff 
and  cold.  The  princess  asked  me  to  go  and  teach  her  croquet; 
with  pleasure,  I  Ireplied,  cheerfully;  but  wit  hi  my  voice  and 
breathing  ^tremulous.  The  carriage  arrived,  I  ran  to  get 
ready;  I  wore  my  green  dtess;  niy  hah*  is  the  coJk)r  of  ^oid; 
I  am  white  and  pink,  pretty  as  an  atgel  or  as  a  woman. 
We  started;  the  G—  house  was  open;  there  were  wdrkmen, 
masons,  who  seemed  experts  to'  me;  she  has  ^ne  .  .  •. 
where.?    To  Russia^  I;Supfposei  toimakea  fortune.  .- 

One  thought  was  ever  before  me— he  was  going  to  marry!  Is 
it  pbssible!  I  was  unhappy,  not  as  formerly;  when  grieving  over 
the  wall-paper  of  oile  room  or  the  furniture  of  another;  btit 
truly  miserable! 

■  I  did  not  know  how  to  tell  thfe  prinoess  that  he  is  going  to 
marry  (they  will  know  it  soon  and  better.  I  should  tell  her 
myself)i  .   .:  r'   > 

I  chose  a  moment  when  she  was  sitting  on  a  sofa,  the  light 
behind,  my  face  could  not  he  Seen.  **Do  you^koawthe  tiew&, 
princess?  (We  spoke  Russian.) ..  The  Duke  of  H-»-  is  about  to 
marry" — at  last  I  had  said  it  ,  »  .  without  blushing,  per- 
fectly calm;  but  what  I  felt  in  my  inner  self  !  !1  . 
.  Ever  iSince  that  minx  told  me:  of  that  horrible  news,  I  feel 
out  of  breath,  as  if  I  had  been  running;  a  whole  h.our,  and  the 
same  feding  mak«a  my.  heart  beat  painfully. 
.  I  played  the  piano  with-^  wiilj  but  half  way  through  the 
piece  my  fingers  weakened' a»d . I  hafl  tO  lean  against  the  back 
ofthe/chair.  I  commenced  :ov/er  agai;i'^sanle:Story— for  five 
minutes,  at  the  least;  I  tried  ^gatn  and  again,  i  Something  came 
up. in  my  throat  which  J)reVfented.  respiration.,  :Ten  times  1 
jumped  from  the  piano  to  the  balcony.    What  a  state  to  be  in! 


» ■  ■  >i 


. .  We  .are  agoing. out,  but  Nice  is  no.  more. Nice,  nor  G — ^^ 
sith&r..  ■  TJhe  view: of: her. yilla  affects  me.  no  moi^.    All  that 
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relates  to  the  duke  and  that  is  why  my  heart  breaks  :at  the 
sight  of  those  two  empty  houses!.  He  was  all*  that  attached 
me  tp  Nice«  I  hate-  it  now,  and  can  hardly  bear  it.  /e  m* 
ennuiei  Okje  m'enmm^ 

M4n  dme  rSveuse 
......  -^e  wngf,  ^  d  M     . 

yt  s^ig  malheureusc 
L*^spoir  a  fui. 

My  Go,d,  save  xae  .frpm  unhappiness!  My  .God>  forgive  my, 
sins,  spare  me!  It  is  all,  all  oyer;  my  face  turns  purple  as  1 
think  it  is  all  e.nded.  I  am  a-w.eary!  Ah,  I  am  a-weary!  My 
dreamy  soul  thinks  but  of  him.     I  am  unhappy — hope  has  fled. 


I  am  happy  to-d^if;^  the^  terribly  news  has  not  been  repeated 
^^d  I  prefer  ig'ao9faj:^Qe 'to  s^d .truth,  glad  t^  believe, it, Qp^ild 
not  be  true.!  ■:.:;.',  . 

Friday^  (ktob^r-.i^ih.r^X,  wps  playing  the  piano  when  the 
papers  were  brought  in;  I  take  up  the  Galignants  Messenger 
and.  the  firf |  lin^s  >vhich  strike  my  eyes  are  abo^ut  the  marriage 
of  the  Puke  of  H^,    . 

The  paper  did  not  fall  from  my  hands,  on  the  cont^rary  it. 
r^rnaiaed  there  a^,if  iixed;.  I;  had  not  strength  to  stand;  but  sat 
down,  and  re-read  those  crushing  Hoes  ten  times  oyer,  to  make 
very  su^e  I  was  iK>t  *  drej3«iing.  Oh,  divine  chaqty!  \yhat 
did  I  rQad?-..My  jJodl  What  did  I  read? '  That  ^ight  I  cpuld 
not  write,  I  could  only  throw  myself  on  my  knees  and  weep. 
Mamma  c4me  in;. to,  avoid  her  seeijug  me  thus^  I  pretendedjto 
go  gnd  see  abftUt.thetea...And.I  h%ve  to.  t^ke  my  Ijaitial^^son! 
Oh,  torj:ure?'  Oh,  agony!  J  can  do  nothing,  I  can  no):  rest^ 
Np  wo^rds  can  express  what  I.  feel;  but  ^hat  overcomes  rpe, 
maddens  v(\^.  kills: me,  i^  jealousy,  envy;  it  tears  me,  m^kes 
me,wild;jm4d!  \i  \  only  cot^ld  show  it!  But  I  mpst  dissemble 
and  bcicaJm,  which* makes  mciall  the  more  miserable.  ^ 

,  Wh^a.ch^mp^gipie  i^  .uncorked,  it  bubbles,  then,  grows  still, 
bujt  it  .only  bub^l^s.  and  do^S:  not  become  still,  if  .t^e  cork  is 


) 
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but  half  removed    .     .    .     No,  that  comparison  is  not:  correct 
J  suffer,  I  am  broken  down! 

I  shall  probably  forget  in  time.  To  say  my  sorrow  will  be 
eternal  would  be  ridiculous,  nothing  is  eternal!  But  the  fact 
remains  that  just  now  I  can  think  of  nothing  else.  He  does 
not  marry,  they  marry  him.  It  is  a  plot  of  his  mother's, 
(i  880.  All  that  for  a  man  I  had  seen  a  dozen  times  on  the  street^ 
whom  I  did  not  know^  and  who  did  not  suspect  my  existence^ 
Oh,  I  hate  him!  I  do  not  wish — I  do  wish  to  see  him  with 
her!  They  are  at  Baden,  the  Baden  I  loved  so  wel".  Those 
walks  where  I  used  to  see  him,  those  kiosks,  those  stores  .  . 
(Re-read  all  this  in  1880;  /'/  does  not  affect  me  at  all  any  more,) 
To-day  I  must  alter  my  prayers  in  all  that  related  to  him,  I 
will  not  any  more  ask  that  I  may  be  his  wife     .    .    . 

To  part  with  that  prayer  seems  impossible,  killing!  I  cry 
like  a  fool.    Come!  come!  my  dear,  let  us  be  reasonable. 

It  is  over,  ah,  well,  it  is  over!  I  see  now  we  do  not  do  as  we 
wish. 

Let  me  prepare  for  the  anguish  of  changing  the  prayer. 
Oh,  it  is  the  njost  cruel  feeling  in  the  world,  it  is  the  end  of 
all!     Amen! 

Saturday,  October  iSth. — I  said  my  prayers,  omitting  the 
prayer  for  him  and  for  all,  1  felt  as  if  my  heart  was  being 
torn,  as  if  I  could  see  k  beloved  dead  taken  away  in  his  coffin. 
As  long  as  the  coffin  is  there  we  are  sorrowful,  but  not  yet  as 
much  as  when  we  feel  the  void  everywhere. 

I  see  that  he  was  the  soul  of  my  prayer,  for  now  it  is  calm, 
cold  reasoning,  while  before  it  was  quick,  passionate,  burning! 
He  is  dead  to  me  and  the  coffin  has  been  removed.  It  was  a 
weeping  sorrow,  now  it  is  a  hard,  aching  pain.  His  will  b 
done.  I  used  to  waft  signs  of  the  cross  in  all  directions  for 
him,  not  knowing  where  he  was.  I  did  not  do  so  to-day,  and 
my  heart  throbs  painfully.  I  am  a  strange  creature,  no  one 
suffers  as  I  do,  and  yet  I  live,  sing,  and  write.  How  I  have 
changed  since  the  thirteenth  of  October — fatal  day!    Suffering 
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is  staq[iped  on  my  face.  His  name  is  no  longer  a  beneficial 
warmth,  but  a  burning  fire;  a  reproach,  an  awakening  of  jeal- 
ousy, of  sadness.  It  is  the  greatest  misfortune  which  can 
befall  a  woman.     I  know  what  it  is — sad  mockery! 

I  must  commence  to  think  seriously.  How  I  wish  I  could 
sing  well!     But  what  matters  it  now? 

He  was  as  a  light  to  my  soul,  and  that  light  has  gone  out 
It  is  dark,  dreary,  sad,  I  know  not  which  way  to  turn.  Before 
this,  in  my  slight  annoyances,  I  could  always  find  some  ray  of 
comfort,  some  light  to  guide  and  give  me  strength;  but  now, 
wherever  I  may  seek,  look  around,  and  feel,  I  find  nothing 
but  void  and  darkness.  It  is  terrible!  terrible!  when  there  is 
nothing  in  the  depth  of  your  soul! 

Tuesday y  October  21st — When  we, came  in  it  was  already 
dinner  time,  and  we  received  some  chiding  from  mamma  for 
having  eaten  before  dinner.  Our  charming  family  interior 
was  disturbed.  Paul  was  scolded  by  mamma,  grandpapa 
interfered — he  always  meddles,  thus  teaching  him  disrespect 
for  mamma.  Paul  went  away  grumbling,  like  a  servant.  I 
followed  grandpapa  into  the  corridor  and  begged  of  him  to 
interfere  no  more  with  mamma's  authority,  but  let  her  do  as 
she  pleases,  for  it  is  a  crime  to  prejudice  children  against  their 
parents,  just  through  want  of  tact.  Grandpapa  commenced  to 
cry,  that  made  me  laugh;  all  these  wrangles  amuse  me  at  first, 
then  I  feel  sorry  for  those  poor  unfortunates  who,  having  no 
real  sorrows,  make  martyrs  of  themselves  for  want  of  some- 
thing to  do.  Heavens!  if  I  were  only  ten  years  older!  If  I 
were  free;  but  what  can  one  do  when  bound  hands  and  feet 
with  aunts,  grandpapa,  lessons,  governesses,  family?  My  grief  is 
not  sharp  and  mad  any  more.  Without  having  weakened,  it  is 
more  slow,  calm,  and  reasoning. 

No,  no!  Nothing  is  left  me  but  remembrance.  If  I  should 
lose  that  I  would  be  very  unhappy. 

I  speak  in  such  a  fiowery  style,  it  becomes  stupid,  and  to 
think  I  have  never  spoken  to  him.     I  have  se^n  him  ten  or 
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fifteen  tfrries,  often  frbm  a  'dfstahce  or  from  the  carriage;  but 
I  havd  heard  his  Voice  and  I  shaill  never  forget  it!  The  more  I 
say,  the  more  I  want  to  say;  yet,  1  can  not  write  all  I  feel.  I 
am  like  those  unfortunate  artists  wh6  coriceive  a  picture  above 
thfeif  cstpacity  to  efxectite.  • 

I  loved  him  and  I  lost  him,  that  is  all  lean  say,  and  that 
tells  thfe'whde^tdiry.'    '  ......,:..... 

After  ditiner  I  sang,  arid  charmed  the  whol6  turbulent  family. 
Saturday y  October  25/>^.-^Last  evening  softie  one  knocked  at 
my  door  and  tolA  me  mamma  was  very  ill.  I  came  down  hatf- 
asleep  and  f6und'hfer  seated  in  the  dining-room,  surrounded 
by  troubled  fac^s.  I  saw  she  was  terribly  ill.  She  wished, 
she  said,  to  see  me  before  dying.  I  wds  horror-stficken,  but 
'  strcceeded' in'  concealing  toy  feelings.  It  was  a't^n-ible  rierv- 
6iis  attack;'  n^ver  before  had  it  been  so  strong.  They  had 
sent  for  Do(!:torfe  Keberg  arid  Macari;  the  servant^  had  all 
been  dispatched  here  and  there  for  medicirie.  Never  could  I 
give'yoii  ari  idea  of  that  terrible  night.  I  remained  all  that 
time  'seated'  m  an  arm-chair  near  the  window,  there  being 
many  people  to  do  what  was  necessary;  besides,"!  do  hot'  know 
ho>^  to  nurse  the  sick.  Never  have  I  suffered  so!  Yes,  the 
thirteenth  of  October  I  suffered,  biit  in  another  way. 

For  awhile  mkmma  was  worse.  I  could  iiot  restrain  my 
feelings,  and  ftiy  first  thought  was  to  pray.  Doctors  came  and 
went  continually;  they  at  last  succeeded  in  removing  mamriia 
to  her  own  rootti,  we  foHowed  and  stood  beside  tier  bed;  but 
'there  was 'riofmproverfterit.  '.  '.  '.  ' 'The tettieftibrance  of  that 
night  makes  Trie  treriible.  The  doctors  said  these  attacks  were 
always-  dangerous;  but,  thank  Ood,  at  last  the  danger  was 
passed:-  We  then  becarrie  quieter,  but  strll  remafried  With  her. 
As  the  sea,  after  a  great  tempest,  becomfe  cafrriarirf  Seemingly 
'•  frozen,  so  we  were  all.  To  be  seated  so  tranquilly,  iafter  such 
great  troubles,  made  it  difficult  to  realise  all  that  had  passed. 

Tuesday\  October  i%th. — Poor  tnamma  is  no  better.    Those 
'brutal  doctors  have  Applied  a  blister,  which  caused  herJnuch 
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sttffering*    The  best  remedy  is  fresh  ^ter  or  tea,  it  is  both 
natural  and  simple. 

If  a  man  is  to  die,  he  will  die  with  the  care  of  all  the  doc< 
tors  in  the  world;  if,  on  the  contrary,  he  is  not  to  die,  he  will 

^        live,  even  if  alone  and  without  care. 

Reasoning:  very  calmly^  it  9ee1ll^  to.  me  better  to. do  without 

'  the  pharmaceutical  fiorrors.  -  Oh,  how  I  wish  I  were  twenty 
years  old!     I  am  but  a  dreamer,  without  a  future,  and  full  of 

I  ambition:  Such  i$'  tof  lot!  -sa^h  |s  my  AIM  I  had  planned^  it 
in  my.  thoughts.  In  one  indtaht  my  hopes  are  daished  away. 
Although  the  duke  is  dead  to  me,  he  is  ev^r  in  my  thoughts. 

I       I  am  enveloped  in  clouds;  all  has  become  uncertainty,  I  can 
pray  to  God^no  more. 
Paul  will  do  aotMng.    He  is  thougbtlesift  and  will  not  study, 

I  and  can  not  unde^tand  why  he  shouki  do  so..  It  ^rievfes  me 
Oh,  :God4  endow  him  with  wisdom,  make  hini  undecstand 
that  he  should,  be  studious;  inspird  him  witii  a  little  ambition,. 

^        only  a  little,  just  enough  to  be  som^hing/.  >  Oh^  God!   Hear 
'  my  prayer;   g^uUe   him,  protect  him  fnomi  the  wicked  who 

I        mislead  him*  .^-y^  ^ 

A  man  below  my  own  social  position  will  never  please  me, 

I  ail  persons  of  the  lower  classes  disgust  and  annoy  me.  A  poor 
man  loses  half  of  himself.  He  seems  little,  miserable^  and 
looks  like  a  j|reach-4igger.  (Whilst  a  rich  man,  independently 
so,  carries  htnisfir  wrth>  a  certain  ease^  an  air  of  pride.  Assur* 
ance  gitres  htiii  am  air  of  superiority.  >  I  admire-  in  H —  that  air 
of  assurance,  ioapfictousy' foppish,  and  cruel.  He  possesses  i 
something  of  Htto,  '   » 

Saturday i  N<wemh)tr  8//l.^*^We^shot:dd  not  be  seen  too  often, 
not  even  by  those  who  love  us.  We  must  keep  ourselves  at  a 
distance,  abandon  fegnets  and  illusions;  by  such  means  we  will 
appear  betten  *  Wb-  always  regret  what  is  past  br  distant^  sd 
your  friends  will  wish  to-  see  jrou  again,  but  do  nqt  comply 
immediately  with  their  wishes;  qaake  then!  soffei*;.  {Hit  not  too 
much;   ^bat  which  costs  tod  much  loses  value;  after 'many 
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difficulties  something  better  is  always  expected.  Or  cause 
them  much  suffering,  more  than  enough  .  .  ..  There  you 
are  queen. 

I  believe  I  am  feverish.  I  am  so  talkative  especially  when 
I  grieve  silently.  No  one  would  suspect  it.  I  sing,  I  laugh, 
and  talk;  the  more  unhappy  I  feel  the  gayer  I  appear. 
To-day  I  can  not  move  my  tongue  and  have  eaten  next  to 
nothing. 

All  I  write  can  never  express  my  feelings;  I  am  stupid, 
foolish,  and  grievously  offended.  I  imagine  I  am  being 
robbed  when  they  take  the  duke  from  me;  well,  really  it  is  as 
if  they  appropriated  what  belongs  to  me.  What  a  disagreeable 
state!  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  myself,  all  words  sound 
weak;  for  a  mere  nothing  I  use  strong  expressions,  and  then, 
when  I  wish  to  speak  seriously,  I  am  at  a  loss.  It  is  as  if — No, 
enough!  If  I  contintie  to  draw  conclusions  and  give  instances, 
I  will  never  finish;  thoughts  spring  up  so  fast,  become  con- 
founded,  and  end  by  evaporating.  n 

Looking  at  mamma  as  I  would  a  stranger,  just  now,  I  dis- 
covered that  she  is  charming.  She  is  beautiful  as  the  day, 
notwithstanding  her  many  troubles  and  sufferings.  When 
speaking,  her  voice  is  low  and  soft;  her  manners  pretty, 
although  simple  and  natural. 

In  all  my  life  I  have  never  seen  a  person  who  gave  so  little 
thought  to  herself  as  my  mother.  She  is  a  perfect  child  of 
Nature.  Should  she  give  more  thoughts  to  her  toilet,  she  would 
be  the  center  of  admiration.  Say  what  you  will,  fine  dresses 
count  for  much;  she  usually  uses  odds  and  ends,  or  whatever 
she  can  find.  To-day  she  wore  a  pretty  dress,  and  upon  my 
word  she  was  charming. 

Saturday^  November  2gth. — I  do  not  have  a  moment  of  peace. 
If  I  could  only  hide  myself  far,  far  away!  where  no  one  could 
see  me,  perhaps  then  I  could  recover  my  peace  of  mind.  I 
feel  jealousy,  love,  envy,  deception,  wounded  self-love,  every- 
thing that  is  hideous  in  this  world.    •    .    •    Above  all,  I  feel 
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his  loss!  I  love  him!  Could  I  reject  all  that  is  in  tny  soul! 
But  then,  if  I  do  not  know- what  is  taking  place,  I  only  know 
I  am  tormented;  that  something  devours  me,  suffocates  me, 
and  all  I  say  does  not  express  the  one-hundredth  part  of  what 
I  feel. 

My  face  covered  with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  I  hold 
my  cloak  which  envelops  me  entirely,  even  my  head,  I  remain 
in  obscurity,  that  I  may  gather  my  scattered  thoughts;  I  am  all 
confused.    Poor  head! 

One  thing  troubles  me.  It  is  that  in  a  few  years  I  will  have 
forgotten  and  will  laugh  at  myself. 

(1875.  Two  years  have  passed,  I  do  ttotlaugh^  neither  have 
I  forgotten!  ) — All  these  troubles  will  appear  to  me  like  childish 
affectation.  But  no,  I  conjure  you,  do  not  forget.  When  you 
read  these  lines  turn  backward,  suppose  yourself  to  be  at  the 
age  of  thirteen,  that  you  are  at  Nice,  that  this  is  taking  place 
at  this  moment;  think  that  it  is  a  living  reality!  You  will 
understand!    You  will  be  happy! 

Sunday^  November  y)th. — I  wish  they  would  marry  sooner; 
I  am  always  so;  when  there  is  something  disagreeable  to  take 
place,  instead  of  putting  it  off  I  prefer  to  hasten  it.  To  leave 
Paris,  I  hurried  all  the  others.  I  knew  I  must  swallow  the  pill. 
For  the  same  reason  I  burned  with  anxiety  to  arrive  at  Nice;  I 
could  wait  no  longer.  The  suspense  was  more  terrible  than 
the  event  itself. 


I 
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Sunday^  January  4M,-^How  ^wcjet  it  i$  to  awake  naturally! 
The  rising-bell  has  not  yet  sounded,  ^pd  I;  awake  of  own 
accord.  It  is.  as  when  on  a  ship  we  forget  ourselves,  and  when 
we  awake,  find  we  have  reached  eur  destination.    : 

Friday f  January  ^ih. — ^Returning  from, my  walk  I  was  say- 
ing to  myselfy  I  will  not  be  like  thos^  others  who  ar^  compara- 
tively serious  and  reserved.  I  -do  not  understand  whence 
comes  this  seriousness.  I  ask;  myself,  how  do  we  pasa  from 
infancy  to  girlhood?  ^  How  does  it  come  about?  Little  by  little, 
or  in  a  day?  .  Misfortune  or  Jove  ;^re  the  agents  th^t. ripen, 
develop,  or  change.  Were  I  sarcastic,  I  would  say  misfortune 
and  love  are  synoojinouSi  I  .d^  i^ot  say  so,^  for  love  is  what  is 
most  beautiful  in  the  world.  I  compare  i?ay3^/f  to  water  which 
is  frozen  in  its. depths,  with  the  surface  alone  agitated,  for 
nothing  either  interests  or  amuses  n^js  in  my  DfiPXHS.    ; 

January  i  \i}i, — ?To-morrow,  the  twelfth  of  January,  is'  .New 
Year's:  eve  in  Russia,  and  I  am  burning  with  impatience  to  tell 
my  fortune  before  a  mirror. 

Aunt  Marie,  who  has  tried  it,  tells  us  of  ^ome  astonishing 
revelations;  she  saw  her  husband  and  many  other  things  not 
yet  come  to  pass;  she  also  claims  to  have  seen  many  frightful 
and  horrible  things.  Having  resolved  to  try  my  fortune,  I  was 
so  animated  and  agitated  as  the  time  drew  near  that  I  could 
not  eat. 

At  half-past  eleven  that  eventful  night  I  locked  myself  in  my 
room,  arranged  the  mirror,  and  behold! — at  last  I  shall  peep 
into  the  future.  For  a  long  time  I  saw  nothing,  but  little  by 
little  I  began  to  distinguish  small  figures,  not  larger  than  tea 
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or  twelv<^  ct^timeter$.  X  saw  a  multitude  of  heads  covered  in 
the  most  fantastic  manner  imaginable;  toque9#  wigs,  bonnets 
of  all  sizes,  all  turning  and  whirling.  Then  I  distinguished  a 
woman  in  white,  bearing  a  striking  resemblance  to  myself. 
She  wore  a  lace  scarf  over  her  head;  her  arms  were  resting  on 
a  table,  one  hand  lightly  supportmg  her  chin;  her «yes  turned 
upward  and  she  disappeared.  Then  I  saw  the  interior  of  a 
church,  the  floor  of  block  aod  white  marble.  In  the  center 
was  a:  group  in:  cost^uiQie,  9eveml  siting  or  standing,  I.couJd 
not  well  understand.  On  the  left,  as  if  in  a  mist,  were  several 
men.  One  of  these  liras.in  evening  dress  land  beside  him  stood 
a  bride,  but  their  .faces  wfife  invisible. 

Another  man  stood  in  the  c^ter,  bul,  his- face  was  also  invis- 
ible. Covered  hieads  predominated,  and  I  believe  ^IjLsprt^  of 
costumes  chs^ging  very!  rapidly.  The  scenes  w^re  very  bril- 
liant. Sudttenly  the  frame  of  the  mirror,  reflec^eKl  again  £|nd 
again  withou't  iend,  seenod  Cor  an  instant  to.  assume  the  ^hape 
of  a  coffin,  but  I  soon  saw  my  mistake*.  You  must  understand 
that  I  was  veory  mudb  agitated,  cxpectiug  every  nioment  .to  see 
something  frightfuL  Tb-morriQiif  I  will  relate  this  to  all  my 
friends^  for  it  is  all  quite  strange.  X  might,  no  doubt,  haye  seen 
more,  but  I  moved,  my'  eyes  from  the  mirror.  Thus  I  have, 
began  the  year  by  meeting  these  costumes  and  head^ooverings, 
which  are  inexpressibly  strange  and  fan^stic. 

Welcome  to  the  Russian  year  1S74,  and  farewell  to  1373. 

Thursday y  fum  24Mj*^Duriag  the  entire  winter  I  was  una- 
ble to  articulate  a  sound.  Fearing  I  h.ad  lost  my  voice  I  was 
in  despair  When  spokcin  to*  I  could  but  blush  and  b^  si^lent 
But  at  last  it  is  coming,  back  to  mer**my  voiqe,  my  treasure,  my 
fortune!  f  receive*  it  with  tears  in  ray  eyes  and  humbly  return 
thanks  to  God!  .  .  v  '  Although  I  bo^e  this  in  silence  I 
nevertheless  suffered  bitterly....!  CQuld  not  speak  of  it,  but 
prayed  to  God  and  my  prayer  was  heard  .  .  .  What 
happiness!  What  pkasure  to  sing  well  We  imagine  our- 
sehres  all-power£ul;  we  think  ourselves  queeo.    We  ai]e  happy^ 
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proud  of  our  own  merits.  It  is  not  the  pride  that  gold  or  a 
title  bestows.  We  feel  more  than  woman — we  feel  immortal, 
raise  ourselves  above  this  sphere,  we  ascend  to  heaven, 
lave  everybody  who  listens  to  your  voice  hanging  on  your 
.  to  electrify,  charm,  and  fill  with  enthusiasm.  You  reign 
reme!  Next  to  true  royalty  it  is  this  powerwe  should  pos- 
.  The  supremacy  of  beauty  ranks  lower,  for  it  has  not 
er  over  everybody,  but  the  voice  raises  man  heavenward. 

floats  in  a  cloud  like  that  in  which  Venus  appeared  to 
easi 

Uu,  July  i,th. — The  young  ladies  all  went  to  St.  Peter's 
rch.  I  prayed  kneeling,  my  chin  resting  on  my  hand, 
:h  is  very  white  and  small;  but  suddenly  remembering 
re  I  was,  I  withdrew  it,  and  tried  to  make  myself  appear 
n  and  penitent.    I  felt  in  the  same  humor  as  yesterday,  and 

clothed  myself  in  my  aunt's  dress  and  bonnet.  Coming 
of  the  church  we  saw  A-^  passing  in  a  carriage;  he  raised 
miserable  Nicene  hat. 

s  I  could  not  go  home  in  my  present  humor  I  led  my 
panions  to  the  convent  opposite  the  church,  which  con- 
5  by  a  rear  door  with  the  house  occupied  by  the  Sapog- 
offs.     On  entering  the  convent  we  bring  in  so  much  folly 

joy,  that  the  sanctified  atmosphere  is  troubled;  the  sisters 

and  calm,  are  pleased,  and  appear  from  behind  every  door 
ving  faces  full  of  curiosity.  The  mother  superior,  who  has 
1  here  forty  years,  is  also  seen  through  her  double  screen 
.  Misery!  We  afterward  went  up  to  the  boarders' 
or,  where  I  took  Sister  Therese  by  force  and  made  her 
;e.     She  wished  to  convert  me  and  praised  the   convent, 

I,  who  also  wished  to  convert  her,  praised  the  world.  We 
up  to  our  necks  in  the  Catholic  religion.    Ah,  well!     I  can 

understand  how  one  may  have  a  passion  for  churches  and 
/ents. 

"vesday,  July  6tA. — Nothing  is  lost  in  this  world.  If  ico 
e  to  love  one  person,  our  affections  are  immediately  trans- 
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ferred  to  another,  sometimes  without  our  knowledge.  If  we 
think  we  love  ho  one,  it  is  a  mistake.  If  the  object  of  our 
affection  is  not  a  man,  it  is  a  dog  or  a  piece  of  furniture, 
and  we  love  as  strongly,  only  in  another  way.  Were  I  in 
love,  I  should  want  to  be  loved  as  I  love.  I  would  suffer 
nothing,  not  even  a  word,  from  someone  else.  Such  love  i» 
not  to  be  found,  therefore  I  shall  never  love,  for  no  one  will 
ever  love  me  as  I  can  love. 

JtUy  14M. — We  have  been  speaking  of  Latin,  schools,  and 
examinations;  all  this  makes  me  furiously  anxious  to  study,  so 
when  Brunet  comes  I  never  delay  him,  and  I  ask  him  many 
questions  about  examinations.  His  instructions  are  so  good 
that  after  one  year  of  preparation  I  feel  capable  of  presenting 
myself  for  the  title  of  **Bachdorof  Arts."  But  more  of  this 
later. 

I  have  been  studying  Latin  since  February,  we  are  now  in 
July.  Brunet  tells  me  that  in  these  five  months  I  have  done  as 
much  as  is  usually  accomplished  at  the  Lyceum  in  three  years. 
This  is  prodigious.  Had  I  lost  this  year  I  could  never  forgive 
myself.  It  would  be  the  cause  of  such  deep  sorrow  that  I 
should  never  forget  it. 

July  \ith, — Last  night,  returning  from  the  Sapogenikoff's,  I 
thus  addressed  the  moon:  "  Moon,  Oh,  beautiful  moon,  let  me 
see  the  one  I  shall  marry  before  I  die!"  After  this  it  is  said 
you  must  not  utter  one  word,  and  you  will  see  your  future 
husband. 

What  stupidity!  I  saw  in  my  dream  S —  and  A — ,  two 
impossibilities. 

I  am  in  a  wretched  humor,  I  fail  in  everything;  nothing 
succeeds  with  me.  I  shall  be  punished  for  my  pride  and  stupid 
arrogance.  Read  this,  good  people,  and  learn.  This  journal  is 
more  useful  and  instructive  than  all  the  writings  that  were,  are, 
or  will  be.  It  is  the  life  of  a  woman  with  all  her  thoughts  and 
her  hopes,  deceptions,  villainies,  beauties,  sorrows,  joys.    I  am 

not  quite  a  woman  yet,  but  I  will  be.     You  may  follow  me 
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from  the  cradle  to  the  gr^ve;:  for  the  life  of  a  person,  an  entire 
"ife  without  disguise  or  lies,  is  always  a  grand  and  interesting, 
thing. 

■  Bruhyf  July  i6/>^.-^Speaking  of  the.  transmigration  of  .love,, 
all. mine  at  this,  moment -is  centered  on  Victaor,  orte  ofJmy  dogs. 
I  breakfast  with  &imi  facing  meviWs  kind,  big  .head.. 04.  the 

Let  us  love  dogs,  and  love  dogs  only^:.  Men  and  cats  are 
^worthy  beings.  .Nevertheless,  a  dog  is  jdirty;  it  laqks  at  you 
with  bnngry  -eyes  while  you  eat; . its^attachmiejit  is  Jfor.iood, 
yet  lido  not  feed  my  dogs  and  th^  love im«;r.and. Prater,;  who 
has,  abandoned  me  through  jealousy  for  Victor, :  has  gone 
tomammaj!  And  nsien,  do  they  not  ajso  require,  to  be  fea^  --^arfii 
th^y  not  voracious  and;  mercenary? 

I  evade  my  fate;  I  will  not  go  to  Russia,  as  I  would  not  miss 
the  Michael- Angelo  Centennial  for  [apythfng  iti  the  wodd. 
Russia  will  be  as  nice  next  yeat,  butasito  the  centennial/.(ine 
would  have  toilive  a  hundred  yeajfsimorei  and  I  have  no  such 
hope.  But,  then^  if  I  do  not  go  to-Russiav;  it  is  tliat  God 
wishes  it  thus.  ^'' All  happens  for  the.  best yl\%aiY%  a  Russian 
proverb.  "  We  can  not  escape  our  destiny y\\  again  says -another 
proverb...  -v.;  .  •     "■      •   ,-.;  .;    ■.-•  _.    \.-. 

I  shall  again  say-to  the  moon:  '*  Moon,  Oh,  bisautiful;  moon, 
make  me  see  in  my  sleep  the  one  J  ^halJ-  mariy  befjoue  I  die." 

Saturday!,  July  t7i^^.-*-They  sayjhat  in  Rufisia the  tabble .calls 
for  communism;  to  divide  and  have  everything  in  comnioni 
Tj^ieir  accursed  sect  has  spread  sofarand  wideittiat  the  papers 
are  making  desperate  appeals  to  society.  Will  not  Ihe  fathers 
of  i families  pUrt  an  .end  to  tjhia  in[fe<:tiQn?.  Their  rwish-  is  to 
destroy,  eyerythingi  =  Nomorejciyili^atic}n,Tio.moreart^nomore 
beautiful  and  great  tjiings-^rsimply  common  fnateria.l  for  exist»- 
ence.  Work  js  to;  be  donejin  oommoni  No  ofte  wljl  have  the 
fight  to.  raise  himself  above  the  others  through  any  rtierit  he 
may  have.  They,  wish  to  destroy  univetlsitjes,  superior  teachings* 
(b^t  thijy.  may  reduce  Russia,  to  a  $ort  of  Lacedemonean  cari 
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cattire^  I  hope  that  God  and  the  emperor  wili  confound  them. 
I  pray  God  to  preserve  my  country  from  those  ferocious  beasts. 
D —  seems-  impressed  with  all  I  say,  and  is  astonished  to  find 
in  me  such  an  intensity  concerning  life.  Speaking  of  oar  farni- 
ture,  the  description  of  my  rown  nearly  threw  him  off  his  bal- 
ance. <*Why/*  he  cried,  "it  is  a  temple!  a  tale  from  'A 
Thou^nd-atid-bnre^-Nightsr  We*  shomld  enter  on  bended 
knees.  It  is  wonderful,  unique,  retnarkable!"  Wishing  to 
find  out  my  character,  he  asked  me  if  I  ever  plucked  the  leaves 
from  a' daisy. — ^**  Yes,  frequently,  to  find  out  if  the  dinner  is 
good." — "  How  can  it  be,  a  room  so  poetic,  so  fairy-like,  and 
in  such  surroundings,  to  ask  the  daisy  if  the  chef  has  made 
the  dinner  a  success?  It  is  inconceivable!"  What'  amuses 
him  is,  that  I  ai^ure  him  that  I  have  a  double  heart.  I  took 
pleasure  in'astiO<nishing  him,  and  listening  to  his  exclamations 
at  stich  numerous  contrasts^  ^  •  I  ascended  to  heaven,  and  with- 
out any  transition  whatever,  I  returned  to  this  oatth,  and  so 
on.  I  exhibited  myself  as  a  person  who  wished  to  live  and 
amuse  herself,  but  does  tiot  suspect  the  possibility  of  loving. 
He  was  surprised,  and  said  that  he  was  afraid  of  me;  that  it 
was  wonderful,  supernatural,  frightful! 

What  I  lore  best,  when  there  is  no  one  worth  being  with,  is 
soHtuda 

My  hair  in  a  Psyche  knot,  somewhat  ifedder  than  ever. 
My  ^ool6n  di^esd  of  that  pecniiar  while,  clinging  and  graceful; 
a  lac6  sfeaff  around  iny  neck^— I  resemble  a  portrait  of  the  first 
empirfe.  To  complete  the  picture,  I  should  be  under  a  tree 
holding  a  book  in  my  hand.  I  love  to  be  alone  before  a 
mirrbr,  tliat  I  may  admfire  my  hands-r-they  aite  so  white,  so 
small,  and  with  a  faint  pink  fiush  on  the  pakns. 
•  It  maybe  Stupid  td  praise  onie's  self  so  much,  but' writers 
alway!^  deSscWbe  their  heroines,  and  I  am  my  own  heroine.  It 
would,  therefore,  be  ridiculous  to  humiliate  and  lower  myself 
thi^'ugh  faistj  modfesty:  We  may  lower  ouiselVes  in  words  when 
suce  of  %€f!fig  contradicted,  but  In  writings  everybody  would 
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think  I  was  telling  the  truth,  and  would  believe  me  homely  and 
stupid.    That  would  be  absurd! 

Fortunately,  or  unfortunately,  I  believe  myself  to  be  such  a 
treasure  that  no  one  is  worthy  of  it,  and  they  who  dare  raise 
their  eyes  to  this  treasure  I  consider  as  scarcely  worthy  of  pity. 
In  my  estimation  I  am  a  divinity,  and  can  not  imagine  how  a 
man  like  G —  can  expect  to  please  me;  I,  who  could  scarcely 
treat  a  king  as  an  equal.  I  think,  moreover,  that  this  is  all 
right.  Looking  down  upon  men  from  such  heights,  they  think 
me  charming;  it  is  easy  to  despise  those  who  are  so  low,  and  I 
look  at  them  as  a  hare  looks  at  a  mouse. 

Thursday^  July  29M. — We  were  to  start  to-day.  I  under- 
went all  the  annoyances  that  accompany  a  departure— we  lose 
our  temper,  we  run,  we  forget,  then  we  remember,  we  scream. 
I  am  all  upset  and  now  we  speak  of  remaining  until  Saturday. 
Uncle  Etienne  wishes  to  put  it  off;  he  has  no  courage.  What 
a  character! 

He  intended  leaving  Russia  the .  beginning  of  April  and 
remained  until. July.  So  provoking,  we  have  to  stay.  Seeing  I 
am  vexed,  and  say  I  will  not  go  3tt  all,  they  all  bow  down  to 
me,  and  I  am  very  capricious. 

Monday y  August  2d. — After  a  day  of  shopping,  of  seam- 
stresses and  dressmakers,  of  walking  and  flirting,  I  put  on  a 
wrapper  and  read  my  good  friend  Plutarch. 

I  possess  a  gigantic  imagination.  I  dream  of  the  past  ages 
of  gallantry,  .without  perceiving  that  I  am  the  most  romantic  of 
women  and  that  it  is  unwholesome.  I  can  easily  forgive  my  ado- 
ration for  the  duke,  because  he  is  worthy  of  me  in  all  respects. 

Tuesday^  August  i^tk. — I  dreamed  of  the  Fronde.  I  had 
entered  into  the  service  of  Anne  of  Austria,  who  mistrusted 
me.  I  led  her  amongst  the  mutinous  people,  crying  out, 
Long  live  the  Queen!  and  the  multitude  repeated  after  me, 
Long  live  the  Queen! 

Wednesday^  August  iUtA, — The  day  was  passed  in  admiring 
me.    Mamma  admires  me;  Princess  G — admires  me,  telling  me 
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continually  that  I  look  either  like  mamma,  or  like  her  daughter^ 
which  is  the  greatest  compliment  she  can  bestow.  We  think  more 
of  ourselves  than  of  anyone  else.  The  fact  is,  I  am  really  pretty. 
At  Venice,  in  the  great  hall  of  the  Ducal  Palace,  the  painting 
on  the  ceiling,  by  Paul  Veronese,  represents  Venus  as  a  tall, 
blonde,  fresh-colored  woman.  I  resemble  that  painting.  My 
own  photographs  can  never  do  me  justice — that  incomparable 
whiteness,  freshness,and  delicate  coloring,  which  is  my  principal 
beauty,  is  wanting.  But  if  some  onie  annoys  me,  if  I  am  dis- 
pleased with  something,  or  if  I  am  fatigued,  farewell  to  beauty 
— ^there  is  nothing  more  fragile  than  I.  It  is  only  when  I  am 
happy  and  peaceful  that  I  am  lovely. 

When  tired  or  angry  I  am  not  beautiful,  but  rather  ugly.  I 
expand  amid  happiness  as  the  flowers  under  the  rays  of 
the  sun,  I  will  be  seen  in  good  time,  thank  heaven  f  I  am 
but  beginning  what  I  am  to  be  at  twenty  years  of  age. 

Like  Hagar  in  the  desert  I  await  and  I  desire  a  living  soul. 

J\iriSy  Tutsdayy  August  24/^. — I  hope  to  enter  the  world, 
that  world  which  I  call  for  so  loudly  on  bended  knees,  for  it  is 
my  life,  my  happiness.  I  begin  to  live  and  to  try  and  realize 
my  dreams  of  becoming  celebrated;  I  am  already  known  to 
many  people.  Looking  at  my  reflection  in  the  mirror,  I  see  I 
am  pretty.  I  am  pretty,  what  more  do  I  require?  Can  I  not 
obtain  all  with  that?  Oh,  God!  in  giving  me  a  little  beauty 
(I  say  a  little,  through  modesty)  it  is  still  too  much,  coming 
from  You.  Oh,  God!  I  feel  that  lam  beautiful;  I  believe  I 
shall  be  successful  in  all  things.  Everything  smiles  on  me 
and  I  am  happy,  happy,  happy! 


The  noise  of  Paris,  this  hotel  as  large  as  a  city,  with  its 
people  always  walking,  talking,  reading,  smoking,  looking, 
makes  me  dizzy.  I  love  Paris  and  my  heart  beats.  I  wish  to 
live  faster,  still  faster,  faster.  '^  I  have  never  seen  such  fever  of 
life,"  said  D — ,  looking  at  me.  It  is  true,  I  fear,  that  this  desire 
to  live  by  steam  is  a  forewarning  of  a  short  existence.    Who 
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knows?   There,  I  am  becoming  melancholy — nb,  I  do  not  want 
melancholy. 

Sundayy  September  6/(4.— At  the  Bois  there  are  so  many 
Nkenes  that  for  the  moment  I  seemed  to  be  at  Nice.  Nice 
is  so  beautiful  inSeptember.  I  remember  last  year  my  morning 
walks  with  my  jdogs,  the  sky  so  pure,  the  sea  so  silvery.  Here 
there  is  neither  morning' nor  night.  In  the  morning  the  sweep- 
ing and  in  the  evening  the  innumerable  lanterns  annoy  me* 
I  am  lost  here,  I  can'not  distinguish  the  i^ising from  the  setting 
sun;  whereas,  bel6w,  in  Nice,  wd  are  so  well  situated;  it  is  like 
a  nest,  surrounded  by  those  mountains  which  are  neither 
too  high  nor  too  sterile.  They  protecJt  us  on  thre^  sides  with 
ai  mantle  which  is  graceful  and  useful.  And  before  us  we 
have  an  immense  window,  an  infinite  horizon,  always  the  same 
and  always  new.  I  love  Nice — Nice  is  my  country.  Nice  has 
made  me  grow  tall.  Nice  has  given  me  health  and  a  bright  color. 
It  is  so  beautiful.  We  arise  with  the  morning,  we  see  the  sUn 
over  there  to  the  left;  behind  the  mountains,  casting  its^  rays 
ove^  the  silver-blue  sky  so  softly,  amid  the  vapors,  that  we 
choke  with  joy.  Toward  noon  it  Is  facing  us,  it  is  hot,  still 
the  air  is  not  warm,  there  is  ever  that  incompatable  breeze  to 
cool  us.  Everything  seems  asteep.  The  **  Pronienade'^  is 
deserted  with  the  exception  of  two  or  three  Nicenes  dozing  on 
the  benches.;  Then  I  breathe,  I  adniire.  At  night,  again 
the  sky,  the-  sea,  the  mountains.  Bitft  at  night  it  is  all  black 
or  dark  blue.  When  the  moon  shines;  this  immense  roadway 
ii^ 'the  sea  seems  like' a  fish  with  scales  of  diamonds,' and  when 
I  am  at  my  window,  quiet  and  alone,  With  a  mirtor  and*  two 
candles  before  me,  I  have  nothing  more  to  desire  and  humbly 
prosttate  myself  before  God! 

Oh^  no,  what  I  would  say  cannot  be  understood;  it  cati  not 
be  understood,  because  it  has  not  been  experienced.  No, 
it  is  not  thdt,  it  is  that  I  am  In  despair  eVery  time  I  wish  to 
make  my  feelings  understood.  It  is  like  a  nightmare,  when 
we  have  not  t^e  strenjgth  to  Cry  out. 
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furtherniore;  no  writing  can  coiivey  the  least  idea  of  real 
life.  HoW  express  the  freshness,  the  fragrance  of  memory? 
We  may  invent,  we  may  create;  but  we  can  rtot  copy.  What- 
ever we  may  feel  while  writing,  nothing  biit  ordinary  words 
will  result — forest,  mountain,  sky,  moon;  everybody  says  it 
alike.  Besides,  Why  all  this?  What  Is  !t  to  others?  Others 
never  understand  because  It  is  not  themselves,  biit  I,  I  alone, 
uridetstanrf;  f  rememter,  and  then  the  men  are  not  worth  the 

trouble  we  take  to  explain  it  to  them.     Each  feels  as  1  do  for 

,1-.  . 

himself.     I    would    like    others   to   feel   as  I  do;  but    it  is 
impossible,'  they  would  have  to  be  ^^.    '  ' 

My  child,  my  Child,  leave  that  alone,  you  "idse  ♦3rburself  ih 
these  subtleties.  You  will  become  crazy  if  you  persist  in  this, 
as  you  did  formerly  about  the  depths  of  your  inner-self  .*  .  . 
There  are  so  mkny  intelligent  people!  Well,*  ^o!  I  would 
say,  that  it  remains  for  them  to  unravel!  .  .  .  But  tib! 
They  know  how  to  create,  but  to  unravel — ho,  no,  si  hundred 
•thousand  times  tio!  All  that  It  clear  in  this,  is  that  I  am 
homesick  for  Nlc«.  /   .  .  . 

Monday^  September  fith, — In  this  State  of  stupefaction  and 
incessant  pain,  I  do  not  curse  life;  oh  the  Co'nt'rary  I  love  It, 
and  I  find"  it  good  to  live.  Could  one  believe  It?  I  find  every- 
thing good  and  agreeable,  even  tears,  even  pain.  1  love  to 
weep.  I  love  to  be  In  despair.  I  love  to  be  s^  and  sorrow- 
ful. I  look  upon' all  that  as  so  many  diversions^  and  I  love  life 
in  spite  of  all.  1  watit  to  live.  It  would  be  cruel  to  make  me 
die  when  1  and  do  accommodating.  I  Weep,  1'  mOan,  and  at  the 
same  time  it  pleases  me;  no,  not  that.  .  .  .'  1  do  not  know 
how  to  say  It.  .  '.  .In  fact  everything  in  life  pleases  me. 
I  find  everything  agreeable,  and  while  demanding  happiness,  I 
find  happiness  in  being  miserable.  I  am  no  longer  myself;  my 
body  weeps  and  laments,  ydt  Something  within  me,  which  is 
stronger  than  t  am,  rejoices  at  it  all.  It  is  not  that  I  prefer  tears 
to  joy;  but,  far  from  cursing  life  in  my  moments  of  despair,!  bless 
ft,  and  say  to  myself!     I  am  unhappy,  1  lament;  ifetiil  I  find  lift 
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SO  beautiful  that  everything  appears  to  me  beautiful  and  happy, 
and  I  wish  to  live.  Apparently  that  something  which  rules 
me,  which  so  rejoiced  in  weeping,  has  deserted  me  this  even- 
ing, for  I  feel  very  unhappy. 


I  have  never  yet  harmed  anyone,  but  I  have  been  already 
offended,  calumniated,  humiliated.  How  can  I  love  men?  I 
detest  them,  but  God  will  not  permit  me  to  hate.  God  has  for- 
saken me;  God  is  trying  me.  Ah,  well,  if  He  is  but  trying  me. 
He  should  cease  those  trials!  He  sees  how  I  take  it.  I  do  not 
hide  my  sufferings  under  the  mask  of  a  cowardly  hypocrisy,  as 
the  rogue  Job,  who,  while  mincing  to  our  Lord,  made  Him  his 
dupe. 

One  thing  pains  me  more  than  all  else.  It  is  not  the  col- 
lapse of  all  my  plans,  but  the  regret  which  this  series,  of  mis- 
fortunes causes  me.  Not  for  myself — I  do  not  know  if  I  will 
be  understood — because  it  pains  me  to  see  stains  accumulate 
on  a  white  gown  which  should  have  been  kept  spotless. 

Each  little  sorrow  wrings  my  heart.  Not  from  self-love,  but 
from  pity,  for  each  pang  of  sorrow  is  like  a  drop  of  ink  falling 
into  a  glass  of  water,  it  can  never  be  effaced  and  joined  to  its 
predecessors,  but  it  turns  the  glass  of  clear  water  to  a  black 
and  dirty  grey.  You  may  add  more  water,  still  the  liquid  re- 
mains impure.  It  wrings  my  heart  because  each  time  it  leaves 
a  stain  on  my  life,  in  my  soul.  Do  we  not  always  feel  a  pro- 
found sorrow  when  we  see  something  irreparable^  even  if 
insignificant  in  itself? 

Thursday y  September  f^th, — We  are  at  Marseilles;  the  money 
has  not  come.  My  aunt  has  gone  to  pledge  her  diamonds, 
that  I  may  not  be  delayed. 

I  feel  nearer  to  Nice,  to  my  city,  for  whatever  I  may  say  it  is 
my  city.  I  shall  be  at  rest  only  when  aft  Florence  with  all  my 
finery.  I  have  had  my  dress  and  hat  brushed,  and  await  my 
aunt  to  visit  the  city.    I  bought  a  novel;  I  do  not  remember  at 
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which  station.  It  was  so  badly  written,  that,  fearing  to  spoil 
my  style,  which  is  already  bad  enough,  I  threw  it  out  of  the 
window  and  returned  to  my  Herodotus,  that  I  will  read  this 
instant. 

Oh,  what  a  beautiful  result!  Poor  aunt!  I  throw  myself  at 
her  feet.  Where  had  she  been?  What  people  had  she  seen? 
And  all  for  me!  Not  wishing  to  ask  the  coachman  where  to 
find  the  Mont-de-Pi^t6,  she  asked  him  jfor  the  place  where  dia- 
monds are  stored  for  safety.  We  laughed  together  about  this 
place  where  diamonds  are  kept.  At  1  o'clock  we  leave  this 
city  which  has  so  many  bad  odors. 

From  Antebes  I  made  myself  hoarse  singing  Nicene  songs, 
to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  employes  at  the  stations. 
The  nearer  we  came,  the  greater  my  impatience. 


Here  it  is,  that  Mediterranean  for  which  I  sighed!  Its  black 
trees;  and  just  now  the  moon  is  lighting  up  this  roadway  in 
the  sea. 

Perfect  calm.  No  noise  of  carriage-wheel,  nor  perpetual 
movement  of  men,  who,  from  my  window  at  the  Grand  Hotel, 
appeared  like  midgets.  Calm,  silence,  obscurity,  dimly  lighted 
by  the  moon  from  behind  the  clouds,  and  but  a  few  lanterns 
following  one  the  other. 

I  enter  my  chamber — my  dressing-room — I  open  the  window 
that  I  may  see  the  chftteau,  always  the  same;  the  c^ock  struck. 
I  do  not  remember  the  hour  and  my  heart  was  oppressed  with 
sadness. 

Ah,  I  may  well  call  this  year  the  year  of  sighs!  I  am  a  little 
tired,  but  I  love  Nice!    I  love  Nice! 

Friday^  September  loM. — {^Journey  to  Florence?)  The  mos- 
quitoes awoke  me  ten  times  in  the  night.  I  awakened  a  little 
pale  but  comfortable.  Ah,  the  English  know,  well  the  meaning 
of  the  word  "Home."  Be  it  what  it  may,  home  is  the  most 
agreeable  place.  It  depends  neither  on  its  comfort  nor  richness. 
Look  at  our  house,  with  everything  upside  down,  scantily 
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furnished;  disorder^  desolation  reign$;  and  still,  there  I  am  con- 
tented.    It  is  l)ecause  it  is  my  home,  my  home,  my  home! 

I  do  n^^  ev«n  think  of  my  presses.  I  am  pleased  with 
everything.  Oh,  Nice!  I  did  not  expect  to  ever  see  it  with 
such  transports  of  joy»r  Had  I  been  heard  railing  at.  it  and 
cursing  it  from  the  time  I  l|^,ft  ]^ars^ilJ4$,one  would  have'is^id 
I  detested  it.  It  is  ;iny  usu^hway  ^o  speak-unkindly  of  the 
pepple  and  the  things  that  I  love* . 

I  walked  about  the  f  romen^de  silently,  pale  as  a  .sb^ow, 
recalling,  my  scattered  reminiscences.  NiQ^>:  for  me»  is  the 
Promenade  des  Anglais.  Eaph.hou^e,  each  tree,  each  tele- 
graph-pole i?  a  good  or  bad  soavenir,  lovely  :or  ordinary.  .  It  is 
like  :coming  back  from  Spa,  Ostend,  or  London,  Everything 
is  similar,  even  to/ the  smell  of  the  wood  noticeable  in  new 
furniture. 

.  li  yf^x^t  up,  t0  my,  room,  anianged  my  hftirj  fin  the  Empire 
style, -^nd  dpnued  jjny  white  dress — the  dress'of  tiie  portrait.  It 
is  a  long  dress  like  that  of  statues,  with  the  sleeves  turned  back 
abovq  4he  elbows,, cut  low.  and  round  i»: front,  akd.a.  little  down 
in  the  baqk,.  enough  to  show  the  neck^  with^abr-oad  band  of 
V^fffuteftms.  lace. falling  over. .  The  floating-draperies  caught 
at  the  waist  by  a  ribbon,  and  on  the  breast  two  other  ribbons 
looped  and  tied  in  front  into  a  simple  knotv  ■  No  gloves  hor 
jewelry.  I  am  enchanted  with  myself.  Under  this  white  stuff, 
my  white  arms — oh,  so  white!,,   I  am  pretty,":  lam  animated. 

Oh^  am  I  really  at  Njoe?:      :     .:    «  . 

Sunday y  September  12th. — Night  at  Florence.  The  city  ap* 
peairs;  mediocre,  but 'the  animation,  is  great.  :  A^evenyi  street- 
corner,  water-melons  in  slices,  are  offered  for  sale..  :Th©se 
wat^r-melong,  sio  red  ami . so  fresh,  tempted  megjreatly.  .Our 
window  frpnts  pn  the  square  and  on  the  Arno..  A  programme 
of  the  f^tes  was  brought  to  me,  this  b^ing  the  first  day.  •  I  exr 
pected.  my.  cousin,  Victor  Emmanuel,  would  improve  the  occa- 
sion thus. offered  him— ^he  centennial  of.  Michael  Angelo 
Puooarroti.    During  your  reign  "good  for  nothing!!!  "   'And 
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you  do  not  assemble  ail  the  sovereigns  of  the  world  and  give 
them  such  a  celebration  as  they  have  n^ver  witnessed!  .  And 
you  make  no  fuss!  Oh,  king!  your  son,  your  gr^nd^on$  and 
their  ^ons  will  reign  add  not  have  this  opportunity.^  Oh,  big 
mass  of  fle^h  I  Oh^  king  rwHhout  jambition,  withou(»  self «-cespeqt ! 
There.aremnny  me^t^gs  of  all  sorts;  concerts,  iUuminations,  a 
ball  at  the  Casino,  the  es^-Boighese  palace,  but  rio  king!  .  .  '* 
Nothing  as  I  would  like  it; :   Nothing  as  I  would  wish  it. 

Mondayy  Sepiemf^er  i^.^^j^-h^t  m^  see,  I  must  collect  my 
ideas.  The  mixcis  I  have  to  teH>  the  less  I  'write.  *  .  .  It  is 
because  I  pn^;  impatient  and  oervous  when  I  have  muoh  to 
say. 

In  ev^uing  dresses,  we.  drove  through  the  entire  city  in  a 
landau:  Oh,  how  I  love  those  sombre,  houses,  those  porticoes, 
those  colnmns,  aind  that  architecture  so  massive  ^nd,  gcand! 
Sbaioeon  you  architccts-^Fteiicb,  Rulasian,  a^d  English— hide 
yourselves  beneath  the  grourid  "cardboard  palaces!'  of  Paris; 
sink,  disappear  undieif  the  eirth— not  the  Jx)Uvre,  that  is  beyond 
criticism,  but  the  rest.  Never  can  they  attain  that  superb 
magnificence  which  bel<aog$  to  Italians.  I  opened  my  eyes 
wide  when  I  saw  those  immense  stones  of  the  Palazzo  Pitti. 
The  city  is  dirty^  almost  squalid;  but  how  nmny  beauties  it 
contains!  •  Oh,  city  of  Dante,  bf  the  Middicis,  of  Savonarola! 
How  full  of  superb  meihories  ior  those. who  think,  who  feel, 
who  know!  What  masterpicte^!  What  ruins!  Oh,  worthless 
^  king!     Oh,  were  I  axiUfeen! 


I  adore  padntiog^  wulptore,  art,  » whenever  it  riaay  bfe 
found.  v-I  cduid.Bpeiid  entire  days.. in  these;galleEic8,  ,but  my 
aunt  was  suffering  and  could  hardly  fbliow  me,  so^  I  feaorificcd 
myself;  However'^  life  is  (before  (nle,  I  Will  have  time  to 'isee 
them  agaid»      .  ... 

At  the  Falazao  Pitti  I  did  not  see  a  single  costume  to  copy; 
but  what  beauty,  what,  paintings!  Must  I  say  it?  I  do  not 
dare*'*cv-cryope'.will.c«y  out  V Shame!  Shaucae!":    Weli,  confi- 
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dcntially,!  don't  like  Raphael's  "  Madonna  della  Sedia."  The 
face  of  the  Virgin  is  pale,  the  complexion  unnatural,  the  ex- 
pression is  that  of  a  ''  chamber-maid"  rather  than  of  the  Holy 
Virgin,  Mother  of  Jesus.  But  there  is  one  picture  I  found 
charming — the  "  Magdalen,"  by  Titian.  Only — there  is  always 
an  only — her  wrists  are  too  big,  and  her  hands  too  plump — 
beautiful  hands  they  would  be  for  a  woman  of  fifty.  There 
are  some  things  by  Rubens  and  Van  Dyck  which  are  exquisite. 
The  "  Mensonge,"  by  Salvator  Rosa,  is  very  natural,  very 
good.  I  do  not  judge  as  a  connoisseur.  What  pleases  me 
best  is  what  is  most  like  nature.  Is  it  not  the  object  of  paint- 
ing to  imitate  nature? 

I  admire  greatly  the  fresh,  plump  face  of  Paolo  Veronese's 
wife,  painted  by  himself.  I  like  the  style  of  his  faces.  I  adore 
Titian  and  Van  Dyck,  but  poor  Raphael!  I  do  not  criticise 
Raphael,  I  do  not  understand  him;  with  time,  no  doubt,  I 
shall  understand  the  beauty  of  his  works.  Nevertheless,  the 
portrait  of  Pope  Leo — I  do  not  know  which — X,  I  think,  is 
admirable. 

The  "Virgin  with  the  Infant  Jesus,"  of  Murillo,  attracted 
my  attention;  it  is  so  fresh,  so  natural. 

To  my  great  satisfaction  I  found  the  gallery  of  paintings 
smaller  than  I  expected.  It  is  killing  to  go  through  those  end- 
less galleries — labyrinths  more  terrible  than  that  of  Crete. 

I  spent  two  hours  at  the  palace,  I  did  not  sit  down  an 
instant,  and  I  am  not  tired.  .  .  .  Things  I  love  do  not  tire 
me.  As  long  as  there  are  paintings,  and  especially  statues,  to  see, 
I  am  of  iron.  Ah,  if  I  had  to  walk  through  the  stores  of  the 
Louvre,  or  of  the  Bon-Marche,  or  even  Worth's,  I  should  cry 
in  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

No  journey  ever  pleased  me  so  much  as  this  one.  At  last,  I 
see  something  worth  seeing.  I  adore  those  .sombre,  strazzi 
palaces;  I  adore  those  immense  entrances,  their  superb  courts, 
their  galleries,  their  colonnades.  They  are  majestic,  they  are 
grand,  they  are  beautiful!    Ah,  the  world  is  degenerating,  we 
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feel  like  sinking  into  the  earth  when  we  compare  modern 
structures  to  these  gigantic  stones  piled  one  on  the  other,  and 
mounting  upward  to  the  sky.  We  pass  over  bridges  of  prodig- 
ious height  connecting  the  palaces. 

Oh,  my  child,  save  your  expressions,  what  will  you  say  of 
Rome? 


»875- 


Nice^  Thursday^  September  y>th, — I  went  down  into  my  labo- 
ratory, and  oh,  horror!  all  my  vials,  all  my  parcels,  all  my 
crystals,  all  itiy  acids,  all  my  tubes,  opened,  thrown  together  in 
a  dirty  box,  and  in  the  utmost  disorder.  I  was  furious.  I  sat 
on  the  floor  and  finished  breaking  what  was  already  half 
destroyed.  1  did  not  touch  what  remained  intact,  I  never  for- 
get myself. 

Ah,  so  you  thought  Marie  was  gone,  that  she  was  dead! 
**  You  may  break  everything,  scatter  everything,"  cried  I,  still 
destroying. 

My^aunt,  at  first,  kept  silent,  then  said: 

"Can  this  be  a  young  girl?     It  is  a  monster,  a  horror!" 

In  the  midst  of  my  rage  I  could  not  help  smiling,  for  the 
whole  matter  was  all  on  the  exterior,  it  was  not  within  me. 
At  this  moment  I  have  the  happiness  to  be  myself  once  more, 
therefore,  I  am  perfectly  tranquil  and  look  upon  it  all  as  if  it 
concerned  someone  else. 

Friday^  October  \st. — God  will  not  grant  my  prayer.  I  am 
resigned  (not  at  all,  I  wait).  Oh,  how  tiresome  it  is  to  wait 
and  be  unable  to  do  anything  but  wait.  These  vexations  and 
strifes  with  our  surroundings  all  leave  their  traces  on  a 
woman. 

"  If  man,  from  the  iiour  of  his  birth  and  in  his  first  move- 
ments, did  not  meet  with  resistance,  when  coming  in  contact 
with  things  around  him,  he  would  soon  lose  his  identity  and 
believe  the  outside  world  to  be  part  of  himself,  of  his  body. 
At  every -gesture,  every  step  attained,  he  would  become  per- 
suaded that  all  is  but  a  dependence  and  an  extension  of  his 
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personal  being.     He  would  exclaim  with  coftfidenct:    *The 
universe  is  mirie!' " 

You  may  reasonably  say  tfcis  is  too  good  to  be  mine.  I  will 
not  try  to  ttiake  yoU  beHeve  it.  A  phil6sopher  has  said  it 
and  I  repeat  it.  Ah,  well!  that  is  how  I  dreamed  of  living; 
but  contact  wfth  the  things  around  md  has  given  me  the 
Mues,  at  Which  I  am  excessively  angry. 


r.     \ 


•  "  •  » 

AH  persons  who  please  me  1  have  dared  compare  with  the 
6iikt.  It  is  stfdhg^e.  Ah,  well,  on  all  occasions  he  returns  to 
lire  plainly  ar^d  I  thsink  God  for  it;  for  He  is  my  light.  Oh, 
what' af  diffefetrce!  -H<!yw  I  remember t  AH  my  happiness 
consisted  in  a  glimpse  of  him.  I  i\rould  remain  on  the  terrace, 
sometimes  I  woiikl  see  him 'pass  by,  and'then  T  would  return 
to  the  houise'alhiost*  crazy.  liWdttld  throw  myself  into  the 
arms  of  Colignon,  hMing  my  face  on  her  bosorh:  She  Would 
not  stop  me;  but  raise  me  gently  and  conduct  me' to  my  lesson, 
^ill  quite  dizzfy,  drunk  With  happiness: 

Oh,  how  well  1  linVfirstand  that  expression,  "  drunk  with 
happirie^,"  for  I  was  really  so!  I  never  looked'  upon  him  as  an 
equal.  I  rievef  seriously  thought  of-  knowing  him.  To  see 
him— to  see  him  again,  that  was  all  I  asked.  I  love  him  still, 
and  I  sbaH  love  him  always. 

How  good  It  is  to  speak  of  him?  How  pure  is  the  recoHec- 
tioTi!  In  thinking  of  him,  I  leave' this  low  Nice  behind  me,  I 
elevate  myself,  1  *loV6:  Whca  I  think  of  this  I  can  not  write 
much;  I  think,  I  lovfe,  and  that  fe  all. 


Disorder  Jn  the  hottse  is  a  great  vexation  to  me,  details  of 
service,  rooms'  whhout  furniture,  that  air  of  devastation,  of 
misery,  breaki  mjr'heaft!  God  have  pity  upon  me  and  help 
me  to  arrange  matters. '  f  am  alone.  As  to  my  aunt  she  is 
indifferent;  the*  house  may  fali,  the  garden  wither  \  .  . 
I  do  not  ^vert  raentton  the  details  ...  As  for  me,  those 
ti^gWifted  d^ils  make  me  nervous  and  spoil  my  temper. 
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When  all  is  beautiful,  comfortable,  and  rich — I  am  good,  gay^ 
and  well;  but  desolation  and  emptiness  leave  me  desolate 
and  useless.  The  swallow  builds  its  nest,  the  lion  his  lair, 
how  is  it  that  man  who  is  far  superior  to  animals  will  do 
nothing? 

If  I  say,  far  superior,  it  is  not  that  I  esteem  man;  no,  I 
despise  men  profoundly  and  from  conviction.  I  expect  nothing 
good  of  them.  They  have  not  what  I  seek  and  hope  for — a 
good  and  perfect  soul.  Those  who  are  good  are  stupid,  and 
those  who  are  intelligent  are  either  schemers,  or  too  much 
occupied  with  their  intellect  to  be  good.  Moreover,  each 
creature  is  essentially  selfish;  seek  for  goodness  in  a  selfish 
man,  you  will  find  interest,  deceit,  intrigue,  envy!  Happy  are 
they  who  have  ambition,  it  is  a  noble  passion;  through  vanity 
and  ambition  we  strive  to  appear  good  before  others,  and, 
if  only  momentary,  it  is  better  than  never. 

Ah,  well,  my  child,  have  you  exhausted  all  your  science? 
For  the  moment,  yes.  Thus,  at  least,  I  shall  have  fewer  decep- 
tions! No  baseness  will  grieve  me,  no  villainous  action  will 
surprise  me.  The  day  will  undoubtedly  come  when  I  shall 
think  I  have  found  a  man,  but  on  that  day  I  shall  be  sadly 
mistaken.  I  well  foresee  the  day  I  shall  be  blinded;  I  can  say 
that  now  while  my  vision  is  clear.  But,  then,  why  do  I 
live,  since  all  is  villainyv  and  rascality  in  this  world?  Why? 
Because  I  understand  that  it  is  so.  Because,  whatever  we  may 
say,  life  is  a  very  beautiful  thing;  and  because,  if  we  do  not 
analyze  too  deeply,  we  may  live  happily.  To  believe  neither  in 
friendship,  nor  gratitude,  nor  fidelity,  nor  honesty;  to  raise 
ourselves  bravely  above  hunan  miseries  and  stop  between  them 
and  God;  to  take  all  we  can  from  life,  and  quickly;  to  do  no 
harm  to  our  neighbors,  not  to  lose  one  instant  of  pleasure; 
to  arrange  for  ourselves  a  useful,  brilliant,  and  magnificent  life; 
to  raise  ourselves  as  much  as  possible  above  others;  to  be  pow- 
erful— ^yes,  powerful!  powerful!  by  any  means — ^then  we  are 
feared  and  respected;  then  w?  are  strong,  and  that  is  the  sum- 
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mit  of  human  felicity,  for  then  our  neighbors  are  muzzled, 
through  cowardice  or  other  causes,  and  they  can  not  bite. 

Is  it  not  strange  to  hear  me  reason  thus?  Yes,  but  this 
style  of  reasoning  in  a  young  creature  like  me  is  only  a 
new  proof  of  the  worthlessness  of  the  world.  It  must  be 
much  imbued  with  impurity  and  wickedness,  to  have  saddened 
me  thus  in  so  short  a  time;  I  am  only  fifteen. 

And  this  proves  the  divine  mercy  of  God,  for  when  I  shal 
be  completely  initiated  into  the  hideousness  of  this  world,  I 
shall  see  that  there  is  only  He  above  in  heaven,  and  I  below, 
on  this  earth.  That  conviction  will  give  me  a  much  greater 
strength.  I  shall  touch  on  vulgar  things,  only  to  elevate 
myself;  and  I  will  be  happy  when  I  do  not  take  to  heart  the 
littleness  around  which  men  revolve,  fight,  devour,  and  tear 
each  other  like  hungry  dogs. 

What  profusion  of  words!  And  when  shall  I  elevate  m3rself ? 
And  how?    Oh,  what  visions! 

I  elevate  myself  mentally,  always  mentally;  my  soul  is  great. 
I  am  capable  of  immense  things;  but  how  will  it  serve  me, 
since  I  live  in  an  obscure  corner,  ignored  by  all? 

There,  you  see,  I  do  think  something  of  my  worthless  fel- 
low-beings; but  I  have  never  disdained  them;  on  the  contrary, 
I  court  them.  Without  them  there  is  nothing  in  the  world. 
Only,  only,  I  value  them  at  their  worth  and  wish  to  make  use 
of  them. 

The  multitude  is  ever3rthing.  What  matters  a  few  superior 
beings?  I  must  have  all  the  world;  I  must  have  noise, 
fame. 

When  I  think  that — Let  us  return  to  that  eternally  tiresome 
and  necessary  word — ^wait!  Ah,  if  one  only  knew  how  much 
it  costs  me  to  wait! 

But  I  love  life,  I  love  its  annoyances  and  its  joys.  I  love 
God  and  I  love  His  people,  with  all  their  wickedness,  and  in 
spite  of  all  their  wickedness,  and,  perhaps,  even  because  of  all 
their  wickedness. 


- 


It  l^  Still  piei^arit,  iht  ait  5^  sdft,  the  moon  i^  Wi^ttt,  itih 
trees  iv6  d^tk.  Nicb  i$  bfeiutlful.  1  Jjrdffer  ihfe  tiei^'  fi-ijm  mjr 
wihdow  to  kny  bthdr  ih  the  world,  it  i^  ferifer;  bat  it  i^  alior  $ad, 
fead,  iad. 

I  sH^ll  read  k  little,  ttiefi  I  shall  bbntinud  my  cerebral 
fomahcfe'. 

Why  can  I  ndi  fepeak  wHh6ut  exaggeration?  Sly  dark 
i-fefiectio'rife,  if  ^omeWh^t  c^lnifer,  Would  bfe  tiiore  jtist;  their 
violbnt  foiiti  dkk^s  theW  unnatiukl. 

^tibrfe^re  peaceful  so'uJS,  tHfere' are  bbautlfiil  deeds,  arid  thei-e 
^t€  hdneit  hfeart^;  biit  the^  dre  sb  rarfely  id  be  met  with  that  v^e 
iiitigi  ftot  cohfbiirid  tti^rh  With  the  re^t  at  the  wbrld. 

It  Mjr  fee  ^iid,  titlrlikpfe,  th4t  I  lia^e  tHeSb  idfeas,  tecairsfe  I 
am  vfexed  hf  st^tneifiing;  Mit  Wo,  t  have  bfhl^  tnf  usual  vexa- 
tions, and  none  in  particular.  Do  lio^t  tHfiik  thcte  is  diiftiilhg 
beneath  What  is  Wfittefi  IH  Mi  jobfndl.  1  afii  cyh^cifentious 
and  do  not  let  a  single  thought  6r  dduBt  psisi  in  ^ilehcb.  I 
ffeptodticfe'  Mfelf  ki  iiimmf  as  r^y  poor  ihteirict  \lrHi  permit 
iiie,  Slid  if  I  M  tibt  bfelt^ved,  if  i^bm^thing  ik  Ibbked  fdr 
beyond  or  withiH  wHit  t  fi^ve  sslid,  ^d  ttufch  ihfe  woi-S^. 
koththg  Ai^iil  b^d  fotihd,  for  there  ii  ridthirig: 

SdtUf'ddy,  Odaitr  ^ih.^tliA  1  beeii  bdtn  a  tffiitess'  de  fediit- 
{j6ri,  lik^  Madafflb  dfr  Lbrigub^illt'i  had  I  counts  for  str^ant^, 
kihgs  for  relatlbfis  and  fHJj'nds;  Had  I  rievef  walkfcd  sjave  on  heral- 
dic emblems,  and  slept  under  royal  canopies;  had  I  a  I6hg  litife 
di  ahcesibri  gach  tifiS  gf feaftfer  and  provider  than  i\it  other;  had 
i  ail  thiX  t  biHfeHre  1  ccrtild  not  be  proudeij  rioF  fhofe  HatigKtjr 
than  I  am. 

Grfi,  fny  botf,  Ko^'  ttiucb  1  thatik  THcefJ  Theie  thbfaghtS  Which 
6am<i  ffom  Yoti,  will  keep  vAk  in  \iih  fight  pltH,  arJd  ^ill  riot 
allow  me  to  lose  sight  of  that  luminous  siar  ioWafd  *liR)h  I 
HixA  ihovihg. 

1  beHevb  I  afii  hot  rftovfh^  ait  alf  jtrst  nbhv,  btft  I  shall  mov^, 
^d  idi  4o  sTtgHt  a  rea^torl  it  \^  not  #df th  while  id  things  iuch 
a  beautiful  sentence  as  the  above. 


Ah,  I  am.tued  of  my  obsourifyl  I  ru3(  of  io^ctioq,  X  vH\\^t^ 
in  the  shade.    Tihe  sun,  tl^^  «un,  the  sun! 

From  what  side  will  it  coqie  tq  weB  Wh^n?  w^^i^^?  hftw? 
I  do  ngt  cat^  to  know,  prpvided  it  cqmes. 

In  my  moments  of  thirst  fp.r  greiitP^s?»  »U  pt>J£sU[  ^^f^ 
uniTOrtby  to  be  touched;  my  pep  p^fuses  to  write  ^  pqi«pip.n7 
place  wocd.  I  look  upon  my  furi^ounding^  \fitt^  supafPl^tqfal 
disdain  and  ^y  tci  myself,  sighing:  **  Come,  cqqragp,  ^he  pff §: 
ent  is  but  a  passage  leading  to  where  all  wiU  b§  l^ftli-'* 

Frtdagf^  Qciokr  isM,-rrI  ipfg^t!  My  ^wnt  had  gftfie  to  l)uy 
fruit  in  front  of  th^  S*(nt  R^parate  CbPSPh,  in  tjie  pity  pf 
Nice. 

The  women  immediately  fq^Afid  ft  ^iF<^!i5  ^^und  j^fi;  I  sgRg 
in  a  low  YQicfi  the  ^fA»i^.  <^^,.e'^  ^^m  t^ll^d  thepgi  Y^ith 
enthusiasm,  and  the  older  ones  began  dancing.  I  r^pp.fit|(] 
the  few  vpoTids  I  know  in  Nicfine.  {«  pn§  VQrid,  it  i^§  a  popu- 
lar triumph.    The  apple-mercl^ant,  bqwing  to  oie,  pried; 

'\  Che  hMi  rKgimY*' 

I  do  not  kpogr  yhy  cQmoipn  .peapl#  lovp  rnp,  »;n4  I,  n^y^elf, 
feel  cQQten|pd  iimong  them>  X  belieMe  m^^^lf  ^  qvie^Tli  ^  ^P^^k 
tQ  tbem  wi^h  coDdescensiQn,  ^Y^d  I  ri^tire  after  ^  s^^U  py^tipn 
like  that  of  to-day.  W«:e  J  a  qpeen,  the  Rpqple  W9u^ 
adore  me. 

Mm^^  ^«ff^'  27^r— ?  ^^e  ^Sfl  sucl)  a  (iw^er  ^re^m.  1 
1^.  feipg  hlg^l  ^fepvfi  the  e^rth^  ft  lyre  \x\  my  h^i:|^,  the  cprd^ 
of  ybich  werg  fiQiji^tgn^ly  Iqpsen^g,  apd  I  qquld  not  dra>y  one 
^^^i  {?offl  i^:  ?  lF6Rt  qfi  «oing  hip[her,  t  P^Hlf^  §^fi  Imp?"?? 
b<i?i??9{is,  fil«pd?:T-hij.%  yf"<^Wt  TP{^'  ??^«fi^i  ?Ql^^^?  ^ifvery, 
torn,  strange  clouds — then  all  became  gray,  then  new  f iP^^zc: 

qftentg.  X  CRiitipHed  gpipg  upward,  ^^^\\  finally  |  rp.^phf  d  such 
a  grcftt  ?!sv§f*q  that  ^t  i«^p  frightfu},  ^tjjl  |  ffilt  np,  fp^^f ;  the 
clouds  fiBBfa^-^d  t9  l>e  (?8?P%  Smyi^h,.  ^Pfl  Seining  as  Ipad. 
4)i  l^fpfime  Yfiguq,  I  gtjll  held  jpy  lyre,  wjth  it§  jqpseped  qprds, 
if?  fay  ^§B^t  ftP4  {¥  l?efl?ath  my  feet  ^a§  a  rgfidish  l?pll— the 
earth. 
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All  my  life  is  in  this  journal,  my  calmest  moments  are  when 
I  write.     They  are,  perhaps,  my  only  calm  moments. 

If  I  die  soon,  I  will  burn  all;  but  if  I  live  to  be  old,  my 
journal  will  be  read.  I  believe  there  is  not  yet  a  photograph, 
if  I  may  express  myself  thus,  of  the  whole  existence  of~  a 
woman;  of  all  her  thoughts,  of  all,  of  all.    It  will  be  curiousk 

If  I  die  young,  soon,  and  if  by  mischance  this  journal  is  not 
burned,  it  will  be  said:  *^Poor  child!  she  loved,  and  all  her 
despair  came  from  that." 

Let  it  be  said.  I  will  riot  attempt  to  prove  the  contrary,  for 
the  more  I  say,  the  less  will  I  be  believed. 

What  is  there  more  stupid,  more  cowardly,  and  more  vile 
than  mankind?  Nothing!  nothing!  Mankind  was  created  for 
the  perdition  of  good;  I  was  about  to  say  for  the  perdition  of 
mankind. 

It  is  3  o'clock  in' the  morning,  and,  as  my  aunt  says,  I  shall 
gain  nothing  by  being  up  all  night. 

Ah,  I  am  impatient!  My  time  will  come.  I  like  to  think 
so,  but  something  tells  me  that  it  will  never  come,  that  I  will 
pass  my  life  in  waiting.   Always  waiting  and  waiting — waiting! 

I  am  angry  and  I  do  not  weep;  I  do  not  throw  m3rself  on  the 
ground.  I  am  calm.  It  is  a  bad  sign;  it  is  better  to  be 
furious. 

Tuesday^  December  iStA. — I  am  cold,  my  mouth  burns.  I 
know  it  is  unworthy  of  a  strong  mind  to  abandon  one's  self  to  a 
vile  sorrow,  to  gnaw  one's  fingers  through  aversion  of  a  city  like 
Nice;  but  to  shake  my  head,  smile  with  contempt,  and  think  no 
more  of  it,  would  be  too  much.  To  weep  and  storm  pleases 
me  better. 

I  have  become  so  nervous  that  each  piece  of  music,  which  is 
not  a  galop,  makes  me  weep.  In  each  opera  I  find  something 
of  myself,  and  the  mpst  ordinary  words  touch  my  heart 

Such  a  state  would  do  credit  to  a  woman  of  thirty.  But  the 
idea  of  having  nerves  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  and  weeping  like  a 
fool  at  every  stupid  sentimental  phrase! 
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A  litUe  while  ago  I  agaiji  fell  on  my  kajees,  sobbing  and  im- 
ploring God,  with  arms  extended  and  eyes  fix^d  before  me,  as 
if  God  were  there  in  my  room. 

.  It  seems  that  God  does  not  hear  me,  although  I  cry  loud 
enough,  I  believe  I  say  impertinent  things  to  the  good 
God. 

At  this  moment  I  am  in  such  despair,  so  unhappy  that  I  de- 
sire nothing.  If  all  the  disagreeable  society  of  Nice  knelt 
before  me,  I  would  not  budge. 

Why!  why!  I  would  give  it  a  kick!  For,  after  all,  what 
does  it  all  amount  to? 

Oh,  God!  will  all  my  life  be  thus? 

Monday  there  will  be  a  shooting-match.  I  dp  not  even  care. 
And  formerly? 

I  wish  I  possessed  the  talent  of  all  the  authors  combined^ 
that  I  might  give  a  just  idea  of  my  profound  despair,  of  my 
wounded  self-love,  of  all  my  baffled  desires.  It  is  enough  for 
me  to  wish  for  something,  for  nothing  to  come. 

Could  I  ever  find  a  dog  in  the  street,  famished  and  beaten 
by  boys;  a  horse,  who,  from  morning  till  night,  drags  an  enor- 
mous load;  a  miller's  donkey;  a  church  rat;  a  professor  of 
mathematics  without  pupils;  a  poor  devil  of  any  kind,  so 
crushed,  so  miserable,  so  sad,  so  humiliated,  so  depressed,  as 
to  be  compared  to  me. 

What  is  terrible  in  me,  is  that  past  humiliation  does  not 
glance  ofif  my  heart,  but  leaves  its  hideous  traces. 

You  will  never  understand  my  situation.  You  will  never 
realize  what  my  existence  really  is.  You  will  laugh,  laugh, 
laugh!  But,  perhaps,  some  may  be  found  who  will  weep.  God 
have  pity  on  me,  listen  to  my  voice.  I  swear  that  I  believe 
in  You. 

A  life  like  my  life,  with  a  character  like  my  character!!! 

I  have  not  even  the  amusements  of  my  age.  I  have  not 
even  what  each  American  girl  in  short  dresses  has:  I  do  not 
even  dancel 


n 


jBtrfiMAL  ei^  MAiitfe  «Aa»Rii^t^lifF: 


iVrd^hfa^,  i^ectym^  ^tk,-^^^  Gbd;  If  Ybti  Will  make  toy 
life  WBal  I  shbUW  likfe  il  td  feej  I  ptbttllsei  Ybil;  ffiy  bbd,.if  YdU 
take  pity  on  me,  I  promise  to  gd  fWiil  Khai^libfr  tG  Kieff  bH 
Ibbt^  likfe  xm  ^ilgHin^;  If  J  liiolrfebver;  You  ^\\\  sStiSf^  ttiy  km- 
feilibh  rifia  mkkb  hife  pfetf^tiy  Hkppy^  I  prbtflibfe  Ybu  tti  gb  td 
Jerusalem  and  walk  one-tenth  of  the  distance. 

Is  \l  li^t  a  9lil  td  db  afe  I  db^  Sbm^  saints  h^f^  made  vbVs; 
yei;  bilt  I  'sefein  tb  ihakd  eoridltlbrldi  if  o,  G6d  sU%  thdt  thy 
intention  is  good,  and  if  I  do  wrong  Hfe  Will  fbrgiie  ttlfe^  fdf  I 
Wish  td  dd  right. 

My  God,  pardon  me  and  take  pity  u^fbh  IfaC;  ^il^W  ml^  td 
accomplish  my  promises. 

Hbl^  Mdry,  \i  may  fe^  atupldj  bui:  it  S^tti^  iti  tnfe  thai!;  aS  a 
woman,  you  are  more  clement,  more  indulgent;  ttik^  ni^  tiiidfe^ 
ydUt  i^fbtectibii  6ild  I  Swfe&r  tb  fcdh^fecratg  eiH«^tAitli  6i  by 
iiicoifie  td  all  ^6m  bf  gobd  \rorkd;  tf  I  dd  WHilg^  I  tid  K 
ttijrdn^bidtisiy.    Patddii! 


f> 
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^miy  ^^tH^X}  /nmrJf  i.f/.— Oh^  Nice,  Nipe,  is  thefe  a 
Pfpttipr  city  in  thi^  world  after  P^ris^  ??r!S  $ind  Nice-rNjce 
and  Parjs!  France^  nothing  buf  ]lf ranee:  in  France  <}nly  is 
tbf rp  real  life. 

I  mu3t  study,  since  I  am  in  Rome  for  that  purpose.  Rome 
doeis  not  inipress  me  as  Rome. 

Is  it  reajly  ^pme?  Pefhaps  I  aip  mistakjenj  is  it  possible  Xo 
liye  in  any  city  but  fjipe?  To  go  through  cit|fs,  to  visit  thenjj 
yes,  but  tb  remain!     Bah!   I  will  get  used  to  it. 

And  all  these  people  who  remained  at  Nice,  they  seem  to 
me  to  have  remained  in  the  position  in  which  I  have  left  thpm; 
fjot  budging  uptil  my  return.  Alas!  tjiey  bp^ge  \yitliout  me^ 
they  amuse  themselves  without  me,  and  pare  very  little  for  the 


"  creature  in  white.** 


Being  out  of  sight,  I  would  I  were  also  out  of  re^ph  pf  their 
[ues. 

I'hf af  they  spe^k  of  me,  I  pan  hardly  helieye  it. 

I  think  but  of  the  month  of  May,  when  I  shall  make  my 
gntry  }ptq  JJice.  when  I  ghall  ep  to  tlje  Proipenade  des  Anglai^ 
in  tlie  morning  without  a  hat  and  with  my  dogs. 

I  am  here  like  a  poor  transplanted  plant.  I  look  from  my 
windpiy  ^nd,  instead  of  the  Mediterranean,  I  see  dirty  houses; 
looking  out  the  other  window,  instead  of  the  castle,  I  see  the 
cprridor  of  the  hotel:  in  the  place  of  the  dial  of  the  tower,  I 
hear  the  clock  of  t)ig  bp^el. 

It  js  ytckec}  jtQ  acquire  habits  and  to  ^etest  phange. 

JVed^sdc^,^  /c^ua^y  f^^^.—l  have  s^en  the  /^g^de  of  §t. 
P?^^f *?!  If  is  ^flP^Ff??  it  Jjejjghtecl  my  h^art,  e^pecj^ll^  f he  lef J  - 
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colonnade,  as  it  stands  alone;  and  those  columns,  with  the  sky 
for  a  background,  produce  a  most  striking  effect.  We  might 
believe  ourselves  in  ancient  Greece. 

The  bridge  and  fort  of  St.  Angelo  are  also  after  my  own 
ideas;  it  is  grand,  it  is  sublime! 

And  the  Colosseum! 

What  can  I  say  after  Byron? 

Monday^  January  loth, — We  went  to  see  Mgr.  de  Falloux, 
who  has  not  left  his  bed  for  twenty  days.  From  there,  to  the 
Countess  Antonelli's,  but  she  had  left  Rome  ten  days  ago. 
Finally,  we  went  to  the  Vatican.  I  had  never  seen  "the 
great"  so  closely,  and  did  not  know  how  to  approach  them; 
nevertheless,  my  instinct  told  me  we  were  not  doing  as  we 
should.  We  were  to  meet  Cardinal  Antonelli,  the  Pope  in  fact 
if  not  in  name,  the  spring  which  moved  the  papal  machinery 
and  still  sustains  it  now. 

We  arrived,  with  sublime  confidence,  under  the  right  colon- 
nade, dispersing,  not  without  trouble,  the  x:rowd  of  guides  who 
surrounded  us.  At  the  foot  of  the  stairway,  I  addressed  myself 
to  the  first  soldier  and  asked  for  His  Eminence.  That  soldier 
sent  me  to  the  chief  who  gave  m^  another  soldier  very  queerly 
dressed.  We  then  ascended  four  enormous  stairways  of  marble, 
in  different  colors,  and  finally  came  to  a  square  court,  which, 
because  we  were  not  expecting  it,  was  very  imposing.  I  did  not 
think  to  find  such  a  view  in  the  interior  of  a  palace  of  an_y 
kind,  although  I  knew,  from  descriptions,  what  the  Vatican 
was. 

Seeing  such  immensity,  I  would  not  have  the  popes 
destroyed.  They  are  already  great  in  having  achieved  so 
much  greatness,  and  worthy  of  being  honored  for  having 
employed  their  lives,  their  power,  and  their  gold  in  leaving  to 
posterity  this  colossal  structure  called  the  Vatican., 

In  this  court  we  found  some  common  soldiers  and  one 
officer,  and  two  guards  dressed  like  Jacks  in  cards.  I  asked 
again  for  His  Eminence.     The  officer  politely  inquired  my 


JOURNAL   OF   MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF,  73 

name.  I  wrote  it.   It  was  carried  away  and  we  waited.   Waited 
and  wondered  at  our  absurd  escapade. 

The  officer  said  the  hour  was  ill-chosen,  that  the  Cardinail 
was  at  table,  and  could  probably  receive  no  one.  In  fact, 
the  man  soon  returned  saying,  His  Eminence  had  just  retired 
to  his  apartments  feeling  somewhat  indisposed  and  could  not 
receive  us;  but,  if  we  would  kindly  leave  our  cards  below  and 
return  "  to-morrow  morning,"  he  would  probably  receive  us. 

And  we  left,  laughing  very  much  about  our  visit  to  Car> 
dinal  Antonelli. 

Friday^  January  14/^. — At  ii  o'clock  came  Katorbinsky, 
my  young  Polish  professor  of  painting,  bringing'  a  model  witbr 
him,  with  a  face  wonderfully  like  that  of  Christ,  if  the  lines 
and  shades  were  a  little  softened.  This  unfortunate  being  has 
but  one  leg;  he  poses  for  heads  only.  Katorbinsky  tells  me 
he  always  takes  him  for  his  pictures  of  Christ. 

I  must  admit  I  was  somewhat  intimidated  when  told  to 
copy  from  nature,  like  this,  right  away,  without  preparation. 
I  took  the  charcoal  and  drew  the  outlines  boldly.  **Well 
done,"  exclaimed  the  master,  "now  do  the  same  with  the 
brush."  I  took. the  brush  and  did  as  he  bade  me.  "Well 
done,"  he  repeated,  "now  paint."  So  I  painted,  and  in  an 
hour-and-a-half,  it  was  finished. 

My  unfortunate  model  had  not  moved;  as  for  me,  I  could 
not  believe  my  eyes.  With  Binsa,  I  required  two  or  three 
lessons  for  the  outline  in  pencil  and  a  copy  on  canvas,  while 
here  all  was  done  at  once,  and  from  nature — outline,  color, 
background.  I  am  pleased  with  myself,  and  if  I  say  it,  it  is 
because  I  deserve  it.  I  am  severe  and  it  is  difficult  to  please 
me,  especially  where  I,  myself,  am  concerned. 


Nothing  is  lost  in  this  world.  What,  then,  will  become  of 
my  love?  Each  creature,  each  man,  has  an  equal  part  of  this 
fluid  within  him;  only,  according  to  his  constitution,  his  char- 
acter, and  circumstances,  he  appears  to  have  more  or  less. 
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Bach  man  loves  continiialty,  but  dJtferent  objett^,  arid  wfe^K 
he  seems  to  love  no  longer;  the  fluid  tttrns  td  6od  of  to  natdf fe, 
in  words,  iri  writings,  or  siniply  in  sighs  or  iti  thoughts. 

No'W,  thfere  are  b*eattfres  "frho  drink,  eat,  latrgn,  stttd  do 
hbthlhg  feise.  With  tHerii,  thfe  fluid  fs  either  absorbed  by  their 
aniiiisll  ihstihcts;  di  elsd  scdtteied  oh  alt  objedt^  or  Hi  men  in 
gehetki  Without  di^iricttc/h,  and  it  is  thesfe  person^  Mom 'we 
call  kind-hearted,  and  \frKd,  in  general,  dd  not  krio^  ho^  to 
Ibv6. 

There  are  also  some  creatures  who  are  commonly  snp^died 
to  loive  hb  one:  Th'dl  i^  riot  erxa6tly  true,*  however,  thfey  always 
loVfe  g^fiiforie,'  Wt  in  a  fiiahnfer  peculiar  to  thems^lve^,  differ- 
ent from  dthkf^,  Biit  ihefe  are  i^tlil  bthef  uriforftindtfes  ^ho 
veritabljr  do/  fiot  16ve,  because  thfey  havfe  fbved  and  love  rib 
lohgfef;  Afibih^^  fervor  J  They  IbVe  iia  lori^ei  we  Say;  Well, 
why  then  do  tKe^  suffer?  Bfecaustj;  the)/  kill  lov6  arid  thihk 
they  do  h6t;  or  bteadse  6£  urifequifed  Ibve  br  the  ibs^  of  a 
belovied  one. 

Within  me;  nibrfe  than  ykiihiii  othfef^,  tiie  fluid  asserts  Itself, 
and  h  contJriiiallt  ti^ifle;  if  1  coricealed  It  I  shbuld  burst. 

I  show^t  if,  Hkfe  berieficieh£  rairi,  ori  an  linwb'rthy  red  ^etd- 
ilium,  wHicfi  dbte  not  feven  susf^ect  it.  It  ig  onfe  o^  tiif  fancies. 
It  pleases  me,  and  I  imagine  mariy  things.  1  ha^^e  acquired 
the  hatit  dt  thJnktng  d(  him,  and  dnce  accii^briied,  It  i^  diffi- 
fciilt  tb  break  thySetf  of  it; 

I  aiif  iadf  I  fiaf  to  ffear,  for  ikHtn  I  fear  a  calaniity  it  is  sure 
16  cbme.  1  dare  tidt  pray,  to  Gbd;  tbi  T  have  ttit  to  pray  to 
be  cehalti  my  re^tiest  will  not  b'fe  ^rahtfed.  I  darfe'  hot  remain 
Mhout  prafiti^,  fb^  t  wbcfld  thefi  siy:  "  Ah,  had  1  but  prayed 
God!" 

Decidedly,  I  must  pray;  at  least,  then  I  shall  have  nothing 
ib  rejirdaich  riiyself  wJth. 

^  Thuriddy,  January  20th. — ^To-day  Facciotti  made  me  sing  all 
iSy  hotfe;  1  have  a  bdtti(p*ass  of  thfe^  octaves,  less  two  notes. 
H^  *^as  ^touhded.    Ag  fbt  me,  I  ana  so  delighted  I  d6n*t 
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[       kppw  iifh^t  ^p  do.  ^y  yojce,  my  Jff c-j^ui;?!    My  dr^afu  I?  ^P  W^B 

^  glQqoq^  pj^ce  for  ipyself  qn  thp  ^t^ge.    I  ppq?.idpf  tlja^  i^ 

I       fip^  a  fjegtiny  ^§  tp  })pc9fpp  a  prippps^ 

•  We  Y^|t?d  the  sf ujjjq  qf  J^opfeyerdq,  ^{leji  fhaf  of  tl)^  M?x- 

f       qj|is  4*Ppipay,  fp  yhqpi  ]ve  i^ad  ^  letter.     D'EJpinay's  ?t4tu«j 

a^p  ^^fvpjpuf|.    He  showed  ipe  all  his  ptqflip^,  ajl  his  unfinr 

ished  works.     Madame  M. —  had  represented  Marie  to  hi|p[  as 

an  e^raoffjift^rj  and  ar^jftic  ^pipg.    >Vp  ^dmjrpd  fiVCfything, 

,       and  as^e^  }iifp  \q  ppake  a  st^tpe  qf  me.    Jt  ^jll  ppst  2Q,pRp 

francs.     It  is  dear,  but  it  will  be  beautiful.     I  told  hin)  I  was 

j       very  rfiVjch  in  loyp  ^ifh,  fpyseU.     Hp  ppeasured  pay  fppj  op  Jhat 

[       ^^  ^  §fft^l?^  SP^  !f?^?^{i  ^^  Sjpaller.    p'Epin^iy  ejfclajmed  tl^at  I 

'       was  Cinderella.     The  clothipg  apd  he^fi-dTfis^es  pf  hjs  Statues 

are  admirable.    I  burivvi^jx  jp^p^tiepce  to  l^aye  my  j^^Jue  mf^e. 

God  hear  jflgt  Pfp^prve  my  yqice;  jf  I  jpsp  ^11  elsipj  let  my 
voice  remain.  My  God,  continue  to  be  good  to  me,  don't  Ipt 
me  die  of  fii§§ppQfPfJP?p|:  qr  sqfrqw.  I  dp^jrp  ^o  much  to  jfo 
into  the  world!  Time  passe^  away  ^pd  I  do  nqt  advappe. 
I  am  nailed  to  my  place,  I  who  wish  to  live,  jive  rppning — \>y 
raijiijr^!     J  yif\\q  t>ufp,  lyho  boil,  lyhp  am  full  of  irppatiencel 

"  \  j^aye  nevef  sepn  suph  a  feyer  of  jife,"  ^aid  Doria  pf  n^e. 

Jf  you  ^ne^  mp,  you  wppld  haye  an  idea  of  my  impatience, 
of  njy  p^jn! 

Pi^yj  ipy  Pqd,  pjty!  ^.Ij^yp  l^ut  YQ^,  jt  is  tp  Yqu  tl^at  I  pray, 
it  i^  Yqu  ^{ip  caR  corjspje  tpp ! 

Sjat^^q)/^  jfa^mry  224"^.P^"a  hafl;  her  hair  dressed  by  a 
haif-drp§sef,  f  aisf?;  bpt  that  frjghtfiij  jdiot  arrapged  ipipe 
hi(ipQu§Iy.  In  ^pp  piinutps  I  changp^  it,  and  lye  left  fop  the 
Y^tipan.  I  pqyei:  s^iy  anyfhing  to  compare  with  the  stair- 
ways and  rooms  that  we  went  through.  As  to  St.  Peter%  I 
fouad  nothing  tp  critipjse.  J\.  servant  dressed  pqpipletely  in 
red  d^m^sl^  |p^  u^  into  a  long  gallery  e^qui^itply  frescped^  apd 
with  €fiineo3  ^nd  mpdalliqps.  in  bfppze  incased  ip  the  walls. 
T^  ^?  nght  ^p(^'  Jpf^  ^re  ch^if^j  \yhicl^  are  h^rd  enppgh,  apc^ 
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at  the  end  the  bust  of  Pius  IX.,  under  which  is  placed  a  beau- 
tiful chair  in  gold  and  red  velvet  The  time  fixed  was  a 
quarter  to  12,  but  it  was  i  o^clock  when  the  door  opened,  and, 
after  several  guards  and  officers  in  uniform,  and  in  the  midst 
of  several  cardinals,  appeared  the  Holy  Father,  clothed  in 
white,  with  a  red  mantle,  and  leaning  on  a  cane  with  a  head  of 
ivory. 

I  knew  him  well  from  his  portraits;  but,  in  reality,  he  is  much 
older,  so  old,  in  fact,  that  his  lower  lip  droops  like  that  of  an 
old  dog. 

All  the  people  knelt  down.  The  Pope  came  to  us  first  and 
asked  who  we  were.  A  cardinal  was  reading  the  letters  of 
introduction,  and  gave  him  the  names. 

"  Russians?    Then  from  St.  Petersburg?" 

"No,  Holy  Father,"  said  mamma,  "from  Lower  Russia." 

"  Are  these  young  ladies  yours?"  he  asked,  again. 

"Yes,  Holy  Father." 

We  were  at  the  rfght,  those  at  the  left  were  kneeling. 

"Rise!  rise!"  said  the  Holy  Father. 

Dina  attempted  to  do  so. 

"  No,"  said  he,  "  it  is  only  those  on  the  left;  you  may  remain." 

He  placed  his  hand  upon  her  head  in  such  a  manner  that 
she  bent  quite  low,  then  he  gave  us  his  hand  to  kiss  and  passed 
on  to  others,  addressing  a  few  words  to  each  one.  When  he 
passed  on  the  left  side  it  was  our  turn  to  rise.  He  then  stop- 
ped in  the  center  and  once  more  we  knelt.  He  made  a  short 
discourse  in  very  bad  French,  comparing  the  requests  for 
indulgences  at  the  approach  of  the  jubilee,  to  repentance 
which  comes  at  the  moment  of  death,  and  saying  that  we  must 
gain  heaven,  little  by  little,  by  doing  something  agreeable  to 
God  every  day. 

"We  must  gain  our  country  little  by  little,"  said  he.  "But 
our  country  is  not  London,  it  is  not  St.  Petersburg,  it  is  not 
Paris,  it  is  Heaven.  We  must  not  wait  till  the  hour  of  death, 
we  must  think  of  it  every  day,  and  not  do  as  one  does  at  the 
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approach  of  the  Jubilee.  Nan  ^  vtroV  continued  he,  in 
Italian,  turning  to  one  of  his  suite,  "  anch^  il  cardinale — ^the 
name  escaped  me — lo  sb,'* 

The  Cardinal  thus  apostrophized,  laughed,  as  did  all  the 
othets;  it  must  have  had  a  meaning  to  them.  Then,  the  Holy 
Father  retired,  satisfied  and  smiling,  after  having  given  his 
benediction  to  the  people,  rosaries,  images,  etc.  I  had  a  rosary, 
and  on  my  return  home  I  put  it  away  in  my  soap-box. 

While  this  old  man  blessed  and  talked,  I  prayed  God  that 
the  Pope's  blessing  might  prove  a  true  blessing  to  me,  and  that 
I  might  be  delivered  from  my  sorrows. 

There  were  several  cardinals  who  stared  at  me  just  as  the 
loungers  do  at  the  door  of  the  Opera  at  Nice. 

Sunday^  January  z^d. — ^Ah,  how  lonely  I  am.  If,  at  least, 
we  were  all  together!  How  foolish  to  be  thus  separated!  We 
ought  always  to  be  together.  Vexations  would  seem  less  im- 
portant. We  would  feel  better.  Never,  never  again  shall  we 
be  parted.  We  would  be  a  hundred  times  better  together — 
grandpapa,  aunt,  everybody,  and  Walitsky. 

Monday^  February  ith, — As  we  alighted  from  the  carriage, 
at  the  door  of  the  hotel,  I  saw  two  young  Romans  watching  us 
go  in,  and  when  we  took  our  seats  at  the  table,  the  two  posted 
themselves  so  as  to  watch  our  windows. 

Mamma,  Dina,  and  the  others  laughed  at  it,  bat  I,  more 
prudent,  fearing  to  excite  myself  for  two  rascals,  perhaps,  and 
not  knowing  whether  they  were  the  same  men  I  had  seen  in 
front  of  the  hotel,  sent  Leonie  to  a  shop  opposite  with  instruc- 
tions to  examine  those  persons  and  come  back  and  describe 
them.  "  They  are  very  respectable  gentlemen,"  she  reported. 
From  that  moment  we  did  nothing  but  go  to  the  windows,  look 
through  the  blinds,  and  make  jokes  at  the  expense  of  those  two 
wretches,  exposed  to  the  rain,  wind,  and  snow.     . 

It  was  6  o'clock  when  we  came  in,  and  those  two  angels 
remained  there  until  a  quarter  of  ii,  waiting  for  us.  What 
legs  they  must  have  to  stand  that  way  for  five  hours! 
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Monday^  ^February  i4r^.-i-As  iisualj  the  Italiaii  ci'rtie  tHli 
evdning.  Mamma  sertt  FbrtUrife  to  Bujr  sdiiie  pkpfer:  Th6  geili 
tleman  stopped  him  and  spoke  to  him,  ds  he  Had  6ftfeh  d8H(i: 
Here  is  the  stbry— though  Hot  sb  classical  d§  Thi^l-ainerie'^,  it  is 
not  the  l^ss  iriterestlHg,  fl^vbt-ed  as  it  is;  tfith  A  Nlfefehe  accent^ 
which  is  iiot  tf ithout  1  bhdtm  of  its  bwn: 

"I  Was  going  dbWn  to  gfet  Sbm<»  paper  whfeti  thb  gehttemih 
spoke  to  me.  He  said:  *  IS  this  the  jilclbfe  Where  those  ladl6§ 
llv^?'  I  said: /Yes.'  thdn  hfesaid  to  mfe:  '  If  thfey  Will  T^isit 
ihy  Vlllaj  I  trill  setid  fdr  therfi  in  a^tbup^  bl^  a  landaii;  wHieh- 
ever  they  please/  Then  I  told  hihi  ybh  did  Hbl  kiidW  him: 
Thfeii  hd  said  ybd^  did  ktiow  hitn;  *  thb  hlblhifr  bf  thbse  ybiing 
ladies  knows  me,  we  ihdet  every  ev^nihg^  at  thS  villa  -Bbi-gheSfe, 
ahd  on  the  Pincib.*  Then  I  Spoke  to  him  till  he  gave  \x\t  his 
caW.  Then  Ibrdu^ht  il  to  ybu  arid  Wfeht  dbWh,  when  hi&sjJbkte 
t<3  me  again.  Then  I  tbid  hifn  thb  ladies  Had  fbrbiddeh  hiy 
speakinig:  to  him,  sb  he  said:  *  I  am  going  home  lo  Write  a 
letter j  in  a  half-hoar  yob  may  cbbe  dbwn  and^dt  it.'  Then  I 
told  him  I  could  not  bbttie  doWtl  every  ttlihUte.  Th^n  he  §aild 
to  me:  <L€t  the  ladies  hatig  a  feti-ing  tb  Which  I  ma.y  tife  my 
letter;  then  they  can  draw  it  up  th^  balbbriy.  HaVe  thosb 
Ihdies  any  string?'  Theii  I  told  hiW  you  did  mi  khbW  hiiii; 
Then  he  said:  *  Let  the  ladies  Say  by  Whbrti  I  may  bfe  pffe^ 
sented  and  I  Will  go  find  thbt  ^txim:  I  did  nbt  teply^  hb  tkbn 
skid  it  wad  for  the  young  lady  in  black',  With  Howlhg  Hair;  whb 
was  at  the  villa  Borghese  yesterday  (it  was  Diha).  Hi6  thbh 
told  hie  that  if  you  would  visit  his  viild,  He  Wohld  have  pebjjle 
there  arid  shoW  you  thtbu^h,  ahd  if  ybu  Wish  it,  he  wbuld  sbttti 
his  carriage." 

YoutBhbuia  halve  seen  Fonurie;  his  ha«d^  Cfossed  behind' 
his  back,  dne  foot  forwal-d,  his  mouth  open  tb  the  ear§,  arid 
with  a  very  wicked  expJressibn  ih  his  bye's. 

The  whole  affaii:  is  almost  Spanish,  a  rbgiilar  i^dsinh-fike 
rbnialhcej  and  we  laughed  sb  much  that  Lbla  alhibst  fainted 
away; 
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In  tbe  beginning  I  i^as  angry;  I  thought  that  it  was  an  imperti- 
nence, but  when  I  saw  how  it  pleased  Dina  and  her  mother,  I 
forgot  my  aoger  and  joined  in  the  chorus  of  merry  jests. 

Dina  iiept  blushing  like  a  peony,  and  put  on  the  mo^t 
triumphant  and  provoking  airs;  she  is  disfigree^le  when  she  is 
like  that 

The  gentleman  has  a  villa  and  doubties?  a  fortune.  Heavens! 
If  he  should  marry  Pina!  I  would  likd  i^  more  than  anything. 
We  have  just  had  some  gowns  sent  from  Worth,  and  hers  is 
all  covered  with  wl^ite  flowers  exactly  like  grange  blossoms. 

Tu^4ii}ii^  February  is/i.rs-Rossi  pame  to  see  us  and  he  was 
Immediately  questioned  as  to  who  the  gentleman  was. 

''  Hfi  is  Count  A~r-,  the  Cardinal's  nephew,"  was  the  response 

Humph!  I  migl>t  have  known  that. 

Co)int  A-^  looks  like  G-^,  who  is  wonderfully  handsome,  as 
everybody  knows. 

He  did  not  Ipok  at  me  so  n^uch  this  evening,  so  I  had  a 
c^anpe  to  look  at  him  more;  and  I  did  so  to  my  entire  satis, 
faction.  He  is  charming;  but  I  mu^t  say  that  I  have  no  luck,  for 
those  that  I  look  at  never  look  at  me.  He  glanced  at  me 
through  his  glasses,  to  be  sure,  but  discreetly,  as  he  did  the 
first  day.  He  was  very  affected,  too,  and  when  we  rose  to  go, 
be  snatched  iip^  his  glass,  and  scrutipized  us  as  long  as  we 
remained. 

^^  I  asked  you  who  the  gentleman  was,"  said  my  mother  to 
Rossi,  "  because  he  reminds  me  strongly  of  my  son." 

f'  He  is  a  charming  fellow,''  returned  Bossi, ''  a  little  passe- 
nlhy  Ytvy  g%y  and  fuU  of  wjt,  and  remarkably  h^dsome." 

I  was  delighted  at  hearing  that.  I  hav^  not  ^ad  so  much 
pba^are  for  a  Ipng  time  as  I  faavp  had  this  evening.  I  was 
bgred^  and  I  did  not  care  for  anything,  bepause  I  bafl  no  ont  to 
think  of.  But  now  all  is  changed,  and  I  am  full  of  excitementt 

"  He  lppk3  vpry  miich  like  iijy  son,"  said  my  mother. 

"He  is  a  charming  fellqw,"  replied  Row,  **ai^d,  if  you  are 
willing,  I  ahall  b^  delighted  to  present  hiq  to  yo^,'* 
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Friday^  February  \Wi, — There  was  a  grand  masked  ball  at 
the  Capitol  to-night.  Dina,  her  mother,  and  myself  went  there 
at  1 1  o'clock.  I  had  no  domino,  but  I  wore  a  close-fitting 
gown  of  black  silk  with  a  long  train  and  a  tunic  of  black  gauze 
and  silver  lace,  draped  before  and  puffed  behind  so  as  to 
make  the  most  graceful  monk's  robe  in  the  world,  a  mask  of 
black  velvet  and  lace,  light  gloves,  and  a  rose  and  some  lilies 
of  the  valley  on  my  breast.  It  was  entrancing,  and  our 
entrance  produced  an  immense  effect. 

I  was  very  timid,  and  I  did  not  dare  to  speak  to  anyone,  but 
all  the  men  surrounded  us,  and  I  finally  took  the  arm  of  one 
of  them — a  person  I  had  never  seen  before.  It  was  very 
amusing,  but  I  think  almost  everyone  recognized  me.  I 
should  have  been  more  careless  in  my  dress,  but — what  differ- 
ence does  it  make?  Three  Russians  thought  they  recognized 
me,  and  followed  behind  us,  speajcing  Russian  very  loud,  in 
the  hope  that  we  would  betray  ourselves;  but,  instead  of  that, 
I  wheeled  about  and  spoke  in  Italian.  They  went  away^  say- 
ing that  they  were  mistaken,  and  that  I  was  an  Italian. 

Duke  Cesaro  came  up. 

"  Whom  are  you  looking  for?' 

"  A — .     Is  he  going  to  come?' 

**  Yes;  meanwhile,  stay  with  me — the  most  elegant  won^n  in 
all  the  world." 

"Oh,  there  he  is!     My  dear  fellow,. I  was  looking  for  you.'* 

"Bah!" 

"  Only,  as  it  is  the  first  time  I  have  met  you,  look  out  for 
your  accent;  you  lose  considerably  when  seen  close  to.  Look 
out  for  what  you  say." 

I  suppose  this  was  witty,  for  Cesaro  and  two  others  began 
to 'laugh  uproariously.  I  felt  sure  that  they  all  recognized 
me. 

"  It  is  easy  to  know  your  figure,"  they  said  to  me  on  all 
sides.     **  Why  are  you  not  in  white?" 

"Upon  my  word,  I  think  that  I  am  playing  the  part  of 
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gooseberry,"  said  Cesaro,  seeing  that  we  talked  continually 
with  A — . 

"  I  think  so,  too."  said  I.    "  Go  away." 

And  putting  my  hand  through  the  arm  of  the  young  dandy, 
I  walked  through  the  room,  without  taking  any  more  notice  of 
the  rest  of  the  company  than  if  they  had  been  so  many  dogs. 

A —  has  a  very  handsome  face,  a  clear  complexion,  black 
eyes,  a  long^  straight  nose,  well-shaped  ears,  a  little  mouth, 
very  fair  teeth,  and  the  mustache  of  a  young  man  of  twenty- 
three.  I  treated  him  by  turns  as  a  fiirt,  a  young  fop,  as 
unhappy,  as  dissipated,  and  he  told  me  as  seriously  as  possible 
how,  at  nineteen,  he  had  emancipated  himself  from  the  paternal 
roof,  how  he  had  cast  himself  headlong  into  the  pleasures  of 
life,  how  d/as^  he  is — ^that  he  has  never  loved,  etc. 

"  How  many  times  have  you  been  in  love?"  he  asked  me. 

**  Twice."  • 

"Oh,  oh!" 

"  Perhaps  even  more." 

"  I  would  like  to  be  the  more," 

"  You  audacious  young  man!  Tell  me  why  alUthese  people 
have  taken  me  for  the  lady  in  white?" 

"Because  you  resemble  her.  That  is  why  I  am  with  you. 
I  am  madly  in  love  with  her." 

"  That  is  scarcely  polite  to  me." 

"  What  do  you  want?"    It  is  the  truth." 

"  You  keep  looking  at  her.  Heavens!  How  pleased  she  is, 
and  how  affected." 

"  No,  never!  She  is  never  affected.  That  is  the  last  thing 
that  ought  to  be  said  of  her." 

"  It  is  easy  to  see  that  you  are  in  love." 

"  I  am — with  you.    You  resemble  her." 

"  Fie!    I  have  a  much  better  figure." 

"Well,  never  mind!    Give  me  a  flower." 

I  gave  him  a  flower,  and  he  gave  me  a  branch  of  ivy  in 

return.     His  accent  and  his  languishing  air  made  me  weary. 
0 
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'"  YPP  h^yp  i'^P  ^ir  pf  f^  priest.  Is  it  imp  that  you  are  going 
to  be  ordained?" 

He  commenced  to  la^g^. 

"  ypB^  yv9»  ^^y«  RnW  P^Pn  ^t  the  ^jniniiry." 

^*  I  h^e  the  je^ jt$;  ^md  ipv  th^t  re^^^pii  {  am  con^ipp^liy 

••  My  «Ppd  ffie^id,  yptt  §te  ^pbiti^u?  and  you  wpijjd  IJJce 
R/eopl,e  tq  ^j$§  your  ^l^ppef/' 

"Wfiaj:  313  a^or^ble  litflq  l|§ad}"  1)^  prip4,  lfi§sipg  i|,  ^a 

.  pR?r^fp^  ^tjipJ^  y  p^f fpf w^fj;  9»ny  t^e^  durmg  t¥  py^mz- 

"  )^hy  4if^  yp?  maj^e  §Hqh  j  {:(^<}  ^^g;nnipg  w\{k  mP^''  I  ^^sjc^d. 

those  women." 

Th§  fapl  js  ^hat  ^b,ei:^  I  ^as  Yfi^fi  Pe^^rP^  ^^  pfPPP§l^<^  to  sit 
down,  and  A —  placed  himself  on  my  left,  and,  wjijj^  f  was 
talking  to  my  escort,  tried  to  put  his  arm  around  rf\Y  wai$t,  in 
the  most  outrageous  manner  in  the  worjd.  , 

"  If  you  don't  drive  this  littl^  iqgl  ayray,"  pai^  I  tq  jPesaro, 
5fl^pj  going  ffiyself." 

And  Cesaro  drove  the  little  f pql  ^ly^y. 

I  l^^ve  not  ^eef^  flatjch  pf.  men,  q^ly  inGi4fi^t^lly  if>  t^e  ^reet, 
in  the  theatre,  and  at  home.  He^vpn^I  IJpiijr  diff^^Rt  they 
are  in  a  masked  ball!  So  imgp^if^g  ^f|f}  sp  r^^erv^fl  j^  their 
carriages,  and  so  bold,  §0  Y^lg^r,  a^d  i^p  hpr?id  h^rel  Doria 
yas  the  Qply  ppp  \f fiq  4!4  PP?  ^^sp  |iif|  dignjty*  Thuit  is,  per- 
haps, because  he  is  above  human  frailties.  7gf)  \\Vf^^^  I  ]piP 
my  yofing  pfit^rtainer  an4  tei^  Mme^  be  i9^^4  m^  f^gain. 

Dominica  told  us  to  go,  but  the  ypving  RftP  d^f^p^ln^d  us. 
Finally,  we  found  two  ^fn}rpl)air^  find  tjiep  tl>p  cor^y^J^^f^tion 
changed. 

We  spoke  of  Saint  Augus|;|n  ai^4  pf  tlj^e  4^t)$  ??^vo§t. 

Finally  we  escaped  «ri):hput  anyope  thiflj^iug  of  fpjlpwing 
fls,  fpr  ajl  tt^psp  who  l^ac}  ev/et  ^^;^  pe  ii^  the  ^ty^et  h^4  recpg- 
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A—  mti  ndt  lileas^  itife  it  atlj  fthd  ^it— 

Ah;  th^  Aiiserible  sbh  of  a  pHesl  stole  hiy  gloVes  and 
KisSi^dhiyMthandi 

"  Yoti  fttibW/*  h6  ^iafdi »'  i  d6ft^  pnimi^e  td  AlWajrs  irfe^i-  IhU 
gldve  ti^dh  mf  lieairt;  tHai  WouTd  l)e  dtlly;  but  it  ^Ul  serve  as  d 
plbasdrit  SdHtfeiifh" 

We  \th  F»H;clti6  16  dvfert  i§!S^0ici6ii§,  and  i-ettirned  all 
al'dttfe. 

iftr{^fcfJ>,  'P\^i%Ar^  ki5/.^l  flavfe  tlie  hdridr  to  intrbdiicg  ^bU 
tokil  ididt.  judge  of  it  ybur^Hf.  I  SfeA-,  I  fihd,  I  irtVent  Rtnatij 
t  Ht^«  Id  Rkn^  I  fe#fear  bhly  bjr  Hlftl;  I  m\±  him  uji  in  fetgi^thihfc 
and  then,  when  he  has  conipl^iWly  taketl  i^ds^edsibri  bf  ihy  fitkte 
toind;  I  B^eottie  BdfSd  ahd  jief Hap§  fead  and  tearful  l  Hhi  ifar 
ffbtti  deslrmf  th&l  tHl§  ihbllld  happen^  add  I  dnly  sk^  it  frdiii 
ati  in^tittfclivd  f^feling  that  it  Will 

Wken,  dh;  i^heH,  Will  the  teal  Romkn  fcai-hiVal  febme?  U^)  tB 
the  preterit  tifti^  I  HaVb  feeen  bnly  balbbdlis  adorned  With  strip^ 
of  clbth^red;  blufe,  y^lWW,  dhd  jiihk,  atid  i  feW  maSks. 

Wednesday^  February  2^d. — Our  neighbor^  Wferi  thetfej  tHe! 
liady  Wai  tAarWiHg  and  the  ^squifJagfes  sbpeA.  trdtly  alnd 
Giorgia  were  in  a  beautiful  carriage  with  big  horses,  and  thfeif 
fbdtm^n  id  Whilli  kttfee-briechfes.  It  Wd^  thb  [iirettiesl  lufhbut 
imaginable.  They  inundated  us  With  dotrisr^  Dina  turiied 
^tJaHfet  knd  her  mblher  Was  rUdiaill. 

finally,  the  fekiihort  Wa^  fired^  the  Hbi^ds  conimenced  to  run^ 
and  A — had  not  come;  but  Ihfe  ydiihg  nlan  Of  yesterday  cztme^ 
ahd  ks  dtii-  b'alcbnifes  Wife  adjdittiht  w6  coihtoehtfe'd  tb  tdlk. 

He  gave  me  a  bouquet,  I  gave  htm  a  camellia,  atld  he  said 
everything  lender  and  loving  that  a  Well-bred  irbtih^hian  could 
say  td  a  ybtiilg  Ikdy  to  WHdm  hb  had  hot  hkd  the  honor  of  kti 
ifttfoddctibh.  He  §Wore  to  kefep  thb  flbWbl-  alWaysl  knd  to  dry 
It  in  his  Watbh.  And  hb  prottlisfed  ihe  tb  cbrtie  tb  Nice  arid 
show  me  the  pbtals  df  the  Bbwci:  which}  id  His  Heart,  Would 
always  remain  fresh.    It  was  very  amii^ih^; 
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Count  B — (that  is  the  name  of  the  handsome  stranger)  did 
not  bore  me;  but,  as  I  lowered  my  eyes  to  the  vulgar  multi- 
tude below,  I  saw  A — ,  who  bowed  to  me.  Dina  threw  him  a 
bouquet,  and  ten  villainous  arms  were  stretched  out  to  seize  it. 
One  man  caught  it,  but  A — ,  with  the  greatest  coolness,  seized 
him  by  the  throat,  and  held  him  in  his  strong  grasp  until  the 
wretch  released  his  prey.  It  was  such  a  splendid  thing  to  do, 
and  A —  looked  almost  sublime.  I  was  perfectly  enthusiastic, 
and  forgetting  my  blushes,  and  then  blushing  anew,  I  threw 
hin;i  a  camellia.  He  caught  it,  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  disap- 
peared. Then,  still  excited,  I  turned  to  B — ^  who  seized  the 
opportunity  to  pay  me  compliments  on  the  way  in  which  I 
spoke  Italian  and  all  sorts  of  things. 

The  barberi  passed  like  the  wind  in  the  midst  of  the  hurrahs 
and  blows  of  the  populace,  and  upon  our  balcony  we  spoke 
only  of  the  wonderful  way  in  which  A —  had  caught  the 
bouquet.  Indeed,  he  had  the  air  of  a  lion,  of  a  tiger.  I  had 
not  expected  such  a  thing  from  that  delicate  young  man. 

He  is,  as  I  remarked  in  the  beginning,  a  strange  mixture  of 
languor  and  strength. 

I  can  still  see  his  clenched  hands  grasping  that  rascal's 
thrpat. 

You  will  laugh,  perhaps,  at  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you, 
but  I  shall  say  it  all  the  same. 

Well,  by  such  an  action,  a  man  can  make  himself  loved  in 
an  instant.  His  manner  was  so  calm,  as  he  choked  that 
villain,  that  I  fairly  lost  my  breath. 

In  the«house  every  time  that  they  spoke  of  it,  I  blushed  like 
a  Nic:e  rose. 

Three-quarters  of  an  hour  afterward,  at  the  very  height  of 
my  flirtation  with  our  neighbor,  I  saw,  at  the  end  of  a  long 
pole,  all  ornamented  with  gilt  paper,  an  immense  bouquet 
carried  by  a  queer-looking  fellow,  who  did  not  know  to  whom 
he  must  offer  it,  when- a  cane,  supporting  itself  upon  the  bal- 
cony, made  it  lean  toward  me. 
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It  was  A — ^  who  was  in  this  way  repaying  me  for  my  camel- 
lia. At  first  I  did  not  understand,  for  I  had  not  seen  A — ; 
but,  after  a  second's  hesitation,  I  with  difficulty  raised  the 
magnificent  bouquet,  and  took  it  into  my  arms,  smiling  as  I 
did  so  at  the  awfifl  son  of  a  priest. 

"  Why,  it  is  splendid!"  cried  the  English  lady. 

**jEM/o  veramentey^  said  B — ,  a  little  out  of  humor. 

"  It  is  charming,"  said  I,  myself  delighted  to  the  bottom  of 
my  heart. 

And,  bearing  my  trophy,  I  went  down  to  the  carriage,  and 
looked  once  more  at  the  awful  son  of  a  priest. 

After  seeing  that  I  had  taken  his  bouquet,  he  bowed  to  me 
in  his  calm  fashion,  and  disappeared,  no  one  knows  where. 

All  the  evening  I  talked  of  nothing  else.  I  even  interrupted 
conversations  to  speak  of  what  my  mind  was  full  of.  '^  Is  not 
A —  adorable?"  I  said  it  in  a  jesting  way,  but  I  am  afraid  I 
really  think  it.  At  present,  I  am  trying  to  persuade  my  friends 
that  I  am  greatly  taken  with  A — ,  and  they  will  not  believe  me; 
but  when  I  shall  tell  them  the  contrary  of  what  I  say  at  this 
moment,  they  will  believe  me,  and  they  will  be  right. 

I  am  again  impatient.  I  would  like  to  sleep  to  shorten  the 
time  to  go  upon  the  balcony. 

Monday^  February  28M. — When  I  went  out  upon  the  balcony 
overlooking  the  Corso,  I  found  all  our  neighbors  at  their 
places,  and  the  carnival  proceeding  with  great  gaiety.  I 
looked  down  below,  jUst  opposite,  and  I  saw  the  Cardinalino 
with  a  coo^panion.  As  I  perceived  hinl,  I  became  nervous, 
blushed,  and  remained  standing;  but  the  wicked  son  of  a  priest 
disappeared,  and,  after  a  while,  I  turned  to  mamma,  whom  I 
found  holding  out  her  hand  to  some  one — ^to  Pietro  A — . 

'^Ah,  this  is  indeed  an  honor!  You  have  come  to  our  bal- 
cony!   How  glad  I  am!" 

He  remained  the  time  that  courtesy  demanded  with  my 
mother,  and  then  he  came  to  my  side.  As  usual,  I  was  on  the 
extreme  right  of  the  balcony,  adjoining  that  of  the  English 
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I^dj;  Brr  W^  1^^^  ?P<^  ^'^  P)f^^?  ^^  t^l^ep  by  ap  English. 
iqaq,  ^bQm  the  ^ngUsh  la()f  i(i(roduce4  to  (pe,  ^p()  whp  wa$ 
very  ftttenUvp. 

"  Bv\^  wfiat  dp  yPU  ^o'li^h  ypHr^ejfr'  ^sfeed  A—,  with  Ws 
calm,  gentle  manner.    "  You  neyer  gp  tp  l;lie  theatre." 

"  I  have  been  ill{  ^  fiaye  a  sqifi  fipger." 

"Wher^^"  f^^d  l\e,  tfiefl  tp  take  ipj  jiai}^.  '^  Pg  ypij  ^new 
th^f  I  jfent  every  eypf^ing  tq  ^}}e  Aflollo,  ^nd  fiacl^  time 
remained  only  five  minutes." 

«  Why?"  he  repe^^f d,  Iqokjng  j^e  i^U  ip  t^f  6»P§- 
"YfSj^J^yi" 

"  ^fc^^se  J  ii?en^  ^Q  S«P  ?«•?  «^P^  Y^ij  wpre  pq^  thpfg." 

^fi.  ^aid  ip^ny. other,  tbjflg^  qf  this  ^ort,  ji^de  gre^^  Blay 
\(ritti  l)is  eyp?,  ^^d  ajpyisfic^  tpp  exceed  jpg}y, 

'*  C?iY?  ffl?  a  ro^p." 

«  WH^t  fqf?" 

Agfee  \yitl}  me  tb^t  t^is  was  a^  i3P|i|)^t^sing  fjues,t|qn;  |)ut 
I  i'ov'^  tq  ^^k  que^tion^  t,q  t^})|c1}  one  ^H^t  r^tHrn  a  sijly  ap^wpj, 
or  none  at  alj. 

"  fr-PR^  ^t  that  pipf-stem,".  I  ^i^,  pqiptmaf  to  ft  fr|ght(qlly 
ugly  specimen  of  humanity  in  a  lot)g  qvefcqft  j^pd  fi  p\^  i\at 
"  ^f  ypu  f?PpW  fl^t^fifl  WtRPPt, ;,  vyp.uld  give  yqi*  ft  ro^p." 
.  T'^^n  tb^VP  «^«  ^  ^P?pt»cle  fit  fof  ^he  ^fl^5.  A—  3R(1  pioty.- 
(^en  ^tfft^p  their  best  |o  p^sj:  pld  hpv^qiipt^  qn  tH  hfad  qf  ^h? 
WRj  ^hOj  'jepomjpg  rpt^sejl,  in  his  ^uri»  bepi^  tq  pelf  ^^ 

I  W^S  BfOteft^d  by  the  C^rc^i^f^Hpq  ^nd  Piq^dep,  ai^d  thg 
bpi^quet^  I  op^ht  fatl^^c  ^p  say  \\S9mh.  ff.ll  ^A  ^j^out  fflfi. 

T'^W  ?B^?.^  ^y  i^''«?:''i«S.?.  P^n«  flf  «rl*ss  an^  a  s^r^et  \md:  ?t 
was  very  jn^prestiqg. 

^  Pfffilfed  ^^  ^"big  Ijg^ket  qf  flqflfpr^;  l}fi  WfM  ^f{  bit 
his  lips;  I  don't  know  what  was  the  matter  n^iti).  him.  ^ut  j^t  V^l 
Ipave  ^hat  ^ice^pjpp  persqn  ^pd  returp  ^q  the  gyes  of  Piptfo  ^r-. 

Hp  Ijiis  fcjoralJle  eyps,  especially  f  hen  {ig  ^qesq't  qpen  ^j^gp^ 
m  f'^P-    ?>?  "fe  w|)jp|^  cqyer  ful^y  ^.^n^^r^grpf  the  pppi!, 
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give  t6  nis  eyes  an  expfessioh  whict!  turns  my  head  and  makes 
my  near't  beat  fast. 

Sunday y  Mdrck  5//?. — At  the  Villa  iofghese  there  was  a  great 
race;  a  man  had  engaged  to  tun  forty  times  found  the  Place 
de  Lienrie,  in  fKe  grounds  6i  the  villa,  in  an  hour  and  five 
minutes.  A  great  gathering  of  people,  at  the  head  of  which 
was  the  cnafmihg  princess. 

Zuccriirii  was  tnefe  (he  made  me  laiigh),  Doria,  krid  a  crowd 
of  others.  It  reminded  me  of  the  Horse-races,  arid  all  the 
peo{)le  wandering  aroiirid  upon  tHe  grass  riiade  a  very  prfetty 
effect. 

Suddenly,  I  perceived  the  Cafdihafind,  and  I  turned  aside  to 
8peak  to  Delbeck,  because  l!  felt  that  I  was  blushing. 

"Good-morning,  Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  as  he  came  up. 

"  Good-morning,  itlorisieur." 

There  are  two  persons  who  have  a  large  part  iri  my  life, 
each  independently  of  tfie  otftef ,  Dofict  and  A — . 

Doria — majesty,  ice,  and  terror. 
'     A — ,  gaiety,  coquetry,  and  charm. 

Pietro  A —  decidedly  pleases  hie. 

I  said  that  I  had  been  eating  violets,  Cafdinaliho  arid  Plow- 
den  asked  irie  for  some  and  I  gave  them  my  bouquet,  wiiicd 
they  devoured  like  two  donkeys. 

A —  ended  by  eating  the  threads  of  silk  Wnicti  1  pufled  from 
the  fringe  on  my  dress. 

A — is  a  charming  boy;  his  whims  delight  riie.  Fof  instance, 
he  bought  some  cards,  and  asked  mie  to  play. 

Plowden  asked  for  leave  to  play  also. 

**But  it  can't  be  done,"  exclairiied  the  fiery  son  of  a  priest, 
opening  his  eyes  wide. 

"Ye^,  yes,  yes,"  said  I,  "we  can  all  three  play;  it  is  the 
same  thing."* 

"The  ^ame  thing!''  he  retorted,  looking  di  me  as  if  he  had 
been  pricked  with  a  pin. 
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As  I  write,  I  can  hear  his  voice  in  my  ears;  I  am  very  much 
in  love  with  him.  I  speak  quite  naturally  as  I  feel.  When 
he  goes  away  I  am  angry.  I  never  have  enough  of  him.  It 
is  absurd  to  get  so  fond  of  people  as  I  do. 

"At  least,  to  torment  Pietro,"  said  Dina,  "be  kind  to 
B— ." 

Torment!  I  have  no  desire  to  do  so.  Torment  him,  excite 
his  jealousy,  fie!  In  love,  that  is  as  bad  as  to  put  paint  upon 
one's  face.  It  is  vulgar,  it  is  low.  One  can  torment  involun- 
tarily, naturally,  so  to  speak;  but,  to  do  it  with  a  set  purpose, 
fie!  Besides,  I  could  not  do  it  with  a  set  purpose,  I  have  not 
enough  determination.  Is  it  possible  to  be  agreeable  to  some 
monster  or  other,  when  the  Cardinalino  is  by  and  one  can 
speak  to  him? 

The  fellow  in  question  pays  determined  court  to  maimma 
who  calls  him  her  dear  child.  I  like  to  see  him  so  nice  to  her. 
He  complains  of  his  parents,  who  do  not  wish  him  to  keep 
horses  because  he  spent  too  much  when  he  joined  the  army 
at  seventeen.     He  will  be  twenty-three  in  April. 

A  child  in  years  and  in  character. 

Monday^  March  6th, — I  remember  that  yesterday,  during  the 
race,  I  let  fall  my  bouquet.  A —  leaped  down,  picked  it  up, 
and  was  obliged  to  scramble  back  on  his  knees. 

"  How  will  he  get  up  here  again?"  exclaimed  Dina. 

"  Oh,  it  is  very  easy,"  said  I. 

"  All  that  I  do  is  very  easy,"  said  the  young  fellow,  brush- 
ing off  his  knees.  "  I  expose  myself  to  ridicule,  and  it  is  very 
easy."  And  he  looked  far  away  into  the  distance  to  show  that 
he  was  offended. 

(Mayy  1877.  Note. — Pray,  once  for  all^  do  not  accord  too 
much  importance  to  my  admirations;  I  did  not  really  think  what 
I  wrote  of  A — .     /  embellished  him,  to  create  a  romance.) 

March. — At  3  o'clock  we  were  at  the  Porta  del  Popolo. 
Delbeck,  Plowden,  and  A —  met  us  there.  A —  helped  me  to 
mount,  and  we  started  off. 
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My  habit  is  of  black  cloth,  made  by  Laferri^re  of  a  single 
piece,  so  that  it  has  nothing  of  the  English  stiffness,  nor  of  the 
usual  scantiness;  it  is  a  princess  robe,  close  fitting — everjnvhere. 

"  How  well  you  look  on  horseback!"  said  A — . 

Plowden  annoyed  me  by  wishing  to  keep  with  me  all  the  time. 

Pietro  was  uneasy  about  mamma,  who  was  following  us  in  a 
landau. 

Once  alone  with  the  Cardinalino,  the  conversation  turned 
naturally  to  love. 

"Eternal  love  is  the  tomb  of  love,"  said  he;  "You  mus" 
love  for  a  day,  and  then  change." 

"A  charming  idea!  Was  it  from  your  uncle,  the  Cardinal, 
that  you  learned  that?" 

**  Yes,"  was  the  laughing  answer. 

Wretched  son  of  a  dog,  and  of  a  priest,  I  think  that  he  has 
made  me  seriously  angry  by  that  truth  spoken  in  his  calm  manner. 

Once  in  the  open  country,  we  began  to  gallop,  leaped 
ditches,  and  went  like  the  wind.  It  was  delightful!  He 
mounts  you  on  your  horse  in  the  most  perfect  manner. 

Tuesday^  March  ^th, — JUst  because  of  all  the  follies  I  have 

* 

talked,  I  have  fallen  in  love  with  that  scape-grace.  I  can't  say 
that  it  is  real  love,  however.  He  gave  his  portrait  to  mamma, 
and,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone,  I  took  it  away  to  my  room, 
looked  at  it  and  found  it  charming,  and  I  went  to  sleep  think- 
ing of  it,  and  I  see  him  again  in  my  fancy,  and  I  find  so  many 
things  I  would  like  to  say  to  him. 

Wednesday^  March  Sth.^-^I  put  on  my  habit,  and  at  4  o'clock 
I  was  at  the  Porta  del  Popolo,  where  the  Cardinalino  was 
waiting  for  me  with  two  horses.  Mamma  and  Dina  followed 
in  a  carriage. 

Let  us  go  this  way,"  said  my  Escort. 
Very  well." 

And  we  entered  a  sort  of  field— a  pretty,  green  spot,  called 
the  Farn^sina.     He  began  his  declaration  again  by  saying: 

"  I  am  in  despair!" 
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ff  Wh§t  i^  (Jp^pajr?' 

M  It  i?  whpn  a  inaa  f|p$|f-es  a  thipg»,  ^f]4  car)  qpt  gpt  if.' 

fJ  E(p  you  desirp  th^  ly^pop?" 

"  No,  the  sun.*' 

*♦  Wiim  i?  it?"  §^id  i.    f^  it  h^§  s^t,  i  thipk." 

ff  rjQ,  it  is  tber?,  gbe^riipg  it§  rays  lippii  n^.^;  it  i^  ypu." 

*'Bah!     Bah!" 

ffl  have  Reypr  l^ved,  I  d,e|;.e^J  Wpn^^R-  ^  hayp  only  Ji^d 
intrigues  with  women  of  loose  morals." 

"4nd  the  mftppnt  799  ^§w  pie,  ypji  Ipye^  m^V^ 

"Yes,  the  very  moment,  the  ^r^t  fjypf^iji^g  ^t;fhe  t^e^tfe." 

«  Yqu  3^i4  th^t  w^^  ^^  q¥^r.?* 

"  I  was  jesting." 

"How  can  I  tell  when  yofi  ^rp  jesting*  ^^f}  when  you  are 
seriQHp??' 

fl  Why,  it  i^  fiftsy  tp  \>^  ^mn"  .  . 

."  Trupj  ypj;  c^p  ftlfflp^t  a)way?  (:e)}  ^\\pr\  ^  p^r^oR  is  speak- 
ing thQ  trwtfi;  t)ut  yqu  f}o  npf  inspire  m^  iwifth  ^ny  ppnfjdencp, 
and  your  b^^utiful  idp^^  ^ppn  Jpy^,  s^il}.  l^sp," 

*<  Wh^t  9,rp  iny- ifi^a^?  I  IpifS  ypli,  anji  yot|  ^q  noj:  l)eHpve 
ipe.  Ah!'^  biting  hi?  lipg  §r)4  joaKlPg  ^^ay,  "  tjjpi}  I  am 
notbiagi  4i>d  l  C^n  d.Q  nptbipg.'! 

.  ff  A  bypopcite,!'  qyied  be,  turning  in.a,fi^i:y,  "^l&'^y§  a  hypp- 
critfi!  ^  Is  that  ^h^t  jm  thiok  pf  nap?''.  .     .     :     . 

"And  one  thing  more.  Be  still  ^n^  Ugfef^j  Jf,  at  tbj^  raqmpnti 

one  pf  ypur  frienfJ?  $bpp!d  p^§^,  you  wQu\i  turn  tp  l^jna,  ^nd 
wink  at  bim  ^Qci  la.wgh.-?  '  . 

*f  I  a  bypQprit^!   Qb.  iP  \^.  so,  i^  it?  V^ry  well?  yefy  weiii" 

"You  are  torturing  your  horse;  let  us  descend  the  hjlj." 
"  You  do  not  believe  tbftt  J  lo^^l  791^^*  ^^  s^ipl,  ^§ai?i  §^eking 
my  eyes  and  bending  over  me  with  an  expressioi]  pf  sific^rity, 

whicb  pa^^?  my  hjeart  bfi?t. 

"  Bfitrrrfto,"  ^^i^  },  f,^pt|ly.  <^  Hpld  jn  ypup  hor^g,  and  1ft  ja§ 
descend." 


His  terider  speedheft  war^  ttgdin  inM^Kd  #itH  ^receptj  t>lF 
horsemaniihip. 

"  Is  one  not  to  be  allowed  to  adniire  ^6\it*  Hfe  ftSid,  fetepplttfe 
a  fe\IP  step!  betow  rbe,  hud  locking  at  m^.  "  Vdti  At(^  bWaliti- 
ful,"  he  continued,  "  only  I  Ihitlk  that  ybU  Mavfe  Htt  hUVi:* 

*'  On  the  contrhryj  I  HaVfe  in  <*Kt:ell^m  hdSrtJ  I  ^fesurfe  j^oii." 

"  Yott  h&ve  an  excelteht  hem\  dnd  yBu  WiH  nttt  Ibve?" 

"  That  deperlBs:'* 

"  Yon  are  i  ispoifed  ehlld,.  iSri't  it  feb?*' 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  be  spoiled?  I  am  not  i^hdfftrit;  I  affl 
good;  i^hly  I  ftm  kpt  to  lose  my  tetnpeh" 

We  wefd  still  descetidihgi  btit;  step  By  st^f),  fbHttfe  filil  ^S 
very  stefep,  aHd  the  hors^  tcf  kfe<sp  their  fddling,  tBoft  advdii- 
tage  of  all  the  little  inequalities  of  ground,  dftd  tH6  patches  dt 
herbage. 

"  And  I  have  a  bad  temper,  too,  it  is  wretched;  dhd  t  can 
become  fuHotaly  angry.    Shall  We  mjp  \M\  ditbfa?" 

"  No." 

And  I  rode  over  a  little  bridge,  wliilii  hK  IgapKd  Ihd  ditfcK. 

"  Let  us  trot  up  to  the  carriage,"  said  M\  %i  Wb  fiid  rekbKed 
the  foot  of  the  hill. 

I  started  df)  my  Kbrsfe,  but  a  fclW  pae6§  ftdhi  the  fcartiigfe  he 
commenced  t&  gallop:  I  tfeithfeti  to  thfe  Hght;  A—  folloWidci 
me;  my  hors^  was  gallt)jilrig  ttlpWiy.  I  irled  to  reiii  liim  iii; 
but  Ud  dashed  m&dly  bhWard.  Th«  pi^ih  ¥ik  a  ldti:e  oH^;  1 
tugged  dt  thfe  t\e\n^  but  ihy  ^ftortfe  wete  valHj  'i\f  hat  \t\\  to 
the  ground;  my  half  streamiid  ddwri  niy  bdbkj  I  WaS  IBsWg 
my  stf fength,  fertd  i  was  afraldi  f  cb&ld  hfeair  A—  bKhlfici  me,  I 
felt  what  Ihey  ttiiwt  be  suffering  ih  tfee  cdi-rlage.  I  \bA^t\l  ^o 
throw  myself  off;  but  the  horse  was  going  like  an  arrow: 

"  It  is  horrible  to  be  killed  like  this,"  I  thought  **  I  have 
no  longer  any  strength;  some  dnb  miiSt  iSdv8  m^." 

"Stop  him!"  cried  A — ,  who  could  not  catcH  tij)  ^Wci  nie, 

"  I  cin  notj"  I  answered  ih  a  low  Vdicfe. 

My  arms  were  tf^mblin^;  dh  itl^aht  hid^fe  ahd  I  sHdiild  hdVB 
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lost  :Consciousness,,  when  Arr-  came  quite  close,  struck  my  horso 
over  the  head,  and  I  seized  his  arm,  partly  to  support  myself 
and  partly  to  touch  him. 

I  looked  at  him  and  he  was  pale  as  death;  never  have  I  seea 
a  countenance  express  so  much  emotion. 

"  God!"  he  ejaculated,  "  what  anxiety  you  have  caused  me!" 

"Ohy  yes,  without  you  I  should  have  fallen;  I  could  no 
longer  hold  him.  Now,  it  is  all  over.  Well,  it  is  a  pretty 
thing  to  happen,"  I  added,  trying  to  laugh:  "  Let  some  one 
giye  me  my  hat." 

Dina  had  alighted,  when  we  reached  the  landau.  Mamma 
was  beside  herself  with  anxiety,  but  she  said  nothing  to  me; 
she  knew  there  was  something  underneath  it  all,  and  did  not 
wish  to  annoy  nie. 

"We  will  go  slowly  home." 

"  Yes,  yes." 

"  But  how  you  frighteiied  me!  And  you,  yourself,  were  you 
afraid?" 

"  No,  I  assure  you,  no."  * 

"  Ob,  yes,  I  can  see  it." 

**  It  is  nothing,  nothing  at  all." 

And  in  another  moment  we  were  declining  the  verb  "to 
loye "  in  all  its  moods  and  tenses. :  He  tol<J  me  everything 
frpm  the  first  evening  he  saw  me  at  the  opera,  when  he  recog- 
nized Rossi  leaving  our  box,  and  he  left  his  own  to  join  him. 

"  Do  you  know,"  he  said,  "  that  I  have  never  loved  anyone? 
My  only  affection  was  for  my  mother;  as  to  the  rest — I  never 
looked  at  anyone  in  the  theatre,  and  I  never  went  to  the  Pincio. 
All  that  is  silly,  I  laughed  at  all  society,  and  now  I  go  there 
myself." 

"Forme?"    , 

"For  you.     I  am  compelled  to^-" 

"Compelled?" 

"Yes,  by  a  moral  force.  Doubtless,  I  could  produce  an 
effect  ^pon  your  imagination,  if    I  should  make  to  you  a 
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declaration  like  a  hero  in  a  novel;  but  it  is  silly,  I  think  only 
of  youy  I  live  only  in  you.  Man  is  a  material  creature;  he 
meets  a  multitude  of  people,  and  a  multitude  of  thoughts 
occupy  him;  he  eats,  talks,  reflects — ^but  I  think  of  you." 

"  At  the  cluh,  perhaps?" 

"  Yes,  at  the  club.  When  night  comes,  I  remain  there  to 
dream,  smoke,  and  think  of  you.  Then — especially  when  it  is 
dark  and  I  am  alone — I  think,  dream,  and  reach  such  an  illu- 
sion that  I  believe  you  are  present  before  me.  Never,"  he 
continued,  "have  I  felt  what  I  feel  now.  I  think  of  you;  I  go 
out  in  the  hope  of  meeting  you.  The  proof  is  that  since  you 
no  longer  go  to  the  opera,  I  no  longer  go  there.  Especially 
when  I  am  alone,  do  I  give  myself  up  to  dreams.  I  imagine 
that  you  are  with  me.  I  assure  you  that  I  have  never  felt  what 
I  feel  now,  and  so  I  conclude  that  it  is  love.  I  desire  to  see 
you,  and  I  go  to  the  Pincio;  I  desire  to  see  you,  I  am  furious 
if  I  am  disappointed;  and  then  I  dream  of  you.  It  is  like  this 
that  I  have  begun  to  feel  the  pleasure  of  love." 

« 

"  How  old  are  you?" 

"  Twenty-three.  I  began  life  at  seventeen,  I  might  have  been 
in  love  a  hundred  times,  but  I  never  have.  I  have  never  been 
like  those  youths  of  eighteen  who  live  upon  a  flower,  a  picture; 
all  that  is  silly.  If  you  knew,  sometimes,  how  much  I  think, 
how  much  I  find  to  say  to  you,  and^-and — " 

"  And  you  can  not?" 

"  No,  it  is  not  that;  I  have  fallen  in  love  and  become  silly." 

"  Don't  think  that;  you  are  not  silly  at  all." 

"  You  don't  love  me,"  he  said,  turning  toward  me. 

"  I  know  you  so  little  that  really  it  is  impossible  to  tell,"  I 
answered. 

"  But,  when  you  know  me  better,"  he  said,  gently,  looking 
at  me  in  the  most  timid  manner  possible;  (then  he  lowered 
his  voice)  "  you  will  love  me  a  little,  perhaps?" 

"  Perhaps,"  I  replied,  as  gently  as  he. 

It  was  almost  dark,  and  we  had  reached  the    Porta  del 
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ipaii}«i4,  ^hft  g^YP  him  spmp  ^prom^nd?  reg^^ding  tli§  {lor^es, 

fpc  the  npxt  tinap,  md  wc  wpm  rpatj)i:.  tp  st^tr^. 

"  I  hppg;  to  Sfi«  ypu  ^Qji  4gM^,'-  ^ftid  A~  tp  wapma. 

I  held  out  my  hand  to  him  in  silenc^^^ad  hf  pxfi!^^^4  it^rrnot 
asbp{pr.p.     ,  ■  ' 

'^  I  fcnQw  ijlt  atjput  it,'.'  criQd  piR^,  afdgr.  wp  hftd  stacte4, 
".  H$  ^ajd  ^p.qa^tbiug  tP  hpr,  shfe  vspwlsed  him,  b«  st^rtigd  .hitf 

hprse  ^nd  ther^;  ya^  §^n  itqpidPRli." 

f'flei^Uy,  my  dfi^tr,  he  s^id  ^  gBPat,  maRy  thiiiggto  jn©."  .tf 

i^  But  am  I  Pftt  right?'-  dpmaftd©<i  Vimi 

'i  Sptirf  ly,  piy  de^r/'  J  ^nsw^rpd,  cjfimHrQly. 

Qp  pur  remw  hp^^,  ^  w^fit  tp  my  fpom,  digcphed,  pqt  pa  ^ 
waRper,  ai^d  ^t^^iphf d.  myspj^pn  »bq  sofii,  iresiry,- charped, 
bewilderpd.    I  coujd  ppt  vindprst^nd  anything  at  fir^t;  foi?  twa 

hpuf^  I  fprgPt  pY^r3$thing,  ^ad  it  tppfe  jne  tWQ  hpi^rs  t;ft  i;eppl- 

ippt  wKat  yqu  hftvp  f^d.    I  sbpuld  he.  fiUpd  with  jfl)5if  I 

believed  him,  but  I   dp^ht,  dPSpitP  hi^  tr«e,  ^gr^Qahle,  pyeu 
ingenuous  air.    That  is  what  comes  from  hpi^g  onQSPlf  ca^na^^. 
.  q^en  time^  h^V^  ^  l§ft  «^y  d^sk  tft  Ji^  <lpwn  wppn  ^Ue  bed,  to 
ijieyiew  aU  ip  piy  ppor  h^^d,  t^  drp^Qj,  qpd  tP  femilfi. 

Spp,  ?qp^  rpppIp,  bPW  l^pVild^Qd  I  aip,  ^od  he  is  dpubtless 
qtthp.club-  • 

I  feel  quite  another  hpjng,  qpjte  siUyj  I  9m  p^ljn,  hut  ^till 
astounded  by  what  he  has  said  to  me. 

Ix^mv^M^x  mw,  h^  tPld  me  that  h^  F43-aoifeitiQHs. 

"  Every  well-born  m^n,  p^ght  tq  fee  ^q,"  J  ftpswered  him.    ^ 
I  love  th^  vT^y  \^  lyhjph  h^  spft^^cg  to  m.     JJp  rhptgric,  no 

^ffept^tiPi^;  qOft  f^an  §P^  ^W  \k^,  i§  thinking  ^Ipprf,     He  S^ys  to 
me  such  sweet  things,  for  example,  this: 

i\  Y9M  m.  ^iw§»8  wgtty^v  h^  s^id,  *i,|  don't  kmn  hpw  you 

"  My  hair  is  all  dqWRj  P9y-*' 

"So  much  the  better;  yoi^ar^  gtijl  Br^^tier'  ftP,with  Y9wr  hair 
i9!V^i   ¥9^  i?e  stJU  flpofgrr-ypji   ^ri®r^    (Hp   gtjqpp^d  »pd 


iWllfed.)  Yoli  ar^  Slill  td6i% — I  dbri  I  kiibw  now  l6  §ay  It — 
fiiore  g^tbtlHg.'' 

i  thlhlE  H8<fr  Bf  th'fe'  moliient  wheri  Ke  said  to  ffie,  "l  l6v4 
tb«,"'  aiid  ^fegfa  I  aniWfe'feci  for  iU  hUMihiiii  lime.  "  Tliat  ik 
not  true."  He  started  in  the  saddle',  atid  bending  d6wn  and 
Um  iU  reitt^  Mi  ''irbti  do  iibi  biUevS  Hie!"  he 
^ifclkilned,  ^fe^kiHg  liijr  evSs,  \vhicfe  1  Kept  loweted.  {^'dt 
tUfbligh  tdijiiett^,  1 1'ivfe  you  niy'  #brd.)  Oh,  at  tHat  HibmeHt 
life  «^  ^p'^Skifi^  iM  iiiiiHl  1  rdis^d  my  heid  ahd  tliet  hik 
atiiiotii  teot,  His  biacR  fejfe^,  ]M  fcTife'StrtdM,  ^Hd  ^^ide  b|3fe'fi 
as  though  striviri^  tb  fead  thf  ihriibst  Ihbbght^.  Tfi6j>  Wfeffe 
uneaS)*,  Iffitated,  fJrbvbked  by  the  fe^-ikiOtl  bf  rfiirife.  I 
hoiiid  not  fie'lji  It,  fblf  It  i  had  lookfed  h'itii  ftitl  In  the 
tihi  t  iHblild  Hfivfe  Burit  out  efylfig.  1  wSS  dnhfefved,  cb'tt: 
filled,  i  did  hoi  km^  Wiiat  tb"  db',  Ah'd  he  thought,  jiferHipt, 
Mi  1  wis  pliytfilg  thd  toqiifette.  teS,  iri  tliil  feoriiferii,  at  ieaiSl, 
i  knbi*  tiiil  hfe'  did  Hot  \\^. 

"You  io'<^6  tdi  hb'iif,"  I  itiSiiffered,  "i«  ^ ^S'eek  ^od  tfrill  ibVfe 
ffig  rib  iori^^K"' 

"Oh;  HaVfe  tt6rcj>!  i  dHi  iibt  diie  b^  iibik  diH  itto  ^iSs  tUtU 
livei  dlirmtirltt^  i^k'het  fiolfiiti^S  in  aiiidehs'  idtd.  I  Ha\re 
never  paid  court  to  anyone  and  I  love  no  one.  There  i*  bfte 
^amh  ma  meA  wUH  ^il  hfer  Stf^h^th  tb  Wakfe  We  Ibfe  lier. 
She  made  five  or  six  ippolnlfiients  wllfe  me  aHd  I  rife'ver  kej)t 
6ne  bi  IHefii,  fc^Suse  I  cdtiW  iibt  Ib^^ti  he'f ;  f'oii  fehow  that 

m." 

Bah!  bah!  I  shall  never  finish  if  I  give  myself  up  to  these 
memories  and  continue  lb  <f  rftfe.    Sb  mdhy  thiiigS  were  sdid. 

Come,  tiotee,  It  S  timfe'  ^of  llfe'fep. 

Tuesday,  March  14//4.— I  thought  tliati  fild  {jfbtiiised  Pifetrd 
to  ride  mh  fllfe.  Wy  t«et  hife  In  i  MihiH^  cbat.Sfld  H  low 
flat;  Ihi  ^dr  tfellow  Wai  iri  a  cab. 

"  Why  don't  ydb  aik  ^b'tit  idOier  tor  koiti€  Hbrkes?""  I  said  ib 

m.  ■ 

"I  have;  but  if  you  knew  how  hard  thb  A^  aftl!" 
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I  was  vexed  to  see  him  in  a  miserable  cab.  To-day  we  leave 
the  H6tel  de  Londres;  we  have  a  fine,  large  apartment  on 
the  first  floor  of  a  house  in  the  Via  Babuino — reception 
room,  small  salon^  large  salouy  four  sleeping  rooms,  a  studio, 
and  the  servants'  chambers. 

March  i6th. — About  lo  o'clock  Pietro  came.  The  salon  is 
very  large  and  very  handsome;  we  have  two  pianos.  I  com- 
menced to  play  softly  one  of  Mendelssohn's  songs  without 
words,  and  A —  commenced  to  chant  to  me  his  own  particular 
song.  The  more  seriousness  and  warmth  he  put  into  his  plea, 
the  more  I  laughed  and  the  colder  I  became. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  imagine  A —  as  really  serious. 

Whatever  the  one  you  love  may  say,  appears  delightful.  I 
am  amusing  sometimes  to  those  who  feel  only  indifference 
toward  me,  and  for  much  stronger  reasons,  to  those  who  feel 
more.  In  the  midst  of  a  sentence  full  of  love  and  tender- 
ness, I  would  say  something  irresistibly  droll  to  him  and  he 
would  commence  to  laugh.  Then  I  would  reproach  him  for 
this  laughter,  saying  that  I  could  not  believe  a  boy  who  was 
never  serious,  and  who  laughed  foolishly  at  everything.  And 
this  was  repeated  several  times,  so  that  he  became  thoroughly 
exasperated. 

And  he  commenced  to  tell  again  how  it  began,  since  the  first 
evening  of  the  performance-of  La  Vestale — 

"  I  love  you  so  much,"  he  said,  "  that  there  is  nothing  I 
would  not  do  for  you.  Tell  me  to  shoot  myself,  and  I  would 
doit." 

**  And  what  would  your  mother  say?" 

"  My  mother  would  weep  and  my  brothers  would  say:  *  In- 
stead of  being  three,  we  are  now  two.'  " 

"  It  would  be  of  no  use;  I  don't  want  any  such  proof." 

"But  then,  what  do  you  want?  Tell  me!  Do  you  want  me 
to  jump  out  of  this  window  into  the  court  below?" 

And  he  rushed  toward  the  window.  I  held  him  back  arid  he 
would  not  let  go  my  hand. 
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**  No/'  said  he,  with  a  gulp,  as  if  forcing  back  a  tear,  "  I 
am  calm  now;  but — Heavens!  there  was  a  moment — don't  pro- 
voke me  so;  answer  me,  say  something." 

**  All  this  sort  of  talk  is  folly." 

''Yes,  the  folly  of  youth,  perhaps;  but  I  do  not  believe  that 
I  have  ever  felt  what  I  feel  to-day,  now,  here.  I  thought  I  was 
going  mad." 

*'  In  a  month  I  shall  go  away  and  all  will  be  forgotten." 

"  I  will  follow  you  everywhere." 

"You  will  not  be  allowed." 

"  Who  will  prevent  me,  then?"  he  cried,  darting  toward  me. 

**  You  are  too  young,"  I  said,  changing  the  music,  and  from 
Mendelssohn  passing  to  a  nocturne,  sweeter  and  stronger. 

"Let  us  be  married;  we  have  a  magnificent  future  be- 
fore us." 

"  Yes,  if  I  were  willing." 

"Oh!  But  of  course  you  are  willing!", 

Then  he  went  on,  becoming  more  and  more  excited;  I  took 
no  notice  and  did  not  even  change  color. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  let  us  suppose  that  I  will  marry  you;  in  two 
years  you  will  have  ceased  to  love  me." 

I  thought  that  he  would  stifle. 

"  No!  Why  do  you  have  such  ideas?"  And  breathless,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  he  fell  at  my  knees. 

I  recoiled,  red  with  anger.    Oh,  piano,  my  protector! 

"You  must  have  a  good  temper,"  he  s^id. 

"  I  think  so,  indeed,  for  if  I  did  not  have,  I  should  have 
already  dismissed  you,"  I  answered,  turning  aside  to  laugh. 

Then  I  rose,  calm  and  satisfied,  and  went  to  make  myself 
agreeable  to  the  others. 

But  he  was  obliged  to  go. 

"  Is  it  time?"  he  asked,  with  a  questioning  look. 

"Yes,"  said  mamma. 

After  I  had  given  a  very  brief  account  of  the  scene  to 
mamma  and  Dina,  I  shut  myself  up  in  my  chamber^  and,  before 
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\vriting,  I  remaiiif^d  ah  hour,  with  my  hands  over  my  face  and 
my  fingers  buried  in  my  hair,  trying  to  analyze  my  own 
sentiments. 

I  think  that  I  understand  myself. 

Poor  Pietto!  It  isn't  that  I  care  nothing  for  him— on  the 
Contrary;  biit  1  can  not  consent  to  be  his  wife. 

The  wealth,  the  villas,  the  museums  of  the  Ruspolis,  the 
Doria6,  the  Torlonias,  the  Bofgheses,  the  Chiara  would 
overwhelm  me.  Above  all  things,  I  am  ambitious  and  vain.  And 
to  think  that  one  loves  such  a  creature,  because  one  does  not 
know  heV!-  If  one'cbuld  know  her,  that  creatilire— ^Ah!  Bah! 
one  would  love  hdr  just  the  same. 

Arixbtfldh  IS  a  noBle  ipkssioil.  ', 

Why  tindei-  the  ^h'ls  ft  A — ' instead  of  another?   '        ' 

And  I  go  on  repeating  the  same  phrase,  changing  the 
name. 

Saturday^  March  i8M.— I  have' not  hid  ari'instarit  alone  with 
A — ,  and  it  annoys  me.  I  Ibve  to*  tiesr  'hiitt  tell  me  that  he 
loves  me.  Since  he  has  told  me  aii,  I  spend  much  of  my  time. 
With  toy  head  in  my  hahds,  thinking,  thinking"!  Perhaps  I  am 
in  love.  It  is  when  T  ain  tired  out,  and  half  asleep  that  I 
think  that  I  love  Pietro.  Why  am  I  vam? '  Why  am  1  ambi- 
tious? Why  am  1  sensible?  I  am  incapable  of  sacrificing  for 
an  instant's  pleasure  whole  years  of  magnificence  arid  satisfied 
vanity. 

"Yes,"  say  the' writers  of  romance,  "bat  that  instant's 
pleasure  is  eiiough  to  brighten,  with  its  beams,  a  Whole  life- 
time.** Oh,  -no,  I  do  not  bielieve  it!  N*ow  lam  cold  and  I 
love;  to-mofrrdw  1  shill  be  waimi  and  I  shall  riot  love.'  See,  how 
the  changes  in  temperature  affect  the  destinies  of  men. 

When  he  went  away,  A —  said:  "'Good-evening,"  and  took 
my  hand  and  held'  it  in  his,  asking  me  a  ddzen  questions  to 
defer  our  parting. 
'  '  I  tmtnediateiy  told  all  thi^  to  mamma;  Itellher  everything. 

•  Marth  ioiS^.-^I  behavidd  horribly  this  'everting'.  * 
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I  talked  iiir  a  low  tone  to  the  scape^g^cb,  aod  gavie  eireiy- 
bodf  reason  to  beiiev^e  things  whicii :  Will,  never  come  to  fttss. 
With  other  people  about,  he  does  lioc  anluse  use;  wbbn  ire. 
afe  aioae,  be  speaks  to  me  of  lote:and.inarpage>  :  The  son  of 
a  priest  is  jealous — furiously  jealous;  and  of  whoni?  Oi 
everybody.  ••>  #/ 

I  ]i8ten  toihift  rfaapsodio^  laughing  wxtfa  cold  mdifiierenee, 
and  at  the  same  time  let  him  take  my  hand.  I  ^Iso  take  bia. 
hand,  in  a  maaaer  alau>st  Hiaternal,  and  if  he  has  not  entirely 
lost  his  wits  through  his  /a^x/^^  f or  ftue^  a&  he  Bays^  beiiAist. 
see,  that,  while  driving  him  away,  with- siy  words,  I  detain  trim 
with  my  eyes.  5  ...       :,.:. 

I  t^  him  that  I  siKili  never  10*76  hbrt,bjU  i  doJoire  him, 
or  at  least,  I  act  as  if  I  did.  I  say  all  sorts' of  silly  things 
to  him.  Another  man  (an  older  man)  would  be  contented;'  but 
he  team  du  napkin,  bmaks  two  peoeib^  or  rip?  a-  dnrtaini      i  - 

All  these  actions  permit  me  to  take  him  by  the  hand  jvnd  to 
tell  htm  Hiat  "he  is  an  .idiot.; 

Then  he  looks  at  me  with  fixed  faryiaod  fai«  black  eye«  are 
plunged  in  my  gray  ones.  I  eky  to  hitn,  perfectly  gra^y: 
^^liake  upia  faee  fpr  toe"  and  he  laughs  aod  I  pretend  to  be 
vexed.  .      s 

"  Then  you  don't  love  me?"  ... 

•*  I  oaghsfc  aot  to  bave  io^d' it"    •■.      :   '  ; 

*'Good  heavens!  yes;  one  nftust^ways  hope;  hope  is  a  t>art 
of  man's  natnix;  l>iit— ^isiat  as  lam  conGemed,  why>-*-I  will 
not  give  it  to  you."  \,.  ..-,.. 

And  as  I  spoke  laughingly,  he  went  away  passably  satined. 

Friday^  March  24///. — Saturday^  March  asi5»4,w-Ar-^  arriMcd  a 
qisarter of  an. faonr  earlier  tban  astiaJ^  pale^JilteisesUng^^ad, 
and  calm.  ::••:;  j  i  ...w;  1 

When  Fortune  announced  him,  I  armed  myself  from  bead  tq 
foot  wttii  tba^cold  courte^yr  c^cttlated  UAtm^fg^^yW»x\^  iin  bis 

position.  ..v.-  't.:^^!/^^r  oM.     * 
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I  let  him  spend  ten  minutes  alone  with  mamma  before 
going  in.  Poor  thing!  he  is  jealous  of  Plowden!  What  an 
42gly  thing  it  is  to  be  in  love! 

^'I  had  made  up  my  mind  never  to  come  to  your  house 
again."       ■  '  '    ■  ^ 

"  Why  have  you  come,  then?" 

"  I  thought  that  it  would  be  rude  to  your  mother  who  has 
been  so  kind  to  me." 

"  Oh,  if  that  is  the  reason,  you  can  go  away  and  not  come 
back  again.    Good-bye!" 

•*No,  no,  no!    It  was  to  see  you." 

"  Ah!  that  is  quite  another  thing." 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  **I  have  made  a  great  mistake, 
and  I  know  it." 

"  How  so?" 

"  I  have  made  you  understand — I  have  told  you  that — " 

•'That?" 

"  That  I  love  you,"  he  exclaimed,  contracting  his  lips,  as  if 
to  prevent  himself  from  crying. 

"  Pshaw!    That  is  no  mistake." 

"  Yes,  it  is  a  great,  a  tremendous  mistake,  for  you  play  with 
me  as  if  I  were  a  doll,  or  a  ball." 

"What  an  idea!"    . 

"  Oh,  I  know  that  that  is  your  nature!  You  love  fun* 
Well,  have  all  the  fun  you  like  with  me.     It  is  my  fault." 

"  Let  us  have  our  fun  together." 

"  Then,  tell  me,  it  was  not  to  dismiss  me,  that  you  told  me 
to  go  away  from  the  theatre? " 

"No!" 

"  It  was  not  to  get  rid  of  me? " 

"  Monsieur,  I  do  not  need  to  make  use  of  a  stratagem,  when 
I  wish  to  get  rid  of  anyone.     I  do  it  quite  openly,  as  I  did  in 


s  case." 


"Ah!  and  you  told  me  there  was  no  truth  in  that  affair." 
"Let  us  talk  of  something  else." 
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He  leaned  his  cheek  against  my  hand. 

"  Do  you  love  me?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,  Monsieur,  not  the  least  little  bit  in  the  world." 
*    He  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it. 

At  this  moment,  mamma  and  Dina  came  into  the  room,  and 
after  a  few  minutes,  he  went  away. 

Monday^  March  ayM.-— In  the  evening  we  had  company,  and 
among  others,  A — . 

Again  we  found  ourselves  at  the  piano. 

*'  I  know,"  he  said,  ''  who  will  be  successful  with  you.  A 
man  who  possesses  great  patience,  and  who  loves  you  much 
less.    But,  don't  you  love  me?" 

"  No! "  I  said,  as  I  had  twenty  times  before.  And  our  faces 
were  so  close  that  I  am  surprised  the  sparks  did  not  fly. 

*'  You  see! "  he  exclaimed.  "  What  is  to  be  done,  when  the 
love  is  all  on  one  side?  You  are  as  cold  as  ice,  and  I — I  love 
you." 

'^  You  love  me?    No,  Monsieur,  but  you  may  some  day." 

«  When?  " 

"  Oh,  in  six  months  or  so." 

"In  six  months?  I  love  you,  I  tell  you;  I  am  mad  with 
love,  and  you  mock  me." 

"You  are  very  wise.  Monsieur,  really.  Now,  listen;  even 
if  I  loved  you,  there  would  be  too  many  difficulties  in  my 
path.    I  am  too  young,  and  then,  there  is  religion." 

"  Oh,  I  know  all  that.  There  will  be  difficulties  for  me,  too; 
you  think  not?  You  can  not  understand  me,  because  you  don't 
love  me.    But,  if  I  should  propose  to  you  to  elope? " 

"  Horror! " 

*' Wait!  I  do  not  propose  it  to  you.  It  is  a  horror,  I  know, 
when  one  is  not  in  love.  It  would  not  be  a  horror,  if  you 
loved  me." 

^'Monsieur,  I  beg  of  you,  don't  speak  of  such  a  thing." 

''Mademoiselle,  I  am  not  speaking  of  it  to  you;  but  I 
should  do  so,  if  you  loved  me." 
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**  I  do  not  love  you." 

I  do  not  love  him,  and  yet  I  let  hbai  say  all  these  thingfs  to 
me.    How  atbsuid  it.ali  is! 

I  think  that  he  has  spokea  to  bis  <  father^  and  that  his  xidm- 
manicattonhsas  not.  been  kindly  recebred.  1  can  not  decide. 
I  am  entirely  ignorant  of  the  condhian  of  affairs^  and  I  would 
tiot  consent  to  go*  and^Uvewftbhis  family.  It  is  hard  enoiigh 
to  live  with  my  own.  What  would  it  be  amon^sUan^s?  Am 
I  not  wonderfully  sensible  foU  a  giFldf  ^nyalgc?  - 
/  "  I  will  ioUo^-  yott/'  he  said^ilhe  other  evening.   ... 

f^Come  to  :Mite^'n  I  Said  to  him  to-day.  i  : 

He  answered  nothing,  but  kept  his  head  down,  whichprovcd 
tome  that. he  had^>oken  to  his  father. 

I  do,  ilot  uijd^stltad  it  at  sLM  1-  love  hi±,  and  I  do  net  lave 
Wm-.  .•..•••■•'•;.•.'■•.■../• 

Wtdnesday^  Mareh  bp/^.^^I  have  ^aid  that  A-^  w^fe  not  yet 
ready  to  relinquish  everything  for  me. 

" I tovey®«i/.*>he  said. •  ,'^ IiwiiLdo* anything  for  yoti.*'    • 

"The  Pope  will  curse  you;  the  Cardinal  will  curse  you;  and 
your  father  will  curse  you." 

!  "I  trouble  itiyself *  v!ery  Mttle  .about  all  thtee  people^  when 
you  are  in  question.  I  snap  my  finger*  at  the  whole  ;WOTld.  If 
yon  loved  tne/  as^^  I  loVe  yoxi^  yon  would  say  whal  I  say.  If 
you  had  a  passion .  for  me^  as  I  have  for  ydu,  yon  wonid  not 
speak  as  yon  do,  and  yon  woitld  see:  ui  the  whoie  world  only 
.tfaepneyott  lolved/'    >     . 

<:iAh!Pietfo.iS(lio  longer  a  billyboy.  He  is  improving  more 
and  mor^V^i^^^lconomenoe  to;baye'acettain  respect  ior  him. 

Thursday^  March  ^oth, — To-day,  alone,  shut  up  i!n  my  fcham- 
ber,  wkh  the  door  lockedy  I  have  given  myself*  up  ta. deep 
reflection  cneer  this. grave  itkatter. 

For  several  days  my  position  has  been  a  fals6  one-^-and 

why?.  ...••.■.  ^  .  I     •  .       ••'  ' 

\  Because  Pietro  has  asked  me  to  be  his  wife^,=  because  I  have 
not  squarely   refused  him;    becauite /he   has  spokeb  ito  bi$ 
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patent;  because  his.  parents  ^re  npt  easy  to  .ai«^nage;  and 
because  Viscoati  has  had '  the  following  convers^tiof i .  with 
mamma:  :.....  ;♦. 

"I  would  like  to  know,  Madame,  to  wb<«ajt  is  your  .inten- 
tion to  marry  yo«r  daughter?/^  conapxwced  Vis^oiati,  ^fter 
haviag  spoken  favorably  of  Pietro's.  fortiMne,.apd  persoA^  . 

''I  have  no  fij^ed.idea/'  said  mamma,  ^'andithep  my  daugh- 
ter is  so  young." 

*^  Ah,  Madame,  we  must  discuss  things  openly.  Would  you 
marry  her  to  a  foreigner,  or  to  a  Ku^sian^  ode  of  her  own 
countrymen?"  ;  i 

"  I  should  prefer  a  foreigner,  because  she  would  be  wore 
happy  with,  him,  since  she  has  bee».  brought  up  putside  of  her 
own  country. " 

**MreU,  I  would  Hke^  also,  to  k»ow  if  all  your  family  would 
consent  to  her  marriage  with  a  Catholic,  and  that  the  offspring 
of  the  union  should  be  brought  up  in  the  Catholic  faith? "    ( 

"Our  family  would  gladly  consent  jto  anything  that  would 
be  conducive  to  my  daughter's  happinetfs." 

''And  what  would  be  the  rdatioos  of.  your  family  with  that 
of  the  bridegrootm? "  ...  .    .  -i, 

"  EKcellent,  I  think,  inasnwcb  J^a  th«  tWO^famiUea  would  see 
each  other  rarely  or  not  at  all." 

"  Pietro  A —  is  a  charming  young  man  and  he  will  be  very 
rich,  but  the  Pope'  i&  an  important  f^o^or  in  all  the  affairs  of 
the A-*s, and  the  F-oper wiU  ittakedifficiwlties^" 

"But,  Monsieur,  why  have 'you  said  all  this?  There  is  no 
question  of  marriage..  I  love  th^  youcig  mw  a^.oneof  my 
children,  but  not  as  a  future  son-in-law,"   . 

That  is  the  conversation  .as  nearly  ^s.mamiQa  could  remem- 
ber jt. 

It  would  be  a  very  sensible  thing  to  go  away,' especially  as 
nothing  will  be  lost  by  puttiog  ^he  matter  off  till  mK%  winter^ 

We  must  go  to-morrow,  I  will  prepare  myself— I  rneaa,  to 
see  the  SNtrv^lous  places  which  are  as  yet  unknown;  to.  jik.  .   ;<  i 
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Yes,  but  what  frets  me  the  most  is  that  the  opposition  does 
not  come  from  our  side,  but  from  the  A— -s.  It  is  horrid,  and 
my  pride  rebels  at  it. 

We  will  leave  Rome. 

It  is  not  very  agreeable,  really,  to  have  objections  made  to 
me  by  his  family  when  I  myself  don't  want  anything  to  do 
with  them.  Rome  is  such  a  gossiping  city  that  everybody  is 
talking,  and  I  am  the  last  to  perceive  it.  That  is  always  the 
case. 

I  have  doubtless  worked  myself  up  into  a  fury  at  the  idea 
that  they  want  to  take  Pietro  away  from  me,  but  I  see  a  finer 
future  before  me  and  I  aspire  to  a  loftier  station,  thank 
heaven!  If  A — satisfied  me  in  every  way  I  should  not  be 
angry;  but  a  man  whom  I  have  rejected  in  my  mind  as  being 
unworthy  of  me,  and  they  dare  to  say  that  the  Pope  will  not 
allow  it! 

I  am  furious — ^but  wait  a  moment! 

The  evening  came,  and  with  the  evening,  Pietro  A — . 

We  received  him  coldly  enough  because  of  the  Baron  Vis- 
conti's  Words  and  also  of  a  multitude  of  suppositions,  for  since 
Visconti's  visit,  we  have  done  nothing  but  conjecture. 

"To-morrow,"  said  Pietro,  soon  after  bis  arrival,  "I  am 
going  away." 

<*  Where?" 

"To  Terracina.    I  shall  remain  there  eight  days,  I  think." 

"  They  are  sending  him  away,"  murmured  mamma,  in  Rus- 
sian. 

I  had  said  the  same  thing  to  myself.  How  shameful!  I 
could  have  cried  with  rage. 

"  Yes,  it  is  disagreeable,"  I  answered,  in  the  same  language. 

Oh,  dog  of  a  priest!  You  understood  thoroughly  how 
humiliating  all  this  is! 

Conversation  languished.  Mamma  was  so  offended  and  so 
angry  that  her  headache  increased  and  she  went  to  her  room. 
Dina  had  already  retired.    There  was  a  tacit  agreement  to 
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leave  me  alone  with  him  in  order  that  I  might  find  out  the 
truth. 

Once  alone,  although  trembling  a  little  inwardly,  I  advanced 
bravely  to  the  attack. 

"  Why  are  you  going  away?    Where  are  you  going?" 

Ah!  if  you  fancy  that  he  answered  me  as  squarely  as  I  asked 
the  question,  you  are  greatly  mistaken. 

I  questioned  and  he  eluded  answering. 

"What  is  your  motto,  Mademoiselle?"  he  asked. 

"Nothing  before  me,  nothing  after  me,  nothing  beyond 
myself!" 

"Well, that  is  mine,  too." 

"So  much  the  worse!" 

Then  began  protestations  too  real  to  be  agreeable.  Words 
of  love,  without  beginning  and  without  end,  bursts  of  anger, 
reproaches.  I  sustained  the  storm  with  equal  dignity  and 
calmness. 

"  I  love  you  to  distraction,"  he  went  on;  "  but  I  have  no  con- 
fidence in  you.  You  have  always  jeered  at  me,  always  laughed, 
always  been  cold  with  your  magisterial  questions.  What  would 
you  have  me  say  to  you  when  I  see  that  you  will  never 
love  me?" 

I  listened,  stiff  and  motionless,  not  even  allowing  him  to 
touch  my  hand.  I  was  determined  at  all  costs  to  know  every-^^ 
thing;  my  anxiety  and  suspicions  made  me  too  miserable. 

"  How,  Monsieur,  do  you  expe9t,  me  to  love  a  man  whom  I 
do  not  know;  who  hides  ever3rthing  from  me?  Speak,  and  I 
will  .believe  you;  speak,  and  I  promise  to  give  you  an  answer. 
Understand,  after  you  have  spoken,  I  promise  to  give  you  an 
answer." 

"  But  you  will  laugh  at  me.  Mademoiselle,  if  I  tell  you.  You 
see  it  is  such  a  secret  that  if  I  tell  you  it  will  be  a  complete 
revelation  of  myself.  There  are  certain  things  so  personal 
that  one  tells  them  to  no  one  in  the  world." 

"  Speak;  I  am  waiting." 
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"I  will  tel!  yoia,  but  IjfoQ'wiil  latugh  at  me.'' 

**  No,  I  promise  you  not  to." 

After  many  promises' ndt  to  Taugh,  and  not  to  repeat  it  to 
anyone,  he  told  me  at  last.  '  ' 

It  seems  that  last  yiear,  Vhen  he  was^  a  soldier  at  Vienha,  he 
incurred  debts  to  the  ahiouiit  of  34,000  francs,  that  is,  in  three 
months*  time.  He  quarreled  Tfrith  his  father,  who  refused  to 
pay  them.  But  a  few  days'  ag^o,  he  pretended  that  he  was 
going  away,  saying  that  he  w'as  badly  treated  at  ilorae.  Then 
his  mother  camc'to  him'and  told  him  that  his  father  would 
pay  his  debts  on  condition  that  he  would  lead  a  sensible  liffe. 
"And,  in  the  first  place,  and  before  being  recdrtciled  W?th  your 
parents,  you  must  become  reconciled  to  Go<f.'*  He  h^s  not 
been  tototrfessidn  for  a  long  time.*  In  shcrrt,^he  is  goin^  to 
retire  for  feight  days  tb  the  monastery  of  Sari  Giovanni  and 
Paofo,  Monte  Gbelia,  near  the  Goliseuih:  •         '      '  -    •     '. 

It  was  hard  enough  for  me  to  keep  serious,  I  assute  ybil;  to 
us,'  this  seems  so  odd;  btif  5t  is  quite  natural  iov  the  Catholics 

''    That  is  the  secret,  then. 

I  leaned  agaimst  the  tnantle,  and- turned  awciy  my  eyes, 
which,  heaven  knows  why,  were  full  of  tears.  He  st66'(i  near 
me,  and  for  some  seconds  we  neither  spoke  fior  looked  at 'one 
another.  Wfei  remained*  standing  an  hdut  to  talk — of  "TirKat? 
Of  love,  of  cotii-se.'    I  know  all  that  1  i^ahted  to  know,  1  -have 

'  drawn  everything  from  hrni.    "     ' 

He  has  not  sppk'eh  to  his  fkther;  but^  he  has  told'  alf  to '  his 
mother.'  .-.'  ^-  .<:;•.   -^  ;      ;■>',.:.       • 

'  '*  Moreover,"  he  said]  "  jroii''^^n  be  stife,  Mkdfemoi^elle,  thkt 
my  parents  have  nothing  against  you;  religion  is  the'  ohljr 
obstacle.""  •  "    "  -  '"'■'■  •     ''"''■   '"  •  '-"",'-"'' ^'/\ 

'*^  I  am  confident  that  they  ckn  hivli^nothing  'agaitfst  hie,  for, 
ijf  1  should  consent  io  marry  you,  ft  is  yoti  'who  wouldbe  hdri- 
ored,  not  I."  '  .  •        f 

I  took  care  to  show  myself  reserved  and  f)fudish,  as  I  am. 


I 
I 

!    ^ 
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and  to  utterinorii  principles  of  an  astouadiog  pocjty,  so  that 
he  conid  rdate  kiaii  to  his.inodiier^  sinice.he  teils  her  everything. 

He  has  never  spoiceii  to  me  as  he  did  this  crvetiiag.  .f'l 
love  you,  I  adore  yoii,'Iiam  mad.  with  love/*  he  murmured, 
very  rapidly.     '^  Do  you  hwrcme  a  iittle?    Tell  me!'' 

^*If  I  do  tore  ji9iu,'  what  igood  can  ooxne  o£  it?' 

"  It  will  make  us  happy.*'  . 

'^I  am  not  the  only  one  to  ^decide  the  matter.  You  know, 
Monsieur,  there  are  fathens  and  mothers.'^ 

'f  ]H[iiie,  MadetnoiseUe^  <aie  not  opposed,  I  can  assure  you 
of  that.     Let  ub  be  engaged."  !    .  ;      . 

*f  Mot  so  i^aickly,  Monsieur.  What  did  you  say  to  your 
mother?    How  did  you  speak  to  her?" 

^  I  said  to  her,  '  It  has  been  a  strong  desire  of  yours  that  I 
should  iziaFry.  Nov,  I  have  fotsnd  some  one  whom  I  iove, 
and  I  wish  to  imarry  ahd .  settle  down.'  Aod  my  mother 
answi^ed  ,tiiat  I  must*  think  it  over  canefnlly  before  taking  so 
serious^  a  step,  and  aH  sorts  of  things." 

^^  That  is  quite  naturaL  And  have  you  spoken  to  yonr  father?*' 

^  Na''  ..   :  »  .... 

'*  1  ask  you  this,^  because  we  are  being  gossiped  abo«it.  in 
the  city,  and  some  one  has  spoken  to  mamma  on  the  Eaibjoct, 
and  ik  made  her  :veiy  angry .^    >  -. 

"My  mother  has  doubtless  mentioned  it." 

It  is  after  2  o*ck>ck,  andl'shoald  never  iintsh  writing  if 
I  should  try  to  set  down  even  haif  cf  ail  that  was  said^  and 
then,  ft  is  a  shame,  but  one  ican  write  only  the  Aarsk  things; 
as  for  the  sweet  things,  they  can.  a^tbe  wntten,  and  they  are 
the  only  things  junuscng  to  r^d^. . 

Sunday,  at  2  o'^ock,  I  am  to  he  in  fiotit  of  the  monastery, 
and  he  wiii  show  himself  at  the  window,  and  pii^s  a  white 
handkerchief  to  his  Itps'. 

As  sood  as  he  was  gone;  I  ran  to  calm  mamma's  wounded 
pridej  and*  i  toM  her  Wt',  but  in  a  iaughihg  way,  so  as  not  to 
appeariti  love* :    i    '.'..: 
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For  the  present,  this'is  enough!  My  mind  is  at  rest,  and  I 
am  happy,  especially  happy  before  the  members  of  my  own 
family,  who  have  already  begun  to  look  melancholy. 

It  is  late,  and  I  must  really  go  to  sleep. 
-   Friday^  March  $ist — It  was  a  famous  proof  of  love,  to  tell 
me  what  he  did,  and  I  did  not  laugh.     He  begged  me  to  give 
him  my  picture  to  carry  with  him  to  the  monastery. 

"  Never,  Monsieur;  it  would  be  such  a  temptation.  Never- 
theless, I  shall  think  of  you  all  the  time."  Those  eight 
days  in  a  monastery  are  ridiculous  enough.  What  would  his 
friends  of  the  Caccia  Club  say  if  they  knew  about  it? 

I  will  never  tell  any  one.  Mamma  and  Dina  do  not  count, 
for  they  will  be  as  silent  as  I.  Pietro  in  a  monastery — it  is  a 
side-splitting  thought 

Suppose  he  invented  it  all?  Such  a  character  is  frightful! 
I  have  no  confidence  in  any  one.  Poor  Pietro,  in  a  monk's 
frock,  shut  up  in  a  cell,  four  sermons  a  day,  mass,  vespers, 
matins!    I  can  not  grow  accustomed  to  so  strange  a  thing. 

Oh,  God!  do  not  punish  a  vain  creature;  I  swear  to  you, 
that  I  am  honorable  at  heart,  and  incapable  of  a  low  or  mean 
action.    I  am  ambitious,  that  is  my  misfortune. 

The  beauties  and  ruins  of  Rome  turn  my  head;  I  long  to  be 
Caesar,  Augustus,  Marcus  Aurelius,  Nero,  Caracalla  the  devil, 
the  Pope! 

I  long  to  be  everything,  and  I  am  nothing. 

But  I  am  always  the  same;  you  can  be  convinced  of  that  by 
reading  this  journal  The  details  and  the  shading  change, 
hot  the  chief  lines  are  always  the  same. 

It  is  a  pretty  thing  to  be  shut  up  in  a  monastery! 

How  he  most  be  bored,  poor  fellow!  I  was  wrong  to  tell 
my  family  about  it.  I  am  unworthy  of  his  confidence;  but  I 
could  not  do  otherwise,  with  mamma  so  furious. 

**  What!"  she  said,  ^'they  make  a  pretense  of  having  refused 
os^  when  we  had  no  desire  for  them  at  all?  They  dare  to  think 
that  it  would  be  so  great  a  happiness  for  ust   It  is  insulting!" 
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Mamma  was  right,  and — well,  I  had  to  calm  her  and  raise  ^ 
myself  in  her  eyes. 

Indulgeniia  plenaria  pro  vivis  et  defunctis.    Amen, 

April  id, — It  is  spring,  and  they  say  that  all  women  grow 
beautiful  at  this  season  of  the  year.  That  is  true,  if  I  may 
judge  from  myself.  The  skin  becomes  more  delicate,  the 
eyes  brighter,  and  the  color  fresher. 

It  is  the  third  of  April,  and  I  have  still  fifteen  days  of 
Rome. 

How  strange  it  is!  as  long  as  I  wore  a  fur  hat,  we  had  win* 
ter;  yesterday,  I  put  on  a  straw  one,  and  instantly  it  was 
spring.  A  gown  or  a  hat  often  produces  this  effect;  how  often 
a  word  or  a  gesture  will  bring  about  something  which  has 
been  a  long  time  preparing,  and  for  the  springing  into  life  of 
which,  this  little  shock  was  necessary. 

Wednesday^  April  $fA. — I  write  and  speak  of  all  those  who 
pay  me  any  attention.  All  this  is  nonsensical,  and  it  is  caused 
by  my  idleness. 

I  paint  and  I  read,  but  it  is  not  enough. 

A  vain  girl  like  me  should  devote  herself  to  painting,  for  it 
is  an  imperishable  art 

I  shall  never  be  a  poet,  nor  a  philosopher,  nor  a  savaiit.  I 
can  be'only  a  singet  and  a  painter.  That,  in  itself,  is  a  good 
deal.  And  then,  I  want  to  be  in  everyone's  mouth,  and  that 
is  the  principal  thing. 

Stern  moralists,  don't  shrug  your  shoulders  or  criticise  me 
with  an  affected  indifference.  To  tell  the  truth,  you  are  tl)e 
same  at  heart.  You  take  very  good  care  not  to  let  it  be  seen, 
but  that  does  not  ^prevent  you  from  knowing  in  your  inmost 
souls  that  what  I  say  is  true. 

Vanity!  Vanityl  Vanity! 

The  beginning  and  the  end  of  all  things  and  the  eternal  and 
sole  cause  of  all  things. 

What  is  not  the  effect  of  vanity  is  the  effect  of  the  passions. 
The  passions  and  vanity  are  the  only  masters  of  the  world. 
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TJitersda^y  April  dth^-^^Y  come  to  myijojarndkl  to  implore  it  to 
comfort  my  empty,  sad,  unlucky,  envious,  unhappy  h^fiiit*      . 

Yes,  and  I,  with  ail  my  tendencies,  with^U  ray  strong  desires, 
and  the  fever  of  my  blood,  am  always  and  everywhere  checked 
like  cl  horse  isichedked  :by  thcf  bU*  Hfe^oait)^,  rag^S^  a;nd 
rears,  but^  he  is  checked*     • -• 

Friday,  April  ^th. — I  am  wotried  to^defttf».  Qb,  .hoW:expre«3- 
ive  is  the  Boissian.  sayLa^:  **To  have  acat'in  the  heajrt.";  I 
have  a  cat  in  my  heart.  It  gives  me  constant  and  incredible 
p^n  to  think  tbit  a  man  I  carefor  can  not  love  me.         ; 

Pietro  has  not  come;  he  left  the  monastery  pnSy  tl»9  ev.en* 
ing.  1  have  seen  his  clerical:  aodr  hypocritioal  .bjoiher,  Patfil 
A-*-,  Thereis'  a  being  who  oughk  to  be  oruahed-ttlittlei^  blacky 
sallow,  vile,  h3^ocTijtical  Jesuit!  i.  .;,  .r  ;     i      :,  .; 

If  the  monastery  story,  be  tme^  hemust  kliov(  ofi  it^-^nd  h0w 
he  mast  laugh  in  his  little^  mean^  Way,,  whe^  l:fe  telts  it  %ck  his 
friaids.    Pietro  and  Paul  can  not  eQdfure.iO»e:anotbei:.  :■• 

Sunday,  April  ^th, — With  fervent  faith,  a  heart  iDUed-wMi) 
emotion,  and  a  soul  at  pofte^withiall  me^^'I  veUtto  cocklession 
and  partook  of  <the  Holy  ConnliuiGUODL.;  So  sJso.dtd  mantma 
and  Dina,  and  then  we  heard  mass.  I  Ibfeenfeiileieveafy  wpr4 
and  I  prayed*  ;  »     •  «      '      .  '     ^  ^ 

Is  it  not  maddening  to  be  uader^^ubjeotipnito  art  unknown 
and  incontestable  power?.  I  itteaij  ^q  power  rwhich  has  taken 
away  Pietro.  What  can  not  the  Cardinal  j|}0^;w!he^;.tl:>ejpeO;pl!e 
of  his  church,  are  ict  qufcstton?  ,Th4  p'owef  x)f  :tbe.  priests  is 
enormous,  >and  it  i^  Jmpoasibie  ta  penetrate  tibdr .  myftterious 
machinations  :.; 

We  are  filled  with  astaniahmejat,- fear, \an(}  admiration.,  It  i^ 
only  necessary  to  read  the  history.;of -thoi  variouS' nations  tp 
see  their  hand  in  all  events.  Thdyi.are.  so  far-$ighted.  that 
ordinary  eyes  cin.  not  dlscdrn  what  they  ^egazing  at '  * 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  worlds  in.  all  countries,  the 
supreme  power  has  either  openly  or  covertly  belonged  to 
thenL 
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No,  really,  it  would  t>e  too  lauob;  if ,  with  one  fell  blow,  they 
should  take  Pietro  away  forever!  He  can  not  fail  to  return 
to  Roma,  he  has  4ecl»re0  so  strongly ftt^  he  wpuld.do.^o,.   > 

Isn't  he  doing  anything  to  bring  about  his  return?  Isn't 
he  breaking  everything?  Isn't  he  screwiing  qu(  .  to  his 
despair? 

My  God!  I  have  been  to.  confession,  I  have  received  absolu- 
tion, and  I  am  in  a  tearmg,  swearing  rage.,,     i 

A  certain  amount  of  sin  is  as  necessary  tP.A  i^otan's  Ijfe  as  is^ 
a  certain  amoukit  of  air.  .  :  /   , 

Why  do  men  remain  bomid/ to  Ihe.rf^rlh?  ..Why  does,  the 
weightof  their  cohscieneb  dtag  them  down?  If  their  con- 
seience  wneptire,  they  ^irouU^  be  too  light  and  .they  would  fly 
away  towaiditheskie&like^ed  balloona.  . 

That  is  a  strange  t^eo'ry.    But  npjmKU^I       .    ? 

And' Pietrd  does  not  come. 

But  then  I  don't  love  him!  .  I  want  to  be  sensible  and 
tranquil;  and  I  ean  not. 

The  benediction  and  the  portrait  of  the  Pope  has  brought 
me  ill-luck. 

Ttey.say  that  h^;brings  ill-luck. 

There  is  a  strange  hissing  in  my  breast,  my  finger-nails  are 
«ed,dnd  I  coughs- 
There  is  iidthmg  mocfi  frightful  than  not  to  be  able  to  pray.. 
Prayer  is  the  only,  coosolatioaiof  those  who  can  not  act.  I 
pray,  but  I  do  not  bdifeve;  It  iB  abominable^  But  it  ^s  not 
my  fault. 

Afanday^  April  io6l.-i— They  MVe.  shut  him  .up.  forever — 
No,  they  have  shut  him  up  fornthe.tiil]be.thatl  a^.t^.b^.in, 
Rome.     •-'.•:-   f  .. . 

To4iioROw,I  go  to  Naples;  they  can  not  have  foreseen  thi^ 
move«'  Besides)  oikse;  released,  he  will  come  after,  me.  It  is 
n6t  this  that  I  ani  mieasy  about,. but  the  ptresent  uncertainfyj 
this  uusospeGted,^  unforeseen  blow. .  : 
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I  walk  about  my  chamber,  groaning  low,  like  a  wounded 
wolf. 

I  have  still  the  branch  of  ivy  he  gave  me  at  the  Capitol. 
How  sad  it  all  is!    . 

I  don't  really  know  what  is  the  matter  with  me,  which  is 
ridiculous,  no  doubt,  but  true. 

Besides,  it  is  folly  to  rage,  to  pray,  and  to  weep;  and  isn't 
it  always  so  under  all  and  every  circumstance?  I  ought  to 
become  accustomed  to  it  and  no  longer  fatigue  heaven  with 
my  useless  lamentations. 

I  don't  know  what  to  think  him — ^a  worthless  fellow,  a 
coward,  or  a  child  whom  they  tyrannize  over.     . 

I  am  exceedingly  calm,  but  sad.  It  is  only  necessary  to  look 
at  things  from  a  certain  point  of  view,  says  mamma,  to  dis- 
cover that  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  worth  the  trouble.  On 
the  whole,  I  agi'ee  with  my  lady  mother;  but,  to  do  so  per- 
fectly, I  must  know  the  exact  truth.  All  that  I  know  is  that 
this  is  a  queer  state  of  affairs. 

Wednesday^  April  12th, — All  night  long  I  saw  him  in  my 
dreams;  he  assured  me  that  he  had  really  been  in  the  mon- 
astery. 

They  are  packing  up,  and  we  go  away  this  evening  to 
Naples.    I  hate  going  away. 

When  shall  I  have  the  happiness  of  living  in  a  home  always 
in  the  same  city;  to  see  always  the  same  set  of  people,  and 
from  time  to  time  to  take  journeys  for  recreation? 

Rome  is  the  place  where  I  would  like  to  live,  love,  and 
die. 

No,  stop,  I  would  like  to  live  where  I  would  be  well,  to  love 
ever3rwhere,  and  to  die  nowhere. 

Yet,  I  must  say  that  I  like  the  Italian,  or  rather,  Roman  life 
wiell  enough;  there  is  a  certain  aroma  of  ancient  magnificence 
still  hanging  about  it.  People  are  too  apt  to  have  a  false  idea  af 
Italy  and  the  Italians.  They  are  pictured  as' poor,  selfish, 
bigoted,  and  thoroughly  broken  down.    It  is  quite  the  con- 
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trary.  Rarely,  in  other  countries,  can  be  found  families  as 
rich  and  houses  maintained  with  so  much  luxury.  I  speak,  of 
course,  of  the  aristocracy. 

Rome  under  the  Pope  was  a  city  apart,  and  in  its  way 
sovereign  of  the  world.  Then,  each  Roman  prince  was  Uke  a 
little  king;  he  had  his  court  and  his  clients  as  in  antiquity.  It 
is  from  this  r^ime  that  the  greatness  of  the  Roman  families 
sprang.  Cfertainly,  in  two  more  generations,  they  will  have 
neither  greatness  nor  wealth,  for  Rome  is  subject  to  the  royal 
laws,  and  Rome  will  become  like  Naples,  Milan,  and  the  other 
cities  of  Italy. 

The  great  fortunes  will  be  divided,  the  museums  and  galler* 
ies  acquired  by  the  government,  and  the  princes  of  Rome 
transformed  into  a  crowd  of  nobodies,  covered  with  a 
great  name  as  with  an  old  theatrical  mantle,  to  hide  their 
misery.  And  when  these  great  names,  once  so  respected,  shall 
be  dragged  in  the  mud,  when  the  king  shall  think  that  he  alone 
is  great,  having  trampled  under  his  feet  all  the  nobility,  he  will 
suddenly,  in  a  flash,  perceive  what  a  country  is  where  there  is 
nothing  between  the  peopde  and  their  king. 

Take  France  as  an  example. 

On  the  other  hand,  take  England,  where  the  people  are 
free  and  happy.  There  is  so  much  poverty  in  England,  you 
will  say.  But,  in  general,  the  English  people  are  the  happiest. 
I  am  not  speaking  of  their  commercial  prosperity,  but  only  of 
their  domestic  life. 

Let  any  one  who  desires  a  republic  in  his  country  begin  by 
trying  it  in  his  own  household. 

But  enough  of  dissertations  on  subjects  of  which  I  have  only 
a  feeble  idea,  and  an  entirely  personal  opinion. 

What  will  Pietro  say  when  he  returns  to  Rome  and  does  not 
find  me  there?  What  a  rumpus  he  will  make  I  So  much  the 
worse  for  him.    It  isn't  my  fault. 

Naples,  Thursday,  April  13/^— "See  Naples  and  die!" 
I  desire  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 
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It  is  7  o'clock,  and  the  weather  is  as  fine  as  it  is  at  Nice.    I  .• 
can  5ee  from  my  window  magntficentturnouts,  of  which  Rome 
possesses   very  few.     Besides,   Naples  is  renowned  for  the. 
splendor  of  its  horses  and  carriages. 

Did  he  go  away  of  his  aum  accord^  or  was  he  forced  to  do 
s6?     That  is  th4  question. 

I  am  writing  in  f tout  of  a  large  mirror,  and  >  I  look  like 
Beatrice  di  Cenci  in  my  white  robe  and  flowing  liadrf  My  hair 
is  arranged  in  the  Pompeianityle,  as  Pietro  used  to  say. 

Heavens!  how  I  wish ;  I-  had:  one  of  Dumas'  i^trels!  It 
would  prevent  me  from  writing  follies,  and  abo^e  iall,  from 
reading  them  afteiwardv   ^  ••   /  <   .   • 

Shut  up  by  myself,  1  have  wept  many- teats.  It  is  just  the 
same  as  it  was  at  Rome.  Heavens!'  how  I  hate  changes!  how 
miserable  I  am  in  a  neW  city! 

He  ifeceivect  his  orders  and  he.obe3red^  and  to  obey  he  must 
have  loved  me  vefy  little. 

He  did  not  obey  when  his  military  service  wae  in  question*. 
Fief    Enough!    Enough! 

Poverty!  Pshaw!.  Vileriefijs!.  I  can  no  longer  keep  .thinMng 
of  such  a  man.  If  I  lament^  it  is.  pvar  my  imb^py  fati^  aver 
my  poor  Ufe  scarcely  begun^  and.  idtmng  iahich  I  have  met  only 
withdecsit     '        '-'■  -  •f:  .. :  [>  •■ 

Certainly,  like  all  human. .  beings,  ^faaps  evem  more  thaa 
others,  I  have  sinned;  but  on  the  other  hand,  there-  is  s<ho6 
good  in  me,  and  it  is  unjust  to  humiliate  me.  in  .everythiag. 

I  took  my  position  in  the  middle;of  the  room,^ joined  tny 
hands,  and  raised  my  eyes;  but  sdmeffaing  said  to'merprayeris 
of  no  avail,  I  fihall  receive  what  is  in  store  fpr  ^e^^not  one 
sorrow  the  less,  nor  one  suiS^eri ng  the  moiie^  as  Mgr^.4e:  Falloux 

^ys.  ■••';••':>:..•.. 

There  is  only,  die  thing  t6  be  donc-^to  become '|;e$igned. 
I  know  it  is  difficult,  but  otherwise,  where  would  the  merit  bt;? 

I  believe,  idiot  that  I  am,  that  the  transports  of  an  ardent 
faith  and  fervent  prayers  can  effect  something.  ^ 


JOURNAL  OF  MAHXS  BASHK1RTS£FF.  115 

God  desires  a  German«ltke  ceaigoatiati,  and  I  am  incapable 
of  it. 

Does  He  think  that  tbose  who  are  thus  resigiiied.  have  to 
conquer  themselves? 

Oh,  no!  Thejr  are  resigned  becanao  titej  hate  waHer  in 
their  veins  instead  of  blood,  because  it  is  kss  UJouhle^ 

Is  it  any  merit  to  be  calm.wheti  that  calm  is  natural?  If  I 
could  be  resigned,  I  should  obtain  everything,  for  it  would  be 
sublime  But  Z  cam ^nolr ;  It  is  ■>  no  longer  a  difficulty)  it  is  an 
impossibility.  During  moments  of  hruHsknest^  I  shall  be 
resigned.    I  shali  not  bo  so  of  my  own  wilt,  but  )ust  becm$se 

Oh,  God,  bav&pity  npon  me!    Qive  me  peaoet    Give  me  a 

soul  to  attach  myself  to.  I  am  weary,  very  weaty.  No,  no, 
it  is  not  the  storms  that  I  am  w^ary  of,  but  the  dcceitl 

AptH  ii^f/k.-^To  air  my  room,  which  was  full  of  smoke^  I  have 
opened  the  window.  For  the  first  time  for  three  long  months, 
I  have  seen  a  cleat  sky,  and  the  se;a»  through  the  trees,  sparkling 
ta  the  moonHig^.:  I  am  so  delighted  that  I  am  going  to  write. 
Heavens!  how  beautiful  it  is  after  the  dark  and  narrow  streets 
of  Rome!  A  night  so  calm,  so  beautiful!  Ah,  if  he  were 
here!    - 

Do  you  take  that  for  love? 

One  can  not  sleefi  when  it  is  so  lovely! 

Coward^  weak  and  unworthy!  unworthy  of  the  least  of  my 
Aoughts;! 

Easter  Sunday ^  April  i6th, — I  don't  like  Naples.  .  At.  Rome 
the  bonses  ajre  dark  and  diciy,  bat  they  are  palaces  in  point  of 
architecture  and  antiquity;  .  At  Naplesy  everything  Is  equally 
dirty,  aofd  you  see  only  pasteboard  bouses  in  the  French  style. 

There,  all  the  Frenchmen  will  be  furious,  but  they  can  quiet 
down.  .  I  adinice  thcfft  add  love  them  more  than  any  other 
nation,  but  I  must  acknowledge  that  their  palaces  will  never 
sUtain  the  massive,  splendid,  and  graceful  majesty  of  the  Italian 
palaces^  especially  those  of  Rome  and  Florence*      ^ 
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Tuesday^  April  iZth, — At  noon  we  started  for  Pompeii.  We 
went  in  a  carriage,  for  the  road  is  excellent,  and  there  are 
Vesuvius  and  the  towns  of  Castellamare  aiid  Sorrento  to  be 
admired. 

The  guides  at  the  excavations  are  excellent  It  is  a  curious 
thing  to  wander  about  the  streets  of  this  dead  city. 

We  had  taken  a  chair  with  bearers,  and  mamma  and  I  took 
turns  in  resting. 

The  skeletons  are  frightful;  the  poor  things  are  in  shocking 
attitudes.  I  looked  at  the  remains  of  the  houses  and  the  fres- 
cos, and  tried  to  re-establish  the  whole  place  in  my  imagina- 
tion, and  to  re-people  the  houses  and  streets. 

What  a  terrible  force  must  it  have  been  thait  iengulfed  a 
whole  city! 

I  heard  mamma  speaking  of  marriage: 

"Woman  is  made  to  suflfer,"  she  said,  "even  with  the  best 
of  husbands.** 

^*  Woman  before  marriage,"  said  I,  "  is  Pompeii  before  the 
eruption;  and  woman  after  marriage  is  Pompeii  after  the 
eruption." 

Perhaps  I  was  right! 

I  am  very  tired,  nervous,  and  sad.  We  shall  not  return  until 
8  o'clock.  ''     ' 

Wednesday^  April  19M. — See  the  disadvantage  ofvmy  posi- 
tion. Pietro,  without  me,  has  his  club,  society,  his  friends, 
everything  in  a  word,  excepting  me;  while  I,  without  Pietro, 
have  nothing.  .         ; 

I  am  only  for  him  a  distraction.  He  was  for  me,  every- 
thing. He  made  me  forget  my  ambition  to  play  a  great  part 
in  the  world,  and  I  thought  only  of  him,  was  occupied  only 
with  him,  too  happy  to  escape  my  thoughts. 

Whatever  may  happen  to  me,  I  bequeath  my  journal  to  the 
public. 

All  the  books  that  we  read  are  inventions,  where  the  situa- 
tions are  forced  and  the  characters  false,  while  this  is  a  correct 
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photograph  of  a  whole  life.  Ah,  you  will  say  that  the  photo- 
graph is  a  bore,  while  the  inventions  are  amusing!  If  you  do 
say  that,  you  will  give  me  a  very  poor  idea  of  your  intelli- 
gence. 

I  offer  you  here  what  has  never  been  seen  before.  All 
memoirs,  all  journals,  all  letters  that  are  published  are  only 
highly-colored  inventions  destined  to  deceive  the  world. 

I  have  no  interest  in  practicing  deception.  I  have  no  politi- 
cal action  to  veil,  no  criminal  connection  to  conceal.  No  one 
is  uneasy  if  I  love  or  if  I  do  not  love,  if  I  laugh  or  if  I  cry. 
My  greatest  care  is  to  express  myself  as  exactiy  as  possible. 
I  have  no  illusions  in  regard  to  my  style  or  my  orthography. 
I  write  faultless  letters;  but  in  the  midst  of  this  ocean  of 
words,  I  doubtless  let  much  escape  my  attention.  I  make, 
besides,  mistakes  in  my  language.  I  am  a  foreigner.  But  if 
you  should  ask'  me  to  express  myself  in  my  own  tongue,  I 
should  perhaps  do  worse  still. 

But  it  was  not  to  say  all  this  that  I  opened  my  desk.  It  was 
to  say  that  it  is  not  yet  noon;  that  I  am  a  prey,  more  than 
ever,  to  my  tormenting  thoughti?;  that  there  is  an  oppression  in 
my  breast,  and  that  I  could  willingly  scream.  Besides,  that  is 
my  natural  state. 

The  sky  is  gray,  the  Chiaja  is  traversed  only  by  cabs  and 
dirty  pedestrians,  and  the  stupid  trees  planted  on  each  side 
shut  out  all  view  of  (he  sea.  At  Nice,  on  the  Promenade  des 
Anglais,  there  are  villas  on  one  side  and  on  the  other  the  sea, 
which  breaks  without  restraint  upon  the  pebbles.  Here,  there 
are  houses  on  one  side,  and  on  the  other  a  sort  of  garden,  which 
is  continued  along  the  street  which  separates  it  from  the  sea, 
from  which  it  is  itself  separated  by  a  rather  large  space  of 
barren  ground  covered  with  stones  and  various  buildings,  and 
offering  a  sad  spectacle  of  desolation. 

When  you  reach  the  square,  which  terminates  the  Ghiaj^  and 
which  is  planted  with  pretty  shrubs,  you  feel  much  better,'  and 
this  place  is  really  pretty.    Further  on,  you  enter  upon  the 
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quay;  to  the  left,  bouses;  to  the  right,  the  $ea,  but  the  sea, 
bounded  by  a  wall  with  a.  balustrade  aod  adc^iaed  with  oyster- 
seUecs  and  shellfi;  then  come  the  gates  of  the  port,  the  differ- 
ent buildings  of  the  navigation  companies,  and  the  port  itself; 
but  it  is  no  loager  the  sea^  aqly  a  dirty  place  crowded  with  a 
mass  of  ugly  thiug^. 

Cloudy  weather  always  jnakes  me  a  little  sad;  but  here» 
to-day,  it  absolutely  oppresses  me. 

Within,  the  death-lUce  silence  of  our  apartment;  outside, 
the  nerve-rackiug  npise  of  the  cabs  and  the  wagons  with  their 
little  bells,  the  gray  skies,  the  wind  rattling  the  blinds!  Ah^ 
I  am  rery  miserable,  aud  I  should  be  taken  oot  to  the  skies, 
nor  the  sea,  but  fx>  the  earth. 

/•  uiurf,  April  tis^^ — ^When  I  entered  the  sa/ojt,  this  xnprisiag, 
I  was  suffocated  by  the  odor  of  flowers.  The  room  was  liter- 
ally full  of  them.  There  were  flowers  from  Doenhoff^  from 
Altamura,  and  from  Torlonia.  Doenhoff  seot  a  table  form^ 
of  flowers,  which  replaced  the  usual  table;  but  it  was  pot  of 
this  that  I  wanted  to  speak; 

Listen:  Since  the  soul  exists;  since  it  is  the  soul  which  ani- 
mates the  body;  since  it  is  that,  vaporous  substance  which 
alone  feels,  loves,  hates,  desires;  since,  finally,  it  is  the  soul 
which  gives  us  life,  how  does  it  happien,  theii,  that  any  wopnd 
in  this  vile  body,  or  any  mternai:  disorder,  the  abuse  of  wine 
or  of  food — how  does  it  Imppien,  then,  that  such  things  fan  put 
the  soul  to  flight?  . 

I  can  make  a  wheel  go  round,  and  stop  it^hen  I  choose. 
That  stupid  wheel  can  not  stop  my  band.  In  the  same  way, 
the  soul,  which  sets  in  motion  the  various  portions  Of.  our 
body,  ought  not  to  be  driven  away,  it,  the  essence  of  reason, 
by  a  bole  in  the  head,  or  an  indigestion  caused  by  eating  loi>- 
ster.  It  ought  not  to  be,>bujt  it  is.  WbeiKie  the  conclnston 
must  jie  drawn  that  the  soul  is  a  pure  invention.  And  this 
ooflclusion  canses  the,  fall,  one  after  the  other,  like  the  $cenei» 
in  a  ttentre  fire,,  of  all  our  ikepeK  and  deftr<«t  beliefs* 
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SoMty  Monday^  April  2^th, — I  had  a  whole  day's  occurrences 
to -relate,  but  now  1  dan  not  remember  a  thing.  I  kriow  only 
that  we  met  A —  upon  the  Corso,  that  he  ran  up  to  the  car- 
riage, beaibiiig  and  jdyful,  and  that' he  asked  if  we  would  be  at 
home  in  the  evening.    We  would  bie,  alas! 

He  came,  and  I  went  td  the  sai(m^  and  began  to  talk  ^juite 
as  naturally  as  the  others.  He  told  me  that  he  had  been  four 
days  in  the  monastery,  attd  that  then  he  had  gone  into  the 
country.  He  is  noW  recQriciled  to  all  his  relations,  he  is  going 
to  go  into  society,  be  sensible,  and  think  of  his  future.  Finally, 
he  told  me  that  !  had  amUsed  myself  at  Naples,  flirted  as 
usual,  and  that  that  proved  that  I  did  not  love  him.  He  also 
told  me  that  he  had  seen  me  the  other  Sunday  near  the 
Monastery  of  San  Giovanni  and  Paolo.  And  to  prove  that  he 
was  speaking  the  truth,  he  told  me  how  I  was  dressed  and  all 
that  I  did,  and  I  must  acknowledgfe  that  his  statements  were 
correct. '  •  '      •        .     - 

*'  Do  you  love  me?"  he  asked  me  at  last. 

'*  And  you?"  •      ' 

"  Ah,  that  te  always  the  way  with  you,  you  always  mock  and 
laugh  at  me!" 

"Suppose  I  were  to  say  yes!*' 

He  is  entirely  changed;  one  would  say  that,  in  twenty  days, 
he  has  becothe  a  man  of  thirty.  His  whole  conversation. is 
different  and  hfe  has.  become  so  sensible  that  it  is  marvelous. 
He  seems  to  have  changed  places  with  a  Jesuit. 

"  Do  you  know,  I  play  the  hypocrite  now,  I  bow  before  my 
father,  I  always  agree  with  him,  I  am  wise,  and  I  think  of  my 
future."     -'     ■         ' 

To-morrow,  perhaps,  I  shall  be  able  to  tell  something;  but 
to-night,'*I-arn  too  stupid. 

Tuesday^  April  25M. — "  I  will  come  to-morrow,"  he  said,  as 
if  to  pacify  me,  "and  we  will  talk  of  all  this  seriously." 

"It  is  useless.  Monsieur,  I  know  now  how  much  faith  to  put 
in  your  wonderful  love.    You  need  not  come  again,"  I  added, 


120  JOURNAL   OF   MARIE    BASHltlRTSEFF.   ^ 

more  faintly.  "  You  have  vexed  me.  I  bid  you  good-bye  in 
anger  and  I  shall  not  sleep  to-night.  And  you  can  boast  of 
having  put  me  in  a  rage — ^go!" 

"But,  Mademoiselld',  how  odd  you  are!  I  will  talk  to  you 
to-morrow,  when  you  are  calmer." 

It  is  he  who  complains,  he  who  says  that  I  have  always 
refused  him,  always  laughed  at  him,  that  I  have  never 
loved  him.  I  should  have  said  the  same  in  his  place;  but, 
nevertheless,  I  find  him  very  dignified  and  self-possessed  for  a 
man  who  is  really  in  love. 

Now,  I  am  paid  in  my  own  coin,  so  I  am  never  going  to  say 
another  word  on  the  subject. 

Let  him  commence  it,  if  he  likes. 

It  seems  to  me  that  he  no  longer  loves  me. 

Good!  There  is  a  thought  which  rouses  me,  which  makes 
my  blood  boil  and  cold  shivers  run  down  my  back. 

I  like  this  much  better.  Oh,  yes,  at  least  I  am  furious, 
furious,  furious! 

It  rained  all  the  time,  and  a  servant  announced  Baron  Vis- 
conti,  who,  in  spite  of  his  years,  is  so  witty  and  charming. 
Suddenly,  while  discussing  the  Odescalchi  marriage,  they  spoke 
of  Pietro. 

"Ah,  Madame,  the  boy,  as  you  call  him,  is  not  a  match  to 
be  disdained,  for  the  poor  Cardinal  is  failing  rapidly,  which, 
one  of  these  days,  will  make  his  nephews  millionaires,  and 
consequently  Pietro  will  be  a  millionaire." 

"  Do  you  know,  Baron,  that  they  tell  me  the  boy  is  going  to 
enter  a  monastery?" 

"Oh,  no,  he  is  thinking  of  quite  another  thing,  I  assure 
you." 

Then  they  spoke  of  Rome,  and  I  said  how  fond  I  was  of  it, 
and  how  I  disliked  to  leave  it. 

"  Well,  remain  then." 

"  I  would  like  to." 

"  I  like  to  see  that  your  heart  loves  our  city." 
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''  Oh,  speaking  of  hearts,  have  you  seen  mine?  Look!" 
and  I  showed  him  a  silver  heart,  a  nun's  ornament. 

***  Do  you  know,"  I  added,  ^'  that  they  are  going  to  leave  me 
in  Rome,  in  a  convent?" 

"Oh,"  said  Visconti,  "I  hope  you  will  remain  here  in 
another  way  than  that,  we  shall  find  a  means.  /  will  find  a 
means,"  with  a  warm  pressure  of  my  hand. 

Mamma  was  radiant,  I  was  radiant,  it  was  quite  an  aurora 
borealis. 

In  the  evening,  contrary  to  all  expectation,  we  had  numer- 
ous callers,  among  others,  A — . 

The  company  sat  at  one  table,  and  I  with  Pietro  at  another. 
And  we  discussed  love  in  general,  and  Pietro*s  love  in  partic- 
ular. His  principles  are  deplorable;  or,  rather,  he  is  so  crazy 
that  he  has  no  principles  at  all.  He  spoke  so  lightly  of  his 
love  for  me,  that  I  did  not  know  what  to  think.  And  then, 
Ms  character  is  so  much  like  my  own,  that  it  is  extraordinary. 

I  don't  know  what  was  said,  but  at  the  end  of  five  minutes 
we  were  no  longer  quarreling;  all  was  explained,  and  we  had 
agreed  to  marry.  At  least,  he  had.  I  kept  silence  for  the 
most  part. 

**  Are  you  going  away  Thursday?" 

**  Yes,  and  you  will  forget  me." 

••Ah,  no,  indeed!    I  shall  go  to  Nice." 

«  When? " 

'^  As  soon  as  I  can.    At  present,  it  is  inipossible.'* 

"Why?    Tell  me;  tell  me  at  once! " 

•*  My  father  would  not  permit  me." 

**  But  you  have  only  to  tell  him  the  truth." 

"  Certainly,  I  shall  tell  him  that  I  am  going  there  on  your 
account;  that  I  love  you,  and  that  I  wish  to  marry  you,  but  I 
can  not  tell  him  now.  You  don't  know  my  father;  I  have  been 
forgiven^  but  I  don't  dare  to  ask  an3rthing  yet." 

"Tell  him  to-morrow." 

"  I  shouldn't  dare.    I  have  not  yet  gained  his  confidence. 
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Remember  that  he  has. not  spoken  to  me  for  three  yearp.    In 
a  month,  I  shall  be  ia  Nice/' 
Viai^jmondh, /shall ,ivot  fee, therek^i  ,..  ,  a     -^ 

"  Where  are  you  going? "  ...... 

"To  RiU^sia.    SO/I  shall  go^awayj  auid  yott  will  forged  tpe." 

"But  ia  fifteen  days  I  sfaaU  be  at  Nice,  attdjthen— rand  tbe» 
we  will  go  away  together*  I  love  you^.I  Jove  ypa!"  he 
repeated,  falUog  oa  bis  knee^*  ;    .  .     . 

"  Are  you  happy?  "  I  asked,  taking  his  head  in  my  hand^^ 

*^Oh,  yes,  b^auee  J  believe  ,i^  you,  I  beliey^  myopr.wojrd." 
"Come  to  Nice  now,"  I  said.       ..-:>;.;.:  ;   .    - 

^f  Where  there's  a  wilV  theye'^  ft  way," 
Thur9d(^yy4pril  ^7/^,-T-Ob,  my  God,  You  Who  have:  been. so 
good  up.  to  aow,  d^Jivpr  me  from  this,  I  implore  You, .     : 
And  God  h*s  deliverjed  wie,      :         > 
At  the  railw^  ^atioo,  I  walked  ,up.ftnd:  down  the  piatform 

with.rjthe  OtdinaSfeK)..  .'  :  i:./    . 

,"  I  Ipve  youJ  "  bCiqriedj  "and  I  rshall  always  love  (you,,  to  my 
mJsforCMne,  perhaps.!*  !     ?  j    :    f  ..  :  ;/     ./..  -.  .t  •. 

"  And  you  can  see  me  go  away  with  utter  indifferent?  *: 
"Oh,  don't  say  that!  Yow>  mii^tnojt.-speafcso;  you  don't 
know  what  I  have  suffered.  Besides,  I  knew  where  you  were, 
and  what  you  were  dt)iog.  Since  I  have  SQen  you,.!  am  .com- 
pletely changed,  be  sure  of  that;  but  you  have  always  treated 
me  as  something ^0;b6  de^pift^A  ^I  h4ve. committed  follies  in 
my  life,  and  so  has  evety  :one,  bqjt  that  is  nO;re^$on  for  treat- 
ing me  like  a  brainless  rascal   .  For  jyour  sake#  I'blw>$  bjDpken 

with  the  past;  foryiOPil  h^ve  endured:  eveiytWog;  for;ypu,  I 
hav#  linad^'tfeis  peac^  pith  i»x family*!*      .. .:  i    .  .  ... 

.    "Nptfor  i?j^,-Mpn«ieiiK'2  I  d^Q^t  fiee  whajt  I:h|^ye  tO:do  with 
thifiipea^.r  ■  •  .    .r  •  f:  ./.  '.'    •.-!..       ...  •■'.:.. 

"  Why,  it  was  done,  bec^juge.J  really  <:&r^d  for  you/\. .  : .  . 
"What?"  ;   '       ■    '       1       :   • 

"Yon  alway$  w^«t  ^  detailed  and  fiiath§n)4tie^l  expl^nc^ftion. 
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Certain  things  ought  to  beseen  at  a  gtence.-  Yoa  hare  made 
a  fool  of  me." 

"  That  is  BOt  trae/'  J 

"  Do  you  love  me?  *'       /         *    .  . .    :    .        i  .       . 

'<  Yes,  and  listen  to  this:  I  aih  mc  rn  the  habil  of  repeating 
things  twice;  Ivantto  be  behaved  at  once.  I  hat^  lidver 
said  to  anf  tnan  ithat  I  say  to  jKhii  •  I  ^m  vcArymvch  offeaded, 
for  my  words^  instead  of  b^ing  ttcefved  a&  a  favor,  ate  received 
in'  a  very  careless  aiid  crtticising  spirit  And  yoo  Uafie  to 
doubt  what  I  say?    Really,  Moif^^eur,  yott  go  too  far!" 

He  was  confused,  and  tried  to  excuse  hhnsf^fi  We  talked 
t^  little  aftef  tM».  .  .      •      1 

*♦  Will  you  write  to  Alt?"  heasfeed.     . 

"  No,  Monsieur,  I  can  not,  bdt  I  will  &\\6W  yoa  io  ^rite/* 

"Ah!  ah!  that  is  fifae  love!*'  hd  ^xdalmM. 

"Monsieur,"!  said,  gravely,  "don't  ask  toomucH^  It  is  a 
vtry  grieat  famor,  when  a  young  girl  permits  a  man  to  write  to 
her.  If  you  don't  know  that  fact,  I  will  teach  it  .to  you.  But 
we  must  enter  the  train,  so  don't  let  us  lose  time  in  VaW  dis- 
cussion.   You  liritt  write  tome?**  ■     '■ 

"Yes;  and,  in  spite  of  all  you  say,  I  feel  that  I  k>ve  you 
as  I  shall  never  love  again.     Do  you  love  me?  '    ;  j 

I  assented  with  a  motion  of  the  head. 

**  You  vrtll  lotdme' always?  ** ' 

I  answered  as  before.  .     . 

"  tJiitll  Wheb?  ^      ^  ^  '  ..  •  . 

"  Till  next  year/' 


«Nd!** 


'*Thert,  aJf^,  MAnsietirr  •  '■ 

And  without  giving  him  my  hafid,  1  fentefed  the  carriage, 
where  the  test  <rf  thi  party  afeeaidy  Wei^e.       •    •  -         .      • 

"You  have  not  shaken  hands  wlrti  me,**  skk!  A-^,' apptoaek- 
ingtbe'wittA>W.  .    '^  ^ 

I  held  out  my  hand. 
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"  I  love  you! "  he  said,  very  pale. 

**Au  revoi'r/**  said  I,  gently. 

**  Think  sometimes  of  me/'  he  said,  paling  still  more;  **  as 
for  me,  I  shall  do  nothing  but  think  of  you.*' 

"Yes,  Monsieur;  au  revoir** 

The  train  began  to  move,  and  for  some  moments  I  could  see 
him  gazing  upon  me  with  a  look  full  of  emotion;  then  he  took 
a  step  or  two  toward  the  door,  but,  as  I  was  still  visible,  he 
stopped  again  like  an  automaton,  j>ulled  bis  hat  down  over  his 
eyes,  took  another  step  forward— and  then,  then  we  were  too 
far  to  see  any  more, 

I  should  have  been  broken-hearted  to  leave  Rome,  to  which 
I  am  so  accustomed,  if  the  sight  of  the  moon,  at  about  4 
o'clock,  had  not  given  me  an  idea« 

**  Do  you  see  that  crescent? "  I  asked  Dina. 

"Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  Well,  that  crescent  will  be  a  very  beautiful  moon  in  eleven 
or  twelve  days.". 

"Doubtless." 

"  Have  you  seen  the  Coliseum  by  moonlight?  " 

"Yes." 

"  I  have  not."  i , 

"I  know  it." 

"  But  you  don't  know,  perhaps,  that  I  want  to  see  it" 

"  It  is  quite  possible." 

"  Yes,  and  this  means,  that  in  ten  or  twelve  days  I  shall  be 
back  in  Rome,  as  much  for  the  races  as  for  the  Coliseum." 

"Oh!"  . 

"  Yes,  I  shall  go  with  my  aurjt.  And  it  will  be  very  pleasant 
with  my  aunt,  without  you  and  mamma.  We  will  drive  about, 
and  I  shall  enjoy  myself  very  much." 

"  Well,"  said  mamma,  "  it  shall  be  so.  I  promise  you."  And 
she  kissed  me  on  both  cheeks. 

Friday^  April  28/^. — I  went  to  sleep  and  I  had  frightful 
nightmare  dreams. 
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At  1 1  o'clock,  I  lay  down  in  order  to  escape  the  sight  of 
the  olive  trees  and  the  red  soil,  and  at  i  we  arrived  at  the 
Nice  station,  to  the  great  delight  of  my  aunt,  who  was  await- 
ing us,  together  with  Mademoiselle  CoHgnon,  Sapogenikoff ,  etc. 

"  Do  you  know,"  I  called  to  them,  before  the  door3  were 
opened,  '^I  am  veiy  sorry  to  come  back  here,  but  1  could 
not  do  otherwise?" 

And  then  I  kissed  them  all  around. 

The  house  is  charmingly  furnished;  my  room  is  exquisite, 
all  upholstered  in  light-blue  satin.  When  I  opened  the  door 
of  the  balcony  and  looked  out  on  our  very  pretty  garden,  the 
Promenade,  and  the  sea,  I  could  not  help  saying  aloud: 

"It  can  not  be  denied  but  that  there  is  nothing  so  splendidly 
simple  and  so  adorably  poetic  as  Nice." 

Thursday^  May  4M. — The  real  season  for  Nice  is  the  month 
of  May.  It  is  beautiful  enough  to  turn  one's  head.  I  wan- 
dered out  into  the  garden  in  the  light  of  the  still  young  moon, 
and  listened  to  the  chirp  of  the  crickets  and  the  murmur  of 
the  waves  breaking  softly  on  the  sands. 

Naples  is  enormously  praised;  as  for  me,  I  am  sorry,  but  I 
prefer  Nice.  Here  the  sea  freely  bathes  the  shore,  while  in 
the  other  place,  it  is  hemmed  in  by  a  stupid  wall  with  a 
balustrade,  and  even  that  wretched  shore  is  obstructed  by 
shops,  boats,  and  filth. 

''Think  sometimes  of  me.  As  for  me,  I  shall  do  nothing 
but  think  of  you!" 

Pardon  him,  God,  he  did  not  know  what  he  was  saying!  I 
permit  him  to  write  to  me  and  he  has  not  availed  himself  of 
the  permission.  Will  he  even  send  the  promised  dispatch  to 
mamma? 

Friday^  May  t^th. — ^What  was  I  saying?  Oh,  yes,  that  there 
was  no  excuse  for  Fietro's  treatment  of  me.  I  can  not  under- 
stand indecision,  I  who  am  not  in  love. 

I  have  read  in  novels  that  a  man's  love  itself  often  makes 
him  appear  forgetful  and  indifferent. 
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I  wish  I  CQuid^  believe  the  aovels.  ' 

I  ^qi  ^le^py  .a^id  tir^,  .aoid,  in  thifi  state«  I  want  to  see 
Pi^tro.aiul  hear  him  &pe^  a£  lov^e.  -l*  xrould  like  to  ioiagine 
that  he  IB  h^re«.  I.  w<ould  14^  to  lose = mjrself  in- $i  pkasaol: 
dream..    The  rwlky  M^dangjerous.  , 

I  am  bored,  aad  ;^ben  I  am  bored,  I  become, very  gender'- 
hearted.  Oh,  when  will  this  life  of  wearino^,  4eoeit^  eovy, 
and  vexation  end? 

Whpn  ^aUJai'la^t  lire  tteJifc  I.  long  for?  Whea  married 
to  a  gteat  name,  *  gce^  f ort Ujcse, :  and  %  mw  who  i«  6yj»|>aihet ic, 
for  I  .am.not,^o,wefg^aary,;afty9tf.jtly«k>  Moreover,  if  I  am. 
not  so,  it  i$  .^hrojigh  egpiiwi,  '  .      •  i   .  i 

it  1  would  be  ftigWiil  to.  live  :Wttto  4  loaaja  that  yovi  detested, 
and  neither  wealth  nor  portion  ivould  l>e  any  •aousolatioiju 
AW  GodI  Holy /Virgin!    Protect  mef     . 
.  M^y.  6t^,'^Da  yau  know?  :  1  hav^ .  ^a  i  idea  -^  I ;  woijld '  be  . 
perfectly  delighliied  to.  see  iPi^tro. 

This  evening  I  g^ve.  a  .party,  -such. an  one: a»  has  not  been 
seen  for  years  in  the  Rue^e  Frani^e.  You  jwiow  that  there 
ejxi^iat  Nicea  cns4i(?^,o(  i^rn^  th  4/iyv  thait  is,  they  hang 
up  a  wreath  amd  a  lantern,  and  dance  underneath  ringing. 
Since  Nice  baa  been  i^reach,  this  cnatpm  haa  faUen;  mone  >ajid 
more  into  disuse,  and  yoM^  $ee  scarisely;  inor^  than  three  or 
four  lanterns  in  the  whole  town.  :  ..'      •. 

.  Wdl,;I  %29i^:i\itm  ^.russiino^  .1  called  lifcttot  jl/tdr*  the 
Rossigno  che  vola^  the  prettiest  and  most  popUjar«ong  iA  Hice, 
,  I  had  prepared  ibefoi^han.4  and  bung  in  the  jniddle  of  the 
sttT'eet  a;.  iUie^  '■  ^Iriiotnre-  .of  •  leave^^   floweriai, '  and  :  Venetiaa 
lantewi^.  ■.    :     ,-......:  i .!    /     .'■'.■- 

Triphon  (grandpapa's  servant)  was  charged  with  ai%a!iigiBg 
gnewo^  on  thegarde^i  wall,  laod  waa  oixlered  to  light  np  vthe 
soeae Jrom  time:  to  ijime  with  Bengal  £re.  TripbsH)  vast  not 
overjoyed.  All  these  splendoi]^  "were  accompanied  iby.a  harp, 
a  flute,  and  a  vdbbn,  and  w)3sbed  down  with  wine  fan ^btiodfiinee. 
Some  good  women  came  to  jmrite  us  to  their  tef^e^.  for  Olga 
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and  1  were  looking  at  the  scene  alone,  perched  upon  a  wooden 
ladder.  ' 

Tlie  otliers  went  to  a  neighbor's  terrace,  and  Olga,  Marie, 
Dina,  and  1  werit  ihto  the  middle  of  the  street,  calling  the 
dancers,  and  trying  with'success  to  givt;  Spirit  to  the  scene. 

I  sang  and  danded  with  all  the  rest,  to  the  delight  of  the 
good  people  of  Nice,  especially  the  pebple  of  the  neighbor- 
hood, who  all  knew  me  and  spoke  very  kindly  of  "  Mademoi- 
selle Mariei** 

As  I  could  not  do  anything  else,  1  tried  to  make  myself 
popular  and  that  pleased  niainraa;  She  did  not  care  for  the 
expense.  What  pleased  the  crowd*  especially  was,  that  1  san^, 
and  said  a  few  words  mpatdts.  '  ' 

While  I  was  on  the  ladder  witft  Olga,  who  was'  hanging  on 
to  my  skirts,  I  was  seized  with  a  desire  to  make  a  speech;  but 
I  prudently  refrained,  for  this  year  at  least. 

I  watched  the  dances  and  listened  to  the  cries;  in  the  dreamy 
state  i  often  fdll  iriio.  And  when  the  fireworks  ended  with  a 
magnificent  ^' sunburst/' we  all  went  home,  amidst  murmurs 
of  gratification. 

Sunday^.  May  7M.— One  finds  a  despairing  sort  6f  satisfac- 
tion in  despising,  with  reason,  the  whole  world.  At  least  one 
has  no  illusions.  If  Fietro  has  forgotten  me,  he  has  offered 
me  a  deadly  insult,  and  there  is  one  name  the  more  to  add  to 
the  list  of  those  to  whom  I  vow  hatred  and  vengeance. 

Such  as  it  is,  the  human  race  pleases  me;  I  like  it,  and  I 
form  a  part  of  it,  and  I  live  with  stU  these  people,  and  on 
them  depend  niy  fortune  and  my  happitiess. 

All  this  is  stupid.  But  in  this  world,  all  that  is  not  sad  is 
stupid,  and  all  that  is  not  stupid  is  sad. 

To-morrow  at  3  o'ctpck,  I  gO  to  Rome,  partly  to  distract 
myself,  and  piartly  to  show  A —  my  contempt,  if  I  can  find 
the  opportunity.  ^ 

Thursday y  May  iiM. — As  I  said  Tuesday  evening,  I  set  forth 
yesterday  at  2  o'cl66k  With  niy  aunt.  '  ' 
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It  is  a  terrible  proof  of  love  that  I  seem  to  be  giving 
Pietro. 

Well,  so  much  the  worse!  If  he  thinks  that  I  love  him,  if 
he  thinks  such  an  enormity  as  that,  he  is  only  a  fool! 

At  2  o'clock  we  reached  Rome,  I  jumped  into  a  cab,  my 
aunt  followed  me,  the  agent  of  the  H6tel  de  la  Ville  took  our 
papers,  and — and — I  am  in  Rome!  Heavens!  what  a  happiness! 

Our  luggage  will  not  arrive  until  to-morrow.  To  go  and 
see  the  return  from  the  races,  we  were  obliged  to  be  contented 
with  our  traveling  dresses.  However,  I  looked  very  well  in  my 
gray  costume  and  my  fur  hat.  I  took  my  aunt  to  the  Corso. 
(How  delightful  it  is  to  see  the  Corso  once  more  after  Nice! ) 

I  deafened  her  with  my  chattering  and  explanations,  for 
it  seemed  to  me  that  she  saw  nothing. 

There  was  a  sensation  as  I  passed  the  Caccia  Club.  The 
ffwnk  was  open-mouthed  with  astonishment,  then  he  took  off 
his  hat  and  smiled  to  the  ears. 

We  went  to  the  Villa  Borghese,  where  there  was  an  agricult- 
ural fair. 

We  went  through  the  exhibition  on  foot,  admired  the  flowers 
and  the  plants,  and  met  Zucchini.  There  were  many  people  there. 

Everyone  was  very  much  surprised  to  see  me  appear  for  the 
third  time.     I  am  very  well  known  in  Rome. 

Simonetti  came  up  to  us,  and  I  presented  him  to  Madame 
Romanoff,  and  tokl  him  that  it  was  by  a  marvelous  chance  that 
I  was  in  Rome.  ,        ,.  • 

I  made  a  sign  to  Pietro  to  come  to  me.  He  was  beaming, 
and  looked  at  me  with  eyes  which  showed  very  clearly  that  he 
took  everything  seriously. 

He  made  us  laugh  very  much,  telling  us  of  his  sojourn  in 
the  monastery.  He  had  consented,  he  said,  to  go  there  for 
four  daysy  and,  once  there,  they  kept  him  for  seventeen. 

"  Why  did  you  fib  about  it  and  say  that  you  had  been  at 
Terracina?" 

*' Because  I  was  ashamed  to  tell  the  truth." 
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"  Do  your  friends  at  the  club  know  it?" 

'^Yes.  At  first  I  said  that  I  had  been  at  Terracina,  then 
they  alluded  to  the  monastery,  and  I  ended  by  telling  every- 
thing^ and  then  I  laughtd,  afld  everybody  laughed.  Torlonia 
Was  furious." 

"Why?" 

'<  Because  I  had  not  told  him  all  about  ti  at  first;  because  I 
had  no  confidence  in  him." 

Then  he  told  how,  to  please  his  father,  he  had  pretended  to 
accidentally  let  fall  from  his  pocket  a  rosary,  to  have  it  believed 
that  he  always  carried- it.  I  loaded  him  with  jests  and  imper- 
tinent remarks,  which  t  must  confess  he  bore  with  a  very  good 
grace. 

Saturday,  May  i^th. — I  disguise  neither  my  sentjments  nor 
my  thoujghts,  and  I  have  not  the  strength  to  bear  anything  with 
dignity^  for  I  have  been  crying.  Even  while  1  write  I  can  hear 
the  patter  of  my  tears  falling  upon  the  paper,  big  tears,  which 
flow  with  no  difficulty  and  no  contortion  of  my  face.  I  laid 
down  upon  my  back  to  keep  them  in  my  head,  but  it  was  no  use. 

Instead  of  telling  what  makes  me  cry,  I  tell  how  I  cry.  And 
how  can  I  say  why?  I,  myself,  don't  know  anything.  "  What!" 
I  said  to  myself,  with  my' head  thrown  back  upon  the  sofa, 
''What!  is  it  really  thus?  Has  he  then  forgotten?"  Doubtless, 
since  he  carried  on  an  indifferent  conversation  mingled  with 
words  spoken  so  low  that  I  could  not  hear  them,  and,  finally, 
he  repeated  that  he  loved  me  only  when  near  me,  that  I 
was  ice,  that  he  would  go  to  America,  that  when  he  saw  me  he 
loved  me,  while  when  away  he  forgot  ifte. 

I,  in  the  driest  possible  maimer,  begged  him  to  speak  no 
more  to  me  on  that  subject. 

Ah!  I  can  not  write,  and  you  see,  yourself,  how  I  must  suffer 
and  bow  I  have  been  insulted. 


I  can  not  write!    And  yet  something  commands  me  to  do 
so.    UntiM  have  related  everything,  something  torments  me. 


I 
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I  chatted,  and  madeted>  f^^i»fjU.a«.,{qQUld  uptil  )f)f^lf-p^t  lo. 
IJlfn^Jfi^^ij^qanji^.  Sifnpni^tti  ^ijf^ot  ^way  ^ocop, i^d  wc^were 
left;^  qgmjpt^ny.of  thri^e^  i  T^'iiey  ^ppfeet  of  my  Jowrjaali.  |:hat,  is 
,t9i.,^fty,  :of  9^rt|ain..flq^t,K)n%  I  df^jis^  ii^  1^3^  A-r  ^SS9^V(^ 
to  read  him  something  in  regard  to  the  soul  and  Cq^.  iTh€^ 
I  went  into  the  antechamber  and  knelt  down  before*  iive;fi|inous 
^wbite  tiqx  W-8nd  \«||i^f  .l^f  w^nt|?d»  frbile.PietRheki  the  candle. 
But  then,  while  seeking,  I  came  acrQ^apa^ss^e^.W^i^^b.-had  a 
qo«aj?a99}i^ter9^|:  fpr  u^  I  i;ead,thcm,  aod  ftl)i&  )a§te4  ;nearly 
Ji^.ai^  I^QiW.   ..  ...  ..."     ,    0     -'    "^ 

:SQrt3  .qf-^pwiote^^^J)oi;t  bw^if^  M»P^  Jifi^a*  eigt^tef?n«  ir- ,  . 
I  listened  to  everything  he  said  with  a'  mingled  feeHn£  of 

.tarr9r.wd,j^i9Wfy! ';:.-.    ;.  ..  :  i     :r:  -'^      •      • 

•,  Jn.thft  fir^tpl^Qj^l^.S*?^       If^^k.of.iryl^pgnc^fic&phijl^d 
pij^;  if  he  sbou^ba.fpiii^^i^dei)  tQ  loyepie^h^  fro<i;}d  x^bej,:  I 

...  His  fapjkilyv^be  BrieiM|)V,ap4J^he,mw  terrify  i?ii5.  ,Ja>kpijbe 
9f.  wl>at  .bpKh,93.  tpld.-n^e^jof  t^ir  ,gpfl4q.efs,  J  sv(«  »wed  wit;h 
^l^m  injhe^rif^g:Qf  jtheu: en^rmpu*rtyrattay..  .  Yea,  tj^ey itenrify 
me,  and  his  ^wal^otbens  ^l^<x;  bijt  itf  n^atte/ ^  very.  HttJe  ^fter 
^U ; .  1  ^  {^tiU  jat  li|3^rty  to  a^q^t  or  fief  1*^  )i'i!?u  :::•:. 
; ,  .J(  tb^^^lf  hea,Y?R^t;X  Sifi^^H^tpyx^w^y^a;  yesterday  it 

.:W^j^Qrti^j?fi.to»^ite,.v/I.<;^i^^;iP^^^  n-  ■?.,.>•.. 

All  th^t  I  li^yj3^  l^^d  thi^ evening, t^mheponclu^tops  I;drftw 

rfrom  it,,^d  aU-tb^^^huig^.^at  b^ w ^bWPi&ned  bipf pre,  li^  heavy 

<i.n  my  br^iu, -  - A^  i^^y^cf^-yfaf^,  the  n^gpef  o£  sefjing.hinx  go 

away  this  evening;  it.ij^sp.i9^.rtl4c^ippcrpiwl:   l.felt;  agr^eat 

4esii;e,t9  gry  1^;,th^.^nce:f^in^ypf  |t,;^ndparl|apptWi^  loye^too. 

Then,  leaning  my  chin  in  my  le{t'^[^jd,.:^f^;:tb^Jeft  ^Ibqw 
gqipp0;rte4 t|y  4ny  ngbVb^nd„witbifftwn>qg.brp»t  ^uididijdain- 
ful  lip  I  commenced  to  refieqt  <ou  eveorytbii^i  p%,yrhf^  I 
wanted  and  especially  on  what  I  did  not  have. 
,,}..  Tben  I  bega?;^  to.  wr^c5^.aQ4.  feeling  an  ipresis^ibM:  fi^rp  to 
j^^wj,,  t  ^tpppe^.aA.instai)^  i^^d.tben  w&x%  oa^agfiql,  j      ,,;; 
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tVednetday/MayiTth, — I  tiad  a  great  deal  to  say  yesterday, 
but  it  is  overpowered  by  what  I  have  to  say  to-night. 

He  spoke  to  me  agam  of  his  love;  I  assured  Hitn'^hat  it  was 
useless,  for  my  relatives  would  never  consent. 

"They  would  be  right,**  he  said,  dreamily.  "  t  am  not  fit  to 
make  ^ny  one  happy.  I  told  my  mother  so,  I  spoke  of  you 
and  1  said:  f.She  is  so  religious  and  good,  arid  I  believe  in  noth- 
ing, and  am  only  a  wretch.*  Think,  I.  remained  seventeen  days 
in  the  monastery;  I  prayed,  I  meditated,  and  1  do  not  believe  in 
God;  religion  has  no  existence  for  me;  t  believe  in  nothing." 

I  looked  at  him  with  big,  frightened  eyes.  "  Vou  must 
believe,"!  said, taking  his* hand;  "you  riiust 'fefprm ' and  be 
good."  ... 

"It  is  impossible,  and  such  as  I  am  rip  one  c^n  love  me,  can 
they?"  ;        •  .     '.      , 

"Um-m-m."  .     ' 

"  I  am  very  unhappy.  You  can  never  form  any  idea  of  my 
position.  Appafently,  I  am  ongood'  terms  with  my  family,  but 
;  it  is  only  in  appearance.  "1  aetest  them  all,  my  father,'  my 
:  brothers,  even  my. mother;  I  am  linhiappy.  And  if  any  one 
I  should  ask.me.why,  I  woiildnl  know' what  to  say.  Oh,  the 
priests!"  he  cried,  shaking  his  fist,  grinding  his  teeth,  arid 
I  raising  to  heaven,  a  face  hideous  with  hatred.  "I'he  priests! 
'      if  you  knew  what  they  are!" 

It  was  five  minutes  before  he  became  calm. 

"  I  love  you,  However,  and  you  alone.  When  1  sta  with  you, 
I  art  happy.'*     '  i    .  .    ^ 

'^ProveltP*  '•' 

"How?"  "    "      .  •         • 

''dmetoNlce.^      •^^'  '^     '  '    '  ''''     '    ^ 

"You  drive  me  mad  when  you  say  that.  You  know  very 
well  that  I  can  not."  ,  .      ,  .  »  1    - 

«Svhy  not?""      '      ^'"'"  '-'      "    '  •    •  '     y  •  •     • 

"Because  my  father  does  not  want  me  to  go  to  Nice,. an^  he 
won't  give  me  any  money." 


I 
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^'I  understand  that,  but  if  you  told  him  why  you  wish 
to  go?" 

'*  He  would  not  consent  even  then.  I  have  spoken  to  my 
mother  and  she  does  not  believe  me.  They  are  so  accustomed 
to  my  bad  conduct  that  they  have  no  confidence  in  me  any- 
more/' 

"  You  must  turn  over  a  new  leaf.    You  must  come  to  Nice.** 

**  But  what  for,  if  I  shall  be  refused,  as  you  say?" 

"  I  did  not  say  refused  by  me." 

*' That  would  be  too  much,"  he  said^  drawing  close  to  me, 
**  that  would  be  a  dream." . 

*^  But  it  would  be  a  beautiful  dream,  would  it  not?"  . 

"  Oh,  yes!" 

"  Then  you  will  ask  your  father?" 

''  Certainly;  but  he  does  not  wish  me  to  marry.  No,  I  say 
that  for  these  things  the  confessors  must  speak  to  him." 

"  Well,  make  them  speak." 

"Good  heavens!  do  you  say  that?** 

"  Yes;  you  understand  that  it  is  not  you  I  care  for,  but  I 
wish  a  consolation  for  my  wounded  pride." 

*'  I  am  a  wretch,  and  accursed  in  this  world." 

It  is  useless,  impossible  to  follow  the  hundreds  of  sentences 
spoken.  I  will  simply  say  that  he  repeated  a  hundred  times 
that  he  loved  me,  in  a  voice  so  gentle  and  with  eyes  so  suppli- 
cating that,  of  my  own  free  will,  I  came  close  to  him  and  we 
spoke  like  good  friends  of  a  multitude  of  things.  I  assured 
him  that  there  was  a  God  in  heaven,  and  happiness  upon 
earth.  I  wished  him  to  believe  in  God;  to  see  Him  through 
my  eyes,  and  to  pray  to  Him  through  my  voice. 

"  Then,"  said  I,  at  last,  drawing  away,  **  it  is  finished.  Fare- 
well" 
^    "I  love  you." 

"  And  I  believe  you,"  I  said,  pressing  both  his  hands^  ^'  and 
I  pity  you!** 

"  Will  you  never  love  mc?" 
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"  When  you  arc  freie." 

"  When  I  am  dead/' 
I  can  not  now,  for  I  pity  you  and  look  down  on  you.    It 
they  should  tell  you  not  to  love  me,  you  would  obey.' 

"  Perhaps.' 

"  It  is  frightful!' 
I  love  you/' he  said,  for  the  hundredth  time,  and  he  turned 
away  in  tears.  I  approached  the  table  where  my  aunt  was 
and  said  to  her,  in  Russian,  that  the  monk  had  paid  me  com* 
pliments  which  I  would  tell  her  to-morrow. 

He  came  back  again  and  I  said  farewell  to  him. 

"No,  not  farewell." 

"Yes,  yes,  yes!  Farewell,  Monsieur;  I  have  loved  you  up 
to  this  conversation."  (1881. — /  never  laved  him^  it  was  ail  the 
effect  of  a  romauik  imagination  in  search  of  romance,) 

**  Ah,  so  much  the  worse!  I  have  said  it,  I  loved  you,  but  I 
was  wrong,  and  I  know  it." 

**  But"— he  began. 

"Farewell." 

"  You  no  longer  intend  to  go  to  Tivoli  on  horseback  to-mor- 
row, then?" 

And  It  is  not  fatigue  that  makes  you  give  it  up?" 

No!    Fatigue  is  only  a  pretext,  I  no  longer  wish  to  go." 

"  No!    It  is  not  possible!"  he  said,  holding  my  hands. 

**  Au  revoir.** 

"  You  told  me  to  speak  to  my  father,  and  to  come  to  Nice?" 
said  A — ,  upon  the  staircase^  before  going. 

"Yes." 

"  I  will  do  so,  and  I  will  come,  cost  what  it  may,  I  swear 
to  you." 

And  he  went  away. 

For  the  last  three  days  I  have  had  a  new  idea,  and  that  is 
that  I  am  going  to  die.  I  cough  and  I  complaih.  The  day 
before  yesterday  I  was  seated  in  the  salon  at  2  o'clock  in  the 
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morning,  and  my  aunt  prayed  me  to  gp  to  ?leep;  but  I  did  not 
move,  saying  that  I  was  going  to  die. 

,  J  "AW!*  §.aid  my  aunt,  "  if  you  go  gn  ^  you  have  been,  t  have 
no  doubt  but  that  you  will  die/* 

"And  so  much  the  better  for  you.  You  will  hav^  less 
expense  and  you  won't  have  to  pay  so  muqh.tQ  L^ferridre." 
And,  with  ^  parpacysm  o^  coughing^  I .  threw  myself  bac^  on 
tjiie  sofei  tp  the  great  alarm  qi  my  ?iuht,  wfto  f ari  away'  to  make 
nji?  believe  th^t  she  was  angry.  \\  ' 

Friday,  May  19M.— My  aunt  went  to  tne  Vatican,  and  I,  njot 
being  able  to  be  with  Pietro,  preferred  to  remain  alone.  ,  He 
would  come  about  s  o'clock,  and  I  wanted  so  much  to  have 
np^  aun^  stiU  absei^t,  I  wanted ■  hiui  to  find  me  alone,  aaif  by 
.accident,  .of  cpvirse,  for  I  cai\  not  shqw  him  any  more  £hat  I 
seek  him* 

J^apg  and  it  g^v^  me  a  pain  in  the  chest, 

I  posing  as  a  martyr!     It  is  too  silly,  ... 

My  hair  was  arranged  like  that  of  the  (iapitolihe  Venus,  and 
I  was  in  white,  like  Beatrice,  with  a  string  of  bead^  and  ap^ari 
qi:pss^round.myneck.  ..,..    .     ^   ^..  i,    .,,  • 

Whatever  anyone  may  say,  th^re  is  in  man  a  certain  need  of 
idolatry,  of  material  sensations.  God,  in  His  simple  gjrandeur, 
does  not  suffice,  We  need  images  to  look  at^^ftnd  crpsses  tp  kiss. 

Y9gtei:d^y  evening,  I  counted  the  beads  of  my  ros^ry^  "^There 
are  sixty,,  and  I. prostrated  mjself  iix^y  times,  each^  time  strik- 
ing my  forehead  kgainst  the  floor.  I  was  all  but  of  breath, 
but  it  seemed  to  me  that  I. had  performed  a,n  action  agreeable 
to  God.     It  was  doubtless  absurd,  but  the  intention  was.  gpod. 

Does  God  take  the  intention  into  account?      '       .'. 

Ah!  but  I  h#iv^,tbe  {»Icw  Testament.    I  will  read  it. 

•  ■ 

Not  being  able  to  find  the  Holy  Book,  I  read  Dums^sV    it  Is 

^Q^ tbo^same thing, .  _  ^^.   ..,^ .  .  ..  :     /.  ;  ,"  .;  V; . 

,,,  :^y  5^nt  ^returned  ^  ^  o'clock,  aiyl  at  ^he  ,end  of  five  mi|i- 
Utes  I  bad  artfillly  persuaded  her  to  go  and  see  thfe  Church  of 
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Santa  M^ia  llltaggiore.  It  was'  half-past  4j  ^^^'  t  was 
afraid  I  had  made  a  mistake  in  sending  htf  ^i^y  titfote  $^ 
for  I  was  afraid  that  she  would  rfetUtti  tod  soon.     *     * 

When  Count  A—  wa&  announced  1  was  still ;^l0he,  fot  my 
aunt  decided  to  visit  the  Pantheon,  as  well  as  J^anta  tlt^thL 
Maggiore.  My  heart  beat  so  strongly  that  I  feared  it  COiiltl  be 
heard,  as  thej^  say  in  hovels.  '  .    ..    • 

H^  sat  down  beside  me  and  began  by  tairingmy  hattid,  which 
I  immediately  >vith'dre^.  Then  ht  totd  ttit  that  fie*  loved 'hifc.' 
I  repulsed  him,  smiling  politely.  •  ' 

'*My  aunt  wijl  be  back  soon,"  4; said,  *'tiaVe  t>attente.*"  * 
*a  have  S6  many 'thirtgs  to  ten  ydu/*  •'  ^  * 

^^fteallyr*'  •  '•       -  .        ;    ..^   ..  i   .;   •    . 

»*  But  yoiit  aunt  wilt  retutn.'^' 

"Thenhurryr'"  ■  ' 

"  These  are  serious  things." 

"Indeed!"   ^'     '  '  '  /     '^  * 

"  In  the  first  place,  you  were  wrong  to  write  all  those  thlfigs 
01  me. 

"Don't  speak  of  that,  Monsleiii';'!  irsum  3^u  t!iat"I  am 
very  nervous;  aind  it  Will  be  w6ll  for  you  to'^Jieak  simply,  or 
to  say  npthing."  •  ■*       '      '-''     '  '' '    •  ^  '  •:•.♦••.'»  .' 

"Listen!  .  I  1iav6  spoken  to  niy'hiothtf,  aiixl  ii/  mothefr  has 
spoken  to  my  father.**     '  *   '         •'   '        '    *     ' 

"Well?"-  •     •   ■  •:-.=  ■•      •  :•  :i 

"  I  have  done  right,'  have  I  nbt'r • 

"  It  does  not  concern  me.  What  you  haV^  dotlfe,  yon  dRd 
for  yourself." 

"You  do  not  love  me."  '  ''  "  '     '        '•   ' 

"  No." 

"  And  I  love  you  madly. 

"So  much  the  worse  foi"  you,**  s4id  I, ^ihlllng,  iiid  altoWing 
him  to  take  my  hands.  '•  * 

''Mo,  listen;**  hfesaid,''  let  u«^'sf56akisefidusly;  '^ba  are  Wver 
serious.  I  love  you.  I  have  spoken  to  my  mothet-.'ftiStiiy^ilriFc/' 


I        V     ' 
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"  At  last!"  I  thought  to  myself,  but  I  said  nothing.. 

«  Well?"  he  asked. 

"  Well?"  I  answered,  with  a  smile. 

"You  knpw:,"  he  said,  encouraged,  "that  someone  must 
raanage  it  all.*' 

"What?" 

"  Yes.  I  can  not  do  it  myself.  Some  one  must  take  charge 
of  it,  some  dignified,  respectable,  serious  man,  who  will  speak 
to  my  father,  and,  in  a  word,  arrange  everything.  Who  shall 
it  ber 

"  Visconti,'*  I  said^  laughing. 

"Yes,"  said  he,  very  seriously.  "I  have  thought  of  Vis- 
conti,  he  is  just  the  man.  He  is  so  old  that .  hie  is  no 
longer  good  for  anything  except  to  play  Mercury.  But,*'  he 
added,  "  I  am  not  rich,  not  rich  at  all.  Ah,  I  wish  I  were 
a  hunchback  and  had  millions!" 

"  It  would  not  advance  you  any  in  my  favor,  if  you  had 
millions/'     . 

"Oh!    Oh!    Oh!" 

"  I  think  that  th^^t  is  ^n  insult,"  said  I,  rising. 

"No,  I  was  not  thinking  of  you;  you  are  an  exception." 

"  Then,  don't  speak  to  me  of  money/' 

"  Heavens!  how  touchy  you  are!  One  can  never  understand 
what  you  want.    Consent,  consent  to  be  my  wife!" 

He  tried  to  kiss  my  hand,  but  I  presented  to  him  the  6rpss 
of  my  rosary,  which  he  kissed.;  then,  raising  bis  head,  and  look- 
ing at  me,  he  said:   . 

"  How  religious  you  are!" 

"  And  you  believe  in  nothing." 

"  I — I  love  you.    Do  you  love  me?" 

"  I  don't  say  such  things." 

"  Then,  fpr  heaven's  sake,  at  least,  show  it  to  me  in  some 
way." 
.   After  an  instant's  hesitation,  I  held  out  my  hand  to  him. 

"You  consent?" 
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"  Gently,"  i  said,  rising;  "  yoii  siee  that  there  are  my  fathei 
and  my  grandfather,  who  will  strongly  oppose  my  marriage 
with  a  Cathfoiic." 

"Oh,  that  is  still  in  the  way,  is  it?" 

"  Yes,  that  is  still  in  the  way." 

He  took  me  by  the  arm,  and  placed  me  beside  him  before 
the  glass.     We  made  a  very  handsome  couple. 

**  We  will  put  Viscont!  in  chairge,"^  said  A — . 

"Yes." 

"  He  is  the  right  man.  But,  as  we  are  young  to  marry,  do 
you  think  that  we  shall  be  happy?" 

"In  the  first  place,  my  consent  is  necessary.'* 

"Certainly.   Well,  then,*// you  consent,  shall  we  be  happy?" 

"//■  I  consent,  I  swear  by  all  that  is  holy  that  there  will 
not  be  a  man  in  the  world  happier  than  you." 

"  Then  we  will  be  married.    Be  my  wife." 

I  smiled. 

"Ah!"  he  cried,  dancing  about  the  room,  **how  happy  T 
shall  be!     How  odd  it  will  be  when  we  have  children!" 

"You  are  mad,  >Jonsieur!" 

"Yes,  with  love."  *  ^^ 

At  this  moment,  the  sound  of  voices  was  heard .  on  the  stair- 
case. I  sat  down  quietly  and  awaited  my  aunt,  who  entered 
the  room  immediately  afterward. 

There  was  a  great  weight  lifted  from  my  heart.  I  was  very 
jg;ay  and  A-^  was  in  the  seventh  heaven. 

I  was  at  peace  and  happy,  but  I  had  very  many  things  to 
say  and  to  hear. 

Excepting  our  apartment,  all  the  rest  of  the  h6tel  is  empty. 
In  the  evening,  we  took  a  candle  and  wandered  about  all  the 
immense  apartments,  perfumed  still  with  the  ancient  grandeur 
of  Italian  palaces;  but  my  atint  was  with  Us.  I  did  not  know 
what  to  do! 

We  stopped  more  than  half  an  hour  in  a  large  yellow  salotiy 
and  Ptetro  imitated'  the  Cardinal,  his  father,  and  his  brothers. 
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My  aunt  amuse4  h^self  by  making  Pi^trq  jHrritQ  nonsense 

in  Russian. 

'''•'.        "  '  ■    *  i.        ' '  •  -    ■        ■  * '  . .   .  ■  .    ■ 

"Copy  "that,"  I  saidj  taking  a  book  and  writing  upon. the 
first  page. 

"Whatr 
■  "Read.;'  .  .-    .    :  ;     ... 

i  pointed  out  the  fQllowingtea  i^rordsr. 

"  Go  away  at  mi^nigh}:;  •  J  ^il|  j^peak  to.  you  b^lQV." , 

"  Do  you  understand?"    I  asked,  rubbing  it  out. 

"  Yes  " 

From  that  time  I  was  both  felievod  ^nd  §;pg.u.l^rly.,ua^y. 
Pietro  kept  looking  ^%  the  clock  everj;  mo^pf^pt;,  .^d  I  feared 
that  my  aunt.  ^qula\uiid^rst^n4  th^  jeasQ^i  pf  it*  As.  if.  she 
qould  h^vp.  gu?is^^dj  Qn}y  guilty  jpon^ci^nce^  have  such 
fears.  . 

At  midnight,  he /r<3i$9,  and  s^id  gpocj-tug^m  tP  me,  $i,qwqeaing 
my  hand  hard  as  he  did  so.  :   .     :.  i 

"  Gqod-nigjit,, Mppsjeur,"  s^id  J.    ,.  :   .  •,  . 

Our  eyesi  m^t,  an^  SQm^ehpw  Pf  Ptber,  tbe^e  ^eaoied  t;o  b^  a 
flash  of  light.  ..     /    :     .,  ,. 

"  Well,  aunt,  we  leave  to-morrow  early.  X  will  shut  your 
door,  so  that  I  ^h^H  npt  di^turt:}  ypi;  by  writing,  ^^4  ^  .wil^  go 
tob^d  soon."  .       . 

"You  promise?"  ;  ..,,. 

"Certainly."      .   ...  .       ..•''.'.'.'  '.  . '  .  '   - 

I  shut  my  aunt's  dopr,  ftPfJ,  after, ?t  glaiice  i^  the  iglass,  I 
descended  thQ  stg.|j:,s,  an4  ^^^9,  gUdf^dliJfiP  a  s^^a4ow  ^^9^^  ^be 
half-open  door. 

"  When  on^  ipves,  pr^p  is  ^lent  a?^d  yi^t  ^&  ^p  tr^ucU,    l^  at 

least,  loye  you  r  h^  njurmure^.       . 

I  was  amq$in^  myself  by  acting .  a  §pene  froRi .  ^  roroancq, 
and,  iijvpluntafiiy,.!  thought  of  Puma?.  >., 

"I  am  going  away  to-morrow.  We  must  have  a  sefip^^ 
talk,  and  I  yf^  forgetting.Jti". 

" It  k  iippo^sible  tp.  tljiink  cjf .  j^pythjnj^ povn."       ,  ■  ; .  ! 
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"Come,"  said  I,  closing  the  door,  so  that  there  was  dtily  a 
feeble  ray  of  light  left. 

Ahd  I  feat  down  ub6ti  tti6  last  Step  of  the  llttW  staltdase 
which  was  at  the  end  of  the  pcissage. 

He  knelt  down  beside  me. 

Every  moment  1  thought  1  heard  some  orte  coming,  and  I 
held  my  breath  and  trembled  at  fevery  drop  of  raifl  that  beat 
against  the  windows. 

"  It  is  nothing,"  said  my  impatient  tover. 

"It  IS  easy  for  you.  Monsieur.     It  any  one  shbuld  cdme, 
you  would  be  flattered  by  it,  while  I  should  be  ruined." 
^'WitH  my  head  tjient  down,  I  glanced  kt  him  from  Under 'my 

lids.'  ■•         \  .       /  ''  '"' 

"With  me?"  he  said,  misutlderstanding  the  meatilng  Of  my 

words,  "With  me?    I  love  you  too  much;  you  are  safe/* 
I  held  out  my  haild  to  him  when  I  heard  these  noble  Words. 
"  Have  I  not  always  behaved  properly  arid  respectfully?" 
/*0h,  no,  not  always.     Once  you  even  wished  to  kiss  me." 
"Don't  speak  of  that,  please.      Oh,  I  have  asked  you  so 

many  times  to  forgive  me!     Be  good;  forgive  nae!*' 
"  1  have  forgiven  youV*  I  said,  gently.  • 

I  felt  so  contented.    Is  this,  I  thought,  the  way  one  feels 

when  one  is  in  love?    Is  it  serious?    It  seethed  to  me  that  he 

could  not  be  in  earnest^  he  was  so  preternaturally  grave  and 

tender. 

I  lowered  my  eyes  before  the  extraordinary  brilliancy  of  his. 

"But  see,  again  we  have  forgotten  to  talk  of  our  plans;'  w^ 
must  he  serious  and  talk." 

"  Yes,  let  us  talk." 

"In  the  first  place,  what  can  we  do,  since  yoii  are  going 
away  to-faiorrow?    Do  not  go,  f  implore  you,  do  not  go!'* 

"  I  must;  my  aunt — "  ' 

"  She  is  so  kind!    Oh,  stay!" 

**She  is  kind,  but  she  will  not  consent.  So,  good-bye — per- 
haps forever." 


140  JOURNAL   OF   MARIE    BASHKIRTSEFP. 

"  No,  no,  you  have  consented  to  be  my  wife!" 

"  When?" 

**  Tpward  the  end  of  the  month  I  shall  go  to  Nice.  •  If  you 
would  consent  to  let  me  borrow  some  money  from  someone, 
I  would  go  to-morrow.** 

.  *'  No,  I  do  not  wish  it;  I  would  not  see  you  in  that  case." 

.''But  yo^  can  not  prevent  me  from  taking  a  pleasure  trip  to 
Nicer 

"Yes,  yes,  yes,  I  forbid  you!" 

"  Then  I  must  ^ait  until  my  father  gives  me  some  money." 

''  I  hope  that  he  will  be  reasonable." 

'M^e  is  not  opposed  to  our  marriage,  my  mother  has  spoJcen 
to  him;  but  suppose  he  does  not  give  me  any  money?  You 
know.how  miserably  dependent  upon  him  I  ani." 

"Demand  the  money!" 

"Advise  me,  you  who  reason  like  a  book,  who  speak  of  the 
soul,  and  of  God;  advise  me." 

"  Pray  to  God,"  I  said,  presenting  my  cross,  and  ready  to 
laugh  if  he  ridiculed  n^y  advice,  or  to  keep  my  look  of  gravity 
if  he  took  it  seriously. 

He  looked  in  my  impassive  face,  placed  the  cross  against 
his  forehead,  and  bowed  his  head  in  prayer. 

"  I  have  prayed,"  he  said. 

"Really?"  ' 

"  Really.  But  let  us  continue.  So  we  will  put  the  whole 
matter  in  the.  hands  of  Baron  V — ."      . 

"Very  well." 

1  said:  Very  well,  and  I  thought:  Conditionallv. 

"But,"  I  added,  "  it  can  not  be  arranged  immediately." 

"  In  two  months?" 

"  Are  you  jesting?"  I  asked,  as  if  it  were  the  most  impossible 
thing  in  the  world. 

"  In  six,  then>" 

"  No." 

"In  a  year?" 
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"Yes,  in  a  year — you  will  wait?" 

"  If  necessary,  and  provided  that  I  can  see  you  every  day." 

**Come  to  Nice,  for,  in  a  month,  I  am  going  to  Russia." 

"  I  will  follow  you." 

«That  can  not  be." 

"Why  not?" 

"My  mother  would  not  allow  ft." 

'*  No  one  can  prevent  me  from  traveling." 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense." 

"But  how  Hove  you!" 

I  leant  toward  him,  in  order  not  to  lose  a  single  one  of  his 
words. 

"I  will  love  you  always,"  he  said;  "Be  my  wife." 

We  then  talked  loving  nonsense,  nonsense  which  becomes, 
divine,  if  one  really  loves. 

"  Yes,  truly,"  he  said,  "  it  would  be  beautiful  to  pass  our 
lives  together — ^yes,  to  pass  my  life  with  you,  always  with  you, 
at  your  feet,  adoring  3rou.  We  will  grow  old  together,  old  as  tlie 
hijls,  and  we  will  love  edch  other  always.  Yes,  yes,  yes — dear!" 

He  found  no  other  words;  but  these,  so  commonplace, 
became,  in  his  mouth,  a  carets. '  ' 

He  looked  at  me  with  his.h^nds  clasped  together.  Then 
we  spoke  sensibly  awhile;  and  then  he  threw  himself  at  my 
feet,  and  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  stifled  with  emotion,  that  I 
could  not  love  him  as  he  loved  me,  that  it  was  impossible! 

He  proposed  that  we  should  tell  each  other  our  secrets. 

"  Oh,  yours,  Monsieur,  do  not  interest  me!" 

"  Tell  me  how  many  times  you  have  been  in  tove»  Made- 
moiselle."   -    ==         •-•'•^  ^   -  ^ 

"Once." 

"With  whom?" 

"A  man  whom  I  did  not  know,  whom  I  had  seen  a  dozen 
times  perhaps  in  the  street,  and  who  did  not  know  that  I  was 
in  existence.  I  was  twelve  yes^rs  old  then,  and  I  liever  spoke 
to  him." 
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"This  is  a  fairy-tale." 
.    "Jt.ig  the  truth." 

"Why, it  }s  a.rpmance,  a  fantasy;  it  is  impossibli?;.it^is  a 
shadow!"  ,  i 

"Yes,  but  I  do  not  feel  ashamed  that  I  lo,Yed  him»  or  that 
he  became  to  me  a  sort  of  divinity.  I  can  compare  him  to  no 
one,  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  .tbc^re .  ii^.  no  Qpe  WQrtbX  V^  ^ 
compared  to  him.' 

"  Where  is  he  now?' 

"  I  don't  even  know.    He  married,  and  bd.liye^  far  awajf.' 

"What  nonsepse!"  i 

And  my  absurd  Pietro  looked  somewhat  disdainful  an4 
incredulous.  .-   .  ,  . 

"  But  it  is  true:  I  love  you  now,  but  in  quit^, a  4iffwn^  way." 

"I  give  you  all  my  heart,  apd  you  g^ive,  me  9^;llyh^^f  o^ 
yours/*  he  said. 

"pon*t  ask  toQ.  niugb^  awi  be  satisfied  with  what  you 


"       t  ... 


receive." 


.  "  But  this  IS  n6t  all?    Isn't  tbefp  somethipg  else?"  ; 

"That  IS  all."  '    •       :        ^ 

"Pardon  me,  and  allow  me  not  to  believe  you  this  time." 
(Notice  his  depravity,)    ,^        •  v   'lir.  k   ■    •     .    ^       • 

"You  must  believe  the, trutn." 

i-  I    .•   •  •  •      , .       *  J    I  •       .  >  ^  .    .    < 
.    ,     can  npt. 

"$o,much  the  worse.for.you!"  I  exQW^^ 

"  It  IS  beyond  my  .copapreheosion,^":  hp  ^dw ;  .  > 

"That  is  becau£^  yojiar^  yeVy  depraved-"    , 

."perhaps.'':    _t        \',  .'.,,       .„'^.  ..     

^  "Don't  you  believe  that  I  have  never  permitted  anjfO»ctO 
kiss  my  hand?" 

"Pardon  me,  but  I  do  not."  .    ...         > .. 

."Sit  doTujn  b^^id^.jnp;:  I  ^aid^"le^  us:  t^k,.^nd  \p^  me 

everything."  '  ,  .     / 

.   He  tol^.  01^  ^l^:^^^  ^^  \>^^A  said  to  l^un,  an4  all  Ue: )^^^^ 
himself.  -j     . 
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"  You  will  not  be  angry,**  he  said. 

"I  shall  be  angry  only  if  you  conceal  anything  frpm  me." 

"WeU,  you  understand  that  my  family  is  very  well  ki\own 
here.** 

"  Yes." 

"And  you  are  strangers  in  Rome." 

"Welir 

"Well,  my  mother  has  written  to  several  people  in  pai-fe." 

"  That  is  quite  nai^ural;  and,  what  do  they  s^y  of  me?" 

"  Nothing  yet;  but  they  can  say  what  they  lil;e,  I  shall 
always  love  ypu."    ;  .     . 

"  I  have  no  need  bt  indulgence/* 

"  Now>"  he  said,  "  there  is  religion." 

«  Yes,  rejigioa.'-"      .  '.   '  . 

"Oh,**  he  said,  in  the  calmest  manner,  possible,  "become 
a  Catholic.*' 

I  cut  him  short  with,  a  few  v^^y  sru^re  words. 

"  Do  you  want  nu  to  change  my  religion,  then?"  exqlai^ned 
A~. 

"  No.     If  you  should  do  that,  t  should  despise  you.** 

As  a  mattQi'  of,  ^act^  J  sho^ld^have  been  ^is^leaspd  only  on 
account  of  the  Cardinal.  '   . 

"How  I  love  you!  How  beautifiit  you  ?ire!  How  happy  we 
shall  be!"  .  * 

My  oqly  answer  w^is  to  ^ke  hi^  head  in  my  hands  and  kiss 
him  on  the  forehead,  tbe.fq^es,  the  hair.   .'  . 

I  did  Jt.piore  for  hi«.3ake  than  by  o^jrn.  '  ' 

"Marie!   Marie!"  cried  my  aunt,  from  ^bove. 

"  What  is  it?*'  I  ask^dy  c^lnalyj  putting  my  Jiead  through  the 
door  .of  the,  AJ?.aJtq:ien^,  ^9  that  my  voice  should  appear  \o  come 
f rom  ipy  f  oom. 

*'  It  is  2  o'clock)  you  must  go  to  sleep!*' 

"I  will."      *  '  '    •  ■■    '■  -   >'.  .     j-^ 

.  "Are  ypttuodjres^ed?"  .  ?  .        .... 

"Yes;  let  me  write.' 
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"Go  to  bed!" 
"Yes,jes." 

I  went  down  again  and  found  the  place  empty;  the  poor  fel« 
low  had  hidden  himself  under  the  staircase. 

t  c 

"  Now,"  he  said,  resuming  his  place,  "  let  us  talk  of    the 
future." 
**  Go  on." 
"  Where  shall  we  live?    Do  you  like  Roi^ie?" 

*<Ves:"    '       '     '■■■'-''   '  :  \  ■       '    .^ ; 

"  Then  we  will  live  in  Rome;  biit  not  with  my  family,  but  by 
ourselves."  . 

"  Of  course,  by  ourselves.  In  the  first  .place,  mamma  would 
not  permit  me  to  live  with  my  husband's, family." 

"  She  is  quite  right.  And  then,  my  family  has  such  extra- 
ordinary  ideas,  it  would  be  awful!  We  will  buy  a  little  house 
in  the  new  quarter." 

"  I  should  prefer  a  large  one." 

And  I  made  up  a  face  behind  his  back.    ' 

"Well,  a  large  one, then." 

And  we  went  on,  or  rather,  he  did,  to  make  arrangenients 
for  the  future. 

It  was  plain  that  he  was  in  a  hurry  to  change  his  condition. 

"We  will  go, into  society,"  said  I,  "  and  live  in  a  great  deal 
of  style,  shallwe  not?"  '  .'   '" ' 

^*  Oh,  yes;  go  on!" 

"Yes,  when  two  people  have  decided  to  pass  their  lives 
together,  they  must  do  it  as  pleasantly  ias  possible."     ' 

"Most  certainly..  You  know  all  about  my  family — but 
there. is  the  Cardinal!" 

"  You  must  make  your  peace  with  him:/' 

"  Certainly,  arid  I  shall  do  so.  Ydu  knbw  the  greater  part 
of  his  fortune  will  go. to  the  one  who  first  has  k  son',  so,  we 
must  have  a  son  as  soon  as  possible.   Only  1  am  ~  hot  rich 


now." 


"  What  matters  it?"  I  answered,  a  little  shocked;  but,  with  sip 
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effort,  refraining  from  making  ^.gesture  of  contempt.  It  was 
a  trap,  perhaps. 

Then,  as  if  wearied'  of  this  serious  discourse,  he  bent  his 
head.  , 

"  Occhi  nerty'  I  said,  covering  his  eyes  with  my  hand,  for  the 
look  in  them  frightened  me. 

He  threw  himself  at  my  feet,  and  said  so  much  and  so  much 
that  I  became  more  on  my  guard  than  ever,  and  made  him  sit 
down  by  my  side. 

No,  it  is  not  a  real .  love.  In  a  real  love  there  would  be 
nothing  mean  or  vulgar  to  say.    I  felt  dissatisfied. 

"Be  sensible!" 

''  Yes,''  he  said,  clasping  his  hands,  ^'  I  am  sensible,  I  am 
respectful,  I  love  you." 

Did  I  really  love,  him,  or  had  I  lost  my  head?  Who  £ould 
tell?  And  yet,  from  the  moment  that  doubt  exists,  there  is  no 
longer  any  doubt. 

'<  Yes,  I  love  you,"  I  said,  taking  both  his  hands  and  press- 
ing them  warmly. 

He  answered  nothing.  Perhaps  he  did  not  understand  the 
importance  I  attached  to  my  words,  or  perhaps  he  thought; 
them  quite  natural.  The  loud  beating  of  my  heart  was  stilled. 
It  was  certainly  a  delicious  moment,  for  he  remained  as 
motionless  as  I,  and  without  speaking  a  word. 

But  I  becanae  frightened,  and  I  told  him  that  he  must  go. 

"  It  is  time." 

"  Already?  Stay  a  minute,  logger  near  me.  How  happy  we 
are  like  this!  Do  you  love  me?"  he  said.  **  And  will  you 
love  me  always— say,  will  you  love  me  always?" 

There  was  a  shade  of  familiarity  in  his  tone  which  displeased 
me,  and  seemed  to  me  humiliating.  '<  Always!"  I  answered, 
dissatisfied  as  I  was;  " always,  apd  doypu  lov^  me?"  ; 

"  Oh,  how  can  you  ask  such  a  question?  Oh,  my  dajrljng,.  I 
wish  we  could  stay  here  forever!" 

<'We  should  die  of  hunger,"  I  replieid,  humiliated  at  the 
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^idi'fesklng  rtktnfe  he  had  CalteC^  me,  arid  not  knowing  h6w  to 

answer* 

'  "But  what  a  Wutfful  death f  Then,  iii  a  year?*' he  said, 

eating  me  up  with  his  eyes. 

**Ih  ayear,"!  tepeat^d,  mechahitai|y;  I  kcted  like  a  girl 
penetrated  with  love,  full  of  it,  inspired,  graVe,  and  solefrin 

At  this 'torment  I  fie'drd  rtiy'auiit,  Who,'seemg  Ihfe'  light' still 
burttlttgtiimy  room,  Was befcoittlng  Ifhpatferif.''       '       V  *  '. 

"  Do  you  hear?"  I  said.  ,  .      ^ 

'  We  kissed  one  dhbthef,  and  t  fled' Without  a  fobk  ba(^kw^'fd. 
It  was  like  a  gc6ne  froih  a  iioVel  that  1  Have'  read  someWhete!* 
Pshaw!  I  am  disgusted  with  myself!  Shall  I  itwayS  be  my 
dWti  iritltJ,  bris  it  be6au^'  rtfori't lov^  Hifll'at'dtT?  r  .  '.'  '  ^  ' 

**  It  is  4  o'clock!"  called  my  aunt.  -^  •» 

'  "Ih  the  'first  place,  auk, "it  is  only  ten  'trilniitds  past  i,  and 
in  the  Second  place,  liet  mfe'aJone""  '■ 

I  undressed,  thinking:  If  someone  had  seen  flie^d  doWn 
the  'staffs  at  ittidhfght,  arid  coitit  up'  again  at  -2  b*Cl6c3k,  after 
two  hours  spent  absolutely  alone  with  one  of  'the  mdst  'dissi- 
pated trf  Italians,  thdt  someone  would  not  belieVe  the'  good 
God,  if  He  Should  iake  the  fafic^  to  ideSc^hd'ffbtti  heaven  arid 
declare  how  itinocerit  it  was.     '  *'*  .     '    '     '' 

I,  thyself,  in  the  place  of  that  someone,  Vould  hot  believe^ 
and  yet  see!  Can  bhe  distiiiSt'appearailcei  ^riOti^h?''\Ve  6(ten 
judge  by  them,  arid  di-aw  c^rtalri  coriclusibfas,  .wh^n'  ttiefe  is 
really  almost  nothing.  ,'       . 

'"  It  is  frightful!  '^  Y6n  Will  die,  slttirig  up  folate/'- caired  my 

"Listen,"  I  said,  bpetiifrg  her dbor;"'dtfo^t  sdbld  of  t'w0pi''t 
iaiybuanything.*'^''^  ^  .^      =        .,..../ •^!^: ; 

•'^^whati^it?  ofi/whatiii^ri!»^^^  ^^  "^';-;  ';;:''  ^ 

*<  In  the  iifet  plade,  t  have  hbt^  beeti  wffttiig.^    1  have,  been 
"  Where,  you  unhappy  girir^'         *         '  '-    '  '  '    '    "  "  '     '' 

^  ** DowA^stati^."  '"  ■'''"'  '    '•■^"-  '''  '"'■   '■    "      '  • 


»y 


•    •/ 


.  "  Ah,4f  ypu  tftlk  likts  thatyovi  shall  hear  nothipg}", 
"  YcMJ.  bavA  bew  with  A-rr?" 

I  called  you  just  now,  I  knew  it." 

"How?"  .  . 

**  I  had  a  dream,  in  which  your  mother  appeared  to  n^^^^and 
l»;ikl;.  .f  Doo't  Uave  Mafic  alone  with  A'*—!'  " 

,A  C9ld,sliivei:  ran  down  my  back  as  I  comprehended  the 
real  danger  I  had  been  in.  I  expressed  my  fears  that  slanders 
WPUI4  be.writt^p  to  Nic^. 

"TbeJ?«>  ^tbijPig:  to  s*^y,V  W<J  fli)f  au»t,  "^nd  if.  pppple 
;4fM^e^to-rSg^k  ;§J^4erS:i  Jth^jf ^4^n't  dare  to  wfit^  them*"    ^ 
;    \^i^^.^^€^y^Mn^  zid.r-\  woul<^  like , to  be  certain  of  one 
thing.     Do  I  love  him  or  do  I  not? 

I  have  allowed  myself  tp  think  so  much  of  greatness  and 
.  w^tl^  tl?atrI?i^ro  see<i!X$  .to  xus^  a  very  ins^'^ni&cant  person. 

Suppose;.!  wfut^!  \  Wait  for  what?  A  roillionaire  pri^c^,  a^n 
H—H    3vit  i£ .  no  one  should .  come  1 

I  try  40, persuade  my^lf  ^hat.A-^r^  is  ivery.g^pQd style;. but, 
wb^n,I  ;^e^:bipi  plose,  Jie  .do^si,i^o^  seem.sQ  at  all.  . 
.    Tbis.UjaKsa44ay.!  J  b^gan,  Mademovselle  Colignon's. portrait 
upon  a^Jbackyr^u^^.^^^  paierJ|p|l^e  draperies,^  Jt.  isall  sketched  in, 
and  I  am  really  pleased  with  myself  and  with  my  ^ubj^ct,.  who 

I  know  Tc«y  well  that  it  i§  too.sopn  to  hear  fr^m.  A — >  and 
yei X ^m apeasy; .   •      }.•...... 

To-night,  i  love. him,  5halllJdo.we.il  to  accept  him?  As 
kwg  a»>  <^e:  love Jagts , it-  will.  Jpej  welly  bjit  .afterward?     .. ,  .  • 

I  really  fear  that  mediocrity  would  drive  me  mad. .,  I  r^son 
anddi^cfis&asif.I  ^^r^  mispress  ^f  tha  situation.  •  Ah!,  t^l^ery 
of  misery!  .   ., 

, . .  .To.waitl    To  wqritfpr'V.hat?,  ;/      \     •      v    •  .:    \    ' 
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And  if  nothing  comes?  Bah!  with  my  face,  something  will 
come,  and  the  proof  is — that  I  am  scarcely  sixteen,  and  I  have 
already  had  two  chances  and  a  half  to  become  a  countess. 

The  half  means  Pietro. 

Wednesday^  May  24/^. — ^This  evening,  when  retiring,  I  kissed 
mamma. 

''  She  kisses  like  Pietro,"  she  said,  laughing. 

"Has  he  ever  kissed  you?" 

"  He.has  kissed  ^^/^,"  said  Dina,  with  a  laugh,  thinking  that 
she  was  saying  the  most  awful  thing,  and  causing  me  keen 
regret,  almost  shame. 

"Oh,  Dina!"  said  I,  with  such  an  air  that  both  mamma  and 
my  aunt  cast  on  her  a  look  of  reproach  and  displeasure. 

"  Marie  kissed  by  a  man!  Marie,  the  proud,  the  reserved, 
the  haughty!  Marie,  who  has  made  such  fine  speeches  on  that 
subject!" 

This  caused  me  great  inward  shame. 

Indeed,  why  was  I  false  to  my  principles?  I  will  not  admit 
that  it  was  through  weakness,  through  passion.  If  \  admitted 
that,  I  should  no  longer  respect  myself.  I  can  not  s^y  that  it 
was  through  love.  It  is  enough  to  be  thought  unapproachable. 
People  are  so  accustomed  to  see  me  so,  that  thiey  would  not 
believe  anything  else,  even  if  they  saw  it  with  their  own  eyes, 
and  I  have  said  so  many  severe  things  in  regard  to  the  propri- 
eties of  life,  that  I  would  not  believe  it  myself  if  it  were  not 
for  this  journal. 

Moreover,  a  girl  should  allow  herself  to  be  approached  only 
by  a  man  of  whose  love  Ishe  is  certain^  for  h6  will  not  betray 
her;  while,  with   men   who  are  simply  flirting,  she  must  be 
"  covered  with  sharp  points,  like  a  porcupine. 

Be  free  with  a  serious,  loving  man;  but  be  severe  with  a  man 
of  free  manners! 

Heavens!  how  glad  I  am  that  I  have  written  exactly  what  I 
think. 

Friday^  May^  26th. — My  aunt  said  that  A—  was  only  a  dhild. 
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**  That  is  true,"  said  mamma. 

These  words,  which  are  perfectly  just,  show  me  that  I 
have  sullied  myself  for  nothing  (for  I  have  sullied  myself),  and 
without  either  interest  or  love  to  excuse  me.    It  is  torturing! 

After  his  departure  in  Rome,  I  looked  in  the  glass,  thinking 
that  my  lips  had  changed  color.  No  one  is  so  sensitive  as  I. 
Since  my  face  was  sullied,  I  feel  as  soiled  as  after  a  twenty-four 
hours'  journey  in  a  railway  train. 

A —  will  have  the  right  to  say  that  I  loved  him,  and  that  I  am 
very  unhappy  at  this  broken  engagement. 

A  broken  engagement  is  always  a  stain  on  the  life  of  a  young 
girl. 

Everyone  will  say  that  we  were  in  love;  but  no  one  will  say. 
that  the  refusal  came  from  me.  We  are  neither  popular  nor 
powerful  enough  for  that;  besides,  appearances  will  justify 
those  who  talk.    It  enrages  me! 

I  should  never  have  gone  so  far,  if  V —  had  not  said  these 
words:  "Oh,  my  child,  you  are  still  very  young!"  Indeed, 
I  needed  to  hear  jail  his  offers  of  marriage,  in  order  to  appease 
my  wounded  pride.  Notice  that  I  never  said  anything  posi- 
tive; I  left  it  to  him  to  sp^ak;  but,  as  I  allowed  him  to  tak^ 
my  hands  and  kiss  them,  the  presumptuous  young  man  did  not 
notice  my  manner,  but  happy  and  excited,  suspected  nothing., 

I  know  well  that  he  was  serious;  but  I  did  not  expect  that  the 
family  and  all  these  people  would  make  such  a  rumpus  about 
it.     I  did  not  expect  it,  because  I  was  not  speaking  seriously. 

I  must  say,  that  I  think  man  is  a  sack  filled  with  conceit  and 
covered  with  vanity.  One  thing  consoles  me  a  little;  before 
the  grand  explanation,  he  often  told  me  that  he  suffered  much, 
and  that  I  made  him  very  unhappy  with  my  coquetries  and  ipy 
icy  heart    This  is  some  consolation,  but  it  is  not  enough* 


They  say  that  the  blonde  woman  is  the  poetical  woman; 
but  I  say  that  the  blonde  woman  is  the  material  woman,  /«r 

€XC€U€tU$. 
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Look  at  the  golden  hair,  the  blood-red  lips,  t^ie  deep-gray 
eyes,  aiid  the  rosy  complexion  that  Titian  paihts  so  well,  and 
tefl'ine  the 'thoughts  that  come  to  your  mmd.  Moreover, 
we  have  vehus  among  the  pajfans,  and  Magdalen  among  the 
Christians—both  btottde.  While  the'woman  who  is  a  brunette, 
who  is  really  a^  much  of  an  anomaly  j^s  a  blonde  man,  tKe 
dark  woman,  with  her  eyes  like  velvet,  arid '  her  ivory  skin,  we 
can  think  of  as  pure  and  divine. 

There  is  a  beautiful  picture  of  Titiari*^^  in  the  Borghese  Pal- 
ace, called  **  Pure  Love  and  Ihipure  Love.**  Pure  love  Is  a 
womart  with  tosy  cheeks  and  dark  hair,  looking  with  a  lovely 
expression  at  her  child,  whom  she  is  bathing  in  a  basin. 
Ihipure  l(!yve  is  a  blbtide,  with  hair  of  reddish  gold,  leaning 
against  Sbitibthitlg — 1  forget  what— arid  with  her  arms  crossed 

abbvfe  her  head.     Moreover,  the  normal  woman  is  light,  and 

■'••..• 

the  normal  man  is  dark. 

'   '.  .  .  .'•••',{ 

'  The  contrary  varieties  are  sometimes  admirable,  but  they 
ate  atiOfnalieB: 

I  shall  never  see  anyone  like  the  Duke  of  H— . .  ile  is  tall 
and  strong;  he  has  hair  of  the  hue  of  red  gold,  and  araus- 
tache  of  the  same  color;  hi»  eyes  are  gray,  small  but 
piercing,  and  his  mouth  is  an  exact  copy  of  ^thaf  of  the  Apollo 
Bchridere.  '     '    "      '  , 

And  there  is,  in  his  whole  person,  an  air  of  such  grandeur 
and  maje^y,  of  haughtiness  even,  and  indifference  td  all. 
others. 
'  I  see  him,  pei-haps,  with  eyes  prejudiced  by  love.^ 

Bah!     I  don't  think  so!    /   '  . 

How  is  it  possible  to  love  a  very  thin,  ugly,  dark  man,  with 
beautiful  eyes  indeed;  but',  with  unformed  manners,  anrf  no" 
style  at  air,  after  a  man  like  the  duke'  even  after  a  fapse  of 
three  years?    And,  remember,  that  three  years,  from  thirteen 
to  sixteen.  In  the  life  of  a  young  girl,  are  three  centuries.   . 

So  1  love' no  one  but  the  duke! '  He  will  not  be  proud  of  it: 
in  fact>  it  will  make  little  difference  to  him,  one  way  or  the 
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Q(hfr.  I  qfte^  gpo^posi^,  i^o^i^  in  w^icbi  I  ^ay^  a^  characters 
men  I  know,  and  men  I  do  not  know,  and  not  even  t^  an 
]5lupQr9i;  could  I  say,  *<  I  Ipye  ..yqi^  "  wUb  C0ftvi|[«i©«*  There 
are  spR^^.^.  jyfioff  I  qqvA4  n9t^3ti^.aJt  ^11.   ^topibetf!  I.b«^e 

«aid  it  jn.ir^lity.     . ,.    .  .-.     r    ,  .r. 

^Ie4v^(>«i  j^;  but  |.t,b9Uglit.i1;  Ao.iiMlei  tt^t  it-i^  not  worth 

tS^ju^,  4f(^  a4/A.rT7iAftir  B»y.w*ik,.rfitjicrwd:  home  andjsat 

down  at  the  window.  It  is  odd,  but  nothing  seems  cbaqgod. 
U  ^^^^,  to; me  ib^t  it  is  test  ya^^  .  .J^Qy^r  hfty©  tb<^  songs  of 
Nipe  ;^p$^rqd  spi^haroung  tQ  n^i  tt^  chirpiof  the  crickets, 
the  murmur  of  ^^  fppi^^i^.  tbo  4ist»ot  »ong,  aod  ?iU  thfe  vul- 
garized by  the  noise  of  a  prosaic  carriage. 

I  am  Kfi^^iftg  Hpr^Q^  an4  Til;HiiU«* .:  The  leiti^r  4peak$  bnly 
of  loy^r^nA  ttiaMnitft  mf.  Ai^d  ^Ip^  t  )^^rtb»  Latia  and 
Tr^ocb  jtei5^  .?t<ie  l>y  :$i4^j  .^h^t  ia»o<>4  exercise  (or  mci  ;  If 
pi>ly  aU  ^if,m»trn;(ipni4!  o^t^^>.thatI  h«iVe  so  {oqliahly  atirrcd 
up^  does  not  injure  me!     I  am  afraid  of  it  I         .   .  > 

I  9ug^(  tg^.h^iye  pr9mi^e4  c^ltl^g^Q  A-^.  I  ought,  to  have 
?ai4  tohim;  ;. :  ,:    -.  .         .  ,    . 

'<  I  thi^xlf^  yQ^„  MoQsueuri  for  the  hooor  that  you  have  done 
me,  but  I  G^  i^t  eay  fiaythiiig  t^  ypu  imUl  J  hdve  cooaulted 
my  family.  L^  yo^r  people  pre^Qt  the  matter  before  mine, 
9flL4  we,frtia^  j^ejp, .. A^  fpr  mo/- 1.  9ifght  bave;.«4ded,  to  soften 
tbi«apfiweip,  f*.4Mveflpthioga^aiopUt**   •. 

Th^  ^EK^comp^Piied  b(yf,4«nieof  n^o^  ^plea^M  ^fioiiles  ^nd  my 
hand  to  kiss,  would  have  been  suffhHent;.  I  should  not  have 
QQmpx9«M«e4.mywU;  ^y^niguki: pot  be  talking  in  Rome,- and 
aU  Tro4i)4.bei  well*    l%^i9^.  ^n^e  .eiiO!Mgh»  but  it  afwaysi  comes 

itwof^Jidc^bt^e^iA^yebeeo  better  lor  one  to  have,  mftde 
him  ^^Q^^Q)^  fir^e  lanftwen  )>ut  th^  ffould  haiv«  lost  tee  so 
much  pleasui*^  aA4  tJ?^9i>«  Ufo  is  9ho£t»<ao^:  thed^^-^ihl  there  is 
Alw^Xfi  an  *^ftod  th^»."  I  waa  wrong  .not  to  have  made  my 
$ae  afi^^«;r>  t^mt^^hisul  wa^  ^ot^^Ottbled.  Sensi)^le  peotplewtii 
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say,  yes,  I  was  wrong;  sentimental  people  will  say,  no,  I  was 
not.        . 

Wednisday^  May  list — Has  not  some  one  sai<]  that  great 
minds  think  alike?  I  have  been  reading  La  Rochefoucauld, 
and  I  find  in  him  many  things  that  I  have  written  here.  I, 
who  thought  that  I  had  found  something  new,  and  yet  they 
are  only  things  that  have  been  known  and  said  such  a  long 
time:  Then  I  read,  also,  Horace,  La  Bruy^re,  and  still  another 
writer. 

I  am  alarmed  about  my  eyes.  When  I  paint,  I  am  obliged 
to  stop  very  often,  as  my  sight  fails  me.  I  use  my  eyes 
too  much,  for  I  pass  all  my  time  in  painting,  reading,  and 
writing. 

This  evening  I  reviewed  my  classics  and  that  kept  me  occu- 
pied; and  then  I  discovered  a  very  interesting  work  upon  Con- 
fucius, with  a  Latin  and  French  translation.  There  is  tiothing 
like  an  occupied  mind;  work,  especially  bratn-work,  fights  ind 
conquers  everything. 

I  can  not  understand  women  who  pass  their  time  in  knitting 
or  embroidering,  the  hands  busy  and  the  mind  idle.  There 
must  come  a  host  of  useless,  dangerous  thoughts^  and  if  there 
is  any  special  thing  weighing  upon  the  heart;  the  mind  will 
dwell  upon  that  and  produce  disastrous  results. 

If  I  were  peaceful  and  happy,  I  could  work  with  my  hands, 
possibly,  and  think  of  my  happiness.  No,  then  I  would  want 
to  think  of  it  with  my  eyeis  closed  and  would  be  incapable  of 
doing  anything  whatever. 

Ask  all  those  who  know  me  what  they  think  of  rcaf  temper- 
ament, and  they  will  tell  you  I  am  the  gayest,  most  light- 
hearted,  and  the  happiest  girl  in  the  world,  as  well  as  the  most 
self-reliant;  for  I  take  great  pleasure  in  appeairing  radiant  and 
proud,  impregnable  in  every  way,  and  I  willingly  enter  into 
discussions  of  all  sorts,  both  serious  and  playful. 

In  these  pages,  my  inner  self  appears;  externally,  I  am  quite 
another  being.    Ohe  would  say  that  I  had  never  been  crossed 
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in  my  life,  and  that  I  was  accustomed  to  be  obeyed  by  men 
and  things. 

Saturday y  June  ^d, — Just  now,  as  I  left  my  study,  I  received 
such  a  ghastly  fright  I  saw  by  my  side  a  woman  clothed  in  a 
long  white  robe,  a  light  in  her  hand,  her  eyes  fixed  pn  me,  and 
with  her  head  bent  plaintively  forward,  like  the  phantoms  of 
the  German  legends.  Do  not  be  frightened,  it  was  only  my 
own  reflection  in  a  mirror! 

Oh,  I  am  afraid,  I  am  afraid  that  some  phjrsical  ill  will  follow 
these  mental  tortures!  Why  has  everything  turned  against  me? 

Forgive  me  for  crying,  oh,  God!  There  are  people  more 
unhappy  than  I;  there  are  people  who  are  in  want  of  bread, 
while ,  I  sleep  under  lace  coverlids;  there  are  people  who 
bruise  their  feet  upon  the  stones  of  the  streets,  while  I  walk 
upon  carpet;  there  are  people  who  have  only  the  ^y  over 
them,  while  I  have  above  my  head  a  ceiling  of  blue  satin. 
Perhaps,  oh,  God!  you  are  punishing  me  for  my  tears;  grant, 
then,  that  I  may  weep  no  more. 

To  all  that. I  have  suffered  already  is  now  added  a  personal 
shame,  a  shame  that  eats  up  my  heart. 

^'  Count  A —  asked  her  hand  in  marriage,  but  his  family 
opposed  the  match;  hechanged  his  mind,  and  withdrew." 

See  how  good  impulses  are  rewarded! 

Oh,  if  you  knew  what(;jfeelings  of  despair  take  possession 
of  my  being,  what  unspeakable  sadness  I  feel,  when  I  look 
about  me!    Everything  I  touch  vanishes,  crumbles! 

And  again  my  imagination  works,  and  again  I  seem,  to  hear: 
"  Count  A—  asked  her  hand  in  marriage,"  etc. 

Sunday y  June  4M. — ^Whea  Jesus  cured  the  lunatic.  His  disci- 
ples asked  Him  why,  when  they  tried,  they  could  not  cast  out 
devils,:  and  Jesus  answered  them:  "Because  of  your  unbelief ; 
for,  verily  I  say  unto  you:  If  ye  have  faith  as  a  grain  of 
mustard  seefl,  ye  shall, say  unto  this  mountain:  Remove  hence 
to  yonder  place,  and  it  shall  remove;  and  nothing  shall  be 
impossible  unto  you/' 
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As  I  fead  these  Vol-ds,  it  feeerfied  4s  if  a  g^eat  light  fcfoke 
in  upon  me,  and,  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  I  believed  in  God. 
I  rose,  a  changed  being;  I  joined  my  hands,  I  raised  my 
6yris,  I  smiled,  I  Was  in  an  6cstaiSy;  ; 

'"Never,  never  Ml  t  dbubt  again,  hot  in  order  to  deserve 
something,  but  because  I  km  bpritrlhced  of  what  t  beliave. 

Up  to  the  time  I  wis  twelve  ye^ts  old,  I  Was  sj)6iled,  all  my 
wishes  were  granted,  but  my  educatldfi  was  rieglectecl.  '  At 
twelve  i  aSlced  fbf  master^,  th'6yWr6'^tyeri't6^t^^  fnyself, 

arranged  the  Schedule  oi  tAi  'itiidi^i!  I  6wd  ^^etjrrtiing  tc> 
myself.  -  •  *.    ^.     '     ,     . 

Aft^rthis  enthusi^stid  outburst,  I  was  afrdd'of  falling^  into 
exaggefatioti,  "anraid  of  the  convent.  Oh;  rto,  T  was' trans- 
formed, I  was  bverfloWlrig  With  joy,  1  Slfept  Wfen;'arid'i:  awbke 

mor^cdlm.       '^        "'■  '     '     ;  ;      ."'    " 

Atoniay,  June  sM. — Diiia,  Mademoiselle ;  t61%ft6h,'ahd  '  I" 
remained  until  lo  6'dock  upon  the  terr^e.  It  Was. bright 
moonlight  and  the  whole  sea  Wa^^  bathed  in  th$  rkys."  I  dis- 
cussed friendshljJ  and  the  fei'attohs  one' o\igtit  to'  have'witb 
one's  fellow-beings.  I  made  my  profession  cA  faith.  'Thte  sub- 
ject was  broilgiit  up  because  of  the'  Sapogeriikofe,  who' have 

notyet'Writteri.  *  ■  .  *  ;  '''\'  '■  ''''■'  '  ;  '!  '"  "  ;!  ^  """V  " 
Mademoiselle  Colighoti'^S*  idMritfoii  'Ifof  them;  Everybody 
knows*"  besides,  she  must,  pefferce,  iidofd  sd'meone;  she  i^  the 
most  rOniatitlc  ind  Aiost  sentimental  Wofhan  In  th6' world.  She 
likes  to  prove  hei'  friendship  by  blihd'cbnfldeiice.  \ 
'  I,  the' COri'tf  ai-y:      ''•'"     '  L.  r....   .:.y        .      ;•/ 

Think,  then,  hoV  unhdppy  t  ishbuidWif  I  hadV^^ 
great  friehdshlptb  the  Sapdgehife'b^^^  "   ' 

One  hevertegrets  a'kiHdiifess,  %  ^ehtWes6,  an  act  bfamia- 
biKty,  ^-'htertfdt  .impul^k,  eite^  otfe  is  irepai'd' '  with 

ingratitude.  And  tt  is  k  i^ery  gffeat'soirrow.  for  a  person  who 
Has  ^n';^  heart,  to' know  that  the  sympathy  6ne';ha.s  fell,  the 
friendship  one  has  had  for  sbnieone,  i^'w;asted. 

"  Oh,  Marie,  I  do  not  agree  with  you!"  *         ' 
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"Now,  listen  to  me,  MacJemoij^Ue.  Take. me,  for  instaace, 
who  exhaust  myself  in  explaining  to  you  something,  wear  my- 
self, out  reasoning  With  you,  and  when  I  have  ^pQken,, argued, 
and  reasoned,  I  find  that  you  are  no  nearer  agreeing  with  me 
than  before."  , 

"Oti,  that,  certainly!'''  •  '    .     .   , 

"  I  don't  accuse  you,  I.  accuse  no  q^e  of  anything,  because 
I  expect  nothingj  of  any  one.  And  the  contrary  of  ingratitude 
is  wliat  would  astonish  me.  t  assure  you  that  it  is  much  better 
to  look  ^t  life  and  men  ^  I  do,  to  accord  them  no  pjace  in  your 
heart,  and  to  Use  them  like  the  steps  of  a  ladder  to^3cend  by,!' 

"Marie!    Marie!" 

"Well,  what, would  you  have?  Yqm  are  differently. con- 
stituted  from  me.  Wait — I  am  sure  th^t  you  have  spoken 
disparagingly  pf  me  to  the  S^yjogejaikoffs  and  others^  I  am.as 
sure  of  that  as.  if  J  had  heard  it  with  myi  own  ears.  And 
yet,  I  an;  on  the  same  terms  with  you  as.l  was  before,  and 
shall  be  always.",     * 

"  Reading  philosophical  wgrks  has  giv^n  you  such  ideas; 
you  distrust  ^v^rybody." 

"I  do  not  ^V-trust;  I  simply  trust  no  one;  there  is  a  great 
difference."         '      ,        * 

"  No,  Marie,  you  feel  friendship  for  no  one," 

"  But  think  what  it  would  beU  I  did!  Suppose,  ^hat  instead 
of  having  taken  Made  and  rOlffa  for  what  they  are,  fo,r  good 
girls  who  laugh  with  me,  not  making  fun  of  me  as  I  do 
of  them — suppose  that  I  had  .become  di^vote^'yt  attached  to 
Olga.'  i  write  to*  hei?  fr(5m  Rome  and  she  answers  me  .three 
words  at  tl^e.^nd  of  three  weeks^I  write  her  again,  and  this 
time  she  does  not  answer  m6  at  all.  What  do  you  say  to  that? 
And  it  i$  not  the  |irst  example!  .  . 

"But  how  can  you  demand  anything  pf  .your  friends,  if  you 
give  them  nothing?" 

"You  don't  understf^nd  me.  I.  give  them  all  the  amiable 
things  possible.     1  am  ready  to. do  for  them  all  that  it  is  ^p 
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my  power  to  do;  let  one  of  them  demand  of  me  an3rthing,  and 
I  will  do  it  with  pleasure;  but  I  do  not  give  my  friends  my 
heart,  for,  believe  me,  it  is  very  annoying  to  give  that  for 
nothing." 

"  One  can  never  be  annoyed  if  one  does  right,  if  one  docs 
one's  duty." 

"  Friendship  is  not  a  duty.  You  do  neither  right  nor  wrong 
in  giving  your  friendship.  Friendship  like  yours  is  not  sensi- 
tive, for  It  is  a  perpetual  need  of  your  nature;  but,  when  it 
comes  from  the  bottom  of  the  heart,  it  is  very  painful  to  have 
it  riepaid  with  ingratitude." 

"  If  any  one  is  ungrateful,  so  much  the  worse  for  him." 

*^See  what  it  is  to  be  egoti3tical.  Once  I  thought  that  I 
loved  everybody;  but  I  see  that  that  universal  love  was  only  a 
universal  indifference,  I  have  the  best  of  feelings  toward  my 
fellow-beings.  I  see  that  they  are  bad,  which  renders  me 
indulgent  to  a  supreme  degree.  Have  you.  read  Epictetus? 
I  think  that,  as  far  as  friendship  is  concerned,  one  should  be  a 
stoic.  You  receive  a  shock,  and  you  can  not  prevent  yourself 
from  making  a  movement  of  surprise,  of  fear;  that  does  not 
depend*  oii  yourself;  but  it  does  depend  on  yourself  to  acqui- 
esce or  not  in  your  first  sentiments.  One  can  not  prevent 
one's  self  from  feeling  certain  preferences,  but  one  can  prevent 
Okie's  self  from  acquiescing  in  them." 

"These  readings  of  yours  lead  to  atheism;  you  will  end» 
Marie,  by  believing  in  nothing." 

"  Oh,  no !     If  you  knew  my  thoughts,  you  would  not  say  so." 

"AH  philosophers  are  bad  to  read." 

"  Not  when  one  has  a  well-balanced  mind.  But  I  will  say 
this,  taking  everything  into  consideration,  there  is  only  one 
thing  that  is  worth  anything  in  this  world  (I  speak  of  matters 
of  sentiment)  and  that  is  love." 

"Yes." 

"There  is  nothing  in  the  world  that  gives  greater  pleasure 
than  to  love  and  to  be  loved." 
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"  That  is  true." 

^VAad  yet,  do  not  let  us  analyze  the  matter  too  closely,  for 
pity's  sake.  Let  us  take  only  the  pleasure  t)iat  is  given  us, 
and^tbat  we  give.  Love  is  a  divine  thing  in  itself,  I  mean 
while  it  lasts;  it  renders  a  man  perfect  toward  the  object 
loved;  devotion,  tenderness,  passion,  constancy,  sincerity,  all 
are  there.  Let  us  analyze  the  love,  then,  but  never  the  man. 
Man  can  be  compared  to  a  grotto.  One  finds  there  humidity 
or  foulness  in  the  depths  of  it,  or,  perhaps,  an  exit,  that  is  to 
say,  there  is  no  depth  at  all.  All  this  does  not  prevent  me 
from  loving  my  fellow-beings." 

''You  can  not  enjoy  anything,  if  you  are  indifferent  to 
everything." 

''Wait,  wait,  I  am  not  indifferent,  but  I  judge  people  only 
by  their  value." 

Mamma  wept  to-day,  and  my  aunt's  face  wore  a  troubled 
expression;  they  had  been  speaking  of  me,  and  of  all  my 
torments. 

I  returned  home,  with  my  arms  hanging  down,  my  eyes 
fixed,  and  my  brows  drawn  together  in  a  frown.    I  was 
stifling  in  spite  of  the  blue  sky,  the  sparkling  fountain^  the 
medlar  trees  all  covered  with  fruit,  and  the  pure  air.    I  walked  i 
on,  without  taking  any  notice  of  anything. 

Why  not  suppose  that  I  love  him,  all  unworthy  as  he  is? 

Heaven!  Explain  to  me  what  this  man  is,  and  what  is  this 
love! 

All  must  be  crushed  out  of  me — conceit,  pride,  and  love. 

Tuesday,  June  tth,-^!  read  over  yesterday;  there  is  nothing 
but  sorrow  apd  tears. 

Toward  2  o'clock,  I  was  enough  recovered  to  feel  no  more 
anger,  and  to  sigh  only  with  disgust  These  thoughts  are 
unworthy;  one  should  remember  injuries  only  when  one  is  in  a 
position  to  be  avenged.  To  think  of  them  is  to  accord  too 
much  importance  to  unworthy  people;  it  is  lowering  to  on^'s 
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self;  so  it  is  not  of  the  people  that  I  think,  but  of  myself,  of 
nly  position, '^nd.  the  thouj^tle^sness  of  my  reldtioiis/  For  all 
theseivih  have  ^om*e  from  the*  l^ttef.  -     \ '-"    ■'      '"  /'  ;  "' 

If  ihe  A~-s  hsid  raised  the  question  6f  religibh,  tTiat  Wbuld 
only  have  dmu'sed  tn6;  and  I  artl  sore,  that  if Hhey  came  tiow 
and  begged  me  to  take  Pietro,  J  Would  hot  take  hitH."'  "    ' ' 

But  it  is  this  shartiefulidea  that  •  they  have  been  told 'evil 
things  of  us!  '      '  -      •  *  :  •    •    ' 

For  everybody  has  spoken  of  this  marriage,  and  it  is  very 
certain  that  they  will  not  say  that  the' refusal  comes  from  me. 
Moreover,  they  will  be  right.     Did  I  not  cbnseht?  -  •  Oh,  tf^  1 ' 
coiild  dfag'hlm  away*,  keep  him  unffer  all  cirbuftistafnc^s!    I  "do 
not  repent;  and,  if  it  has  turned  out  badly,  it  is  not  liiy  faiift". ' 
'  People  d6  not  know  us;'  they  hear  a  word  here,  a  word 
there;  they  talk,  they  exaggerate,  they  invent!    Ob,  'heaven!  * 
and  to  be  able  to  do  nothing! 

Understand,  I  ani  not  complaining,  T  am  simply  stating 

facts."     '    '  ''      ■.'■■•}      •■■'■  ■  -^     '  . 

I  thoroughly  despise  the  whole  world;  therefore,  I  can'lidt 
complain,  or  bd  angry  with  ahyonfe.  ■  '  . 

Such  loVe  as'  I" have  imagined,  does  not  exist,  then?  it  is 
only  a  fancy,  an  ideal!  '  '      '  '  ■'*      -     ■    * 

Su^r(6n!ie  modesty,  stiprettie  purity  are  thetl  only  Woriis ;  that 
I  have  invented?  '•  *  . '   -ii 

So,  when  1  went  down  to  speak  to  him,  the  liight  before  I 
left'kdme,  he  saw  in  my  action  'simply  an  assignation.     '*' '' ' 

When  I  lent  upon  his  arm,  he  trembled  only  with  desii'e! 
When  r  looked  at  liiim,  seriously  and  earnestly,  a^' an  atidd'nt 
prie^ess,  he  saw  only  a  woman  atid  an  appointment! 

And  I— did  I  not  love  him?     No!  or,  rathef;  f  foved'him'  bnl^  ' 
becau'se  of  his  fovie  f or  ffle.       '    ^      -      ^    "  ■  ''       ' 

But,  as  lam  lrieai)abte  of  cowardice- ih 'ioVe,'ri6ved  and - 
felt  asif  it'\tra^'t,  myse!f,who  loVed  him:  •  "'      ^ 

It  was  exaltattoh;  fanaticiism, '  myopia,  stupidity^— yes, -stu- ■ 


'ill* 


.    If  I  had  iDqre  s^ns%  X  s^ipuld,  h^ve  v|aderstoo4  better  the 

•  -  ^ 

character  of  the  Juan.       ,    . 
•  '..•4       •    \   ,       ..ltd  ••.  •.    • 

He  loved  me  as  well  as  he  could.  I  should  have  be.eti  more 
(j[i3cernmg,  aad  under^^^od  tb^t;  {Pf airJ3  oiu^t  nQt  be  ica^ t  before 
swine.  ,  • 

The  puni^ihinent  is  bard— illi^iops  forever  destroyed}  and 
remorse  for  my  own  actions;  I  Wf^.  wrong  .tp  think  a^  I  did. 
I  must  be  like  oth^rs^^prosaic  ^nd  9ommonplacQ. . 

It  ia»  dpiibtle^^,  juy  gtqit  youth,  which  has  nifid^'Qie  do  sense- 
less things.  What  are  these  ideas  ql  the  other  world?  Thpy 
afe  not  .understood,  fcpr  the,  wor^d,ha#  not  changed. , .  .  . 

There,  I  fall  intp  tjip  coinmon  errof,  and  blai^e  t^e  world 
for  the  villainy  of  one  alone.  Because  one  person  has  been  a 
coward,  I  deny  all  greatness  of  soul  and  mind.  • 

I  deny  the  love  of  tt^i^  mani  becs^us^  he  ha§  done  noticing 
for  this  loye.  Suppose  they  h^ve.  threatened  to  disinherit  him 
and  turn  him  out  with  a;  cjgir9||e,  should  tba^t  prevent  ^im  frpm 
writing  to  ,nae?    Nq,.no!     ]Hqisa.9ow^rd!      ;  .     •    i    .      ,. 

Thursday^  June  Zth, — The  philosophical  books  surprise  me. 
They  are  products  of  ifl^^gi^aiion  which  overthrow  every- 
thing. In  time,  ^nd  by.  reading  n^nch,  I .  shalf  gel  uspd  to 
them,  but  at  present  they.  ta|ce,  away  my  bijeatJtu 

What  dq  you  think  of  Fourier?  .  And.  thpn  this  idea  of 
joufifroys;  "The  spul  is  scattejred  , abroad  i»nder  the  pressure 
of  sensation,  and  then  returns  to  its  shell,  when  the  object  i^ 
taken  away."  -Itis  surprising,  but  stupid,      v  . 

When  the  fever  of  feading  takeis  fjossession  of  me,  I  become 
wild,  and  it  se^ms  to  me  thajt  \  shall  never  read  eiiough'^    I 
long  to  know  everytljuLng,  at)d  ;^y  .head  seems  splitting,  an^  I 
am  like  one  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  ashes  and  c^os, 
-  I  hasten  madly  to  read  Horace.        ;      . ,  t  •       • 

Oh,  when  I  think  that  theje  are  lucky  people  who  ^re.fuU  ,of 
life,  who  dress,  laugh,  dance,  talk,  love,  in  short,. give,  them? 
selves  up  to  all  tbe  c|6ligl)ts  of  a  w^fldly  existence,  while  I 
mstat  Nice!  .  ..^ 
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I  am  resigned  enough,  however,  so  long  as  I  do  not  remem- 
ber that  one  lives  but  once.  Just  think,  one  lives  but  once^  and 
life  is  so  short! 

When  I  think  of  that,  I  become  mad,  and  my  brain  seems 
bursting  with  despair. 

One  lives  but  once!    And  I  am  losing  this  precious  life,  hid- 

» 

den  in  a  houi^e,  seeing  no  one! 

One  lives  but  once!    And  my  life  is  being  spoiled! 

One  lives  but  once !  And  I  am  forced  to  waste  my  time !  And 
the  days  roll  by,  roll  by  never  to  return,  and  shorten  my  life! 

One  lives  but  once!  Must  this  life,  sHort  as  it  id,  be  short- 
ened still  more,  spoiled,  stolen;  yes,  stolen  by  outrageous  cir- 
cumstances? 

Oh,  Lord!  have  pity! 

Friday^  June  gth, — As  I  read  over  my  stay  at  Roitie  and  my 
anxieties  over  Pietro's  disappearance,  I  am  astonished  that  I 
wrote  with  so  much  feeling.  I  read  and  shrug  my  shoulders. 
I  ought  not  to  be  astonished — I  yho  know  how  easily  I  am 
affected. 

There  are  moments 'when  I  do  not  know  what  I  detest,  what 
I  love,  what  I  desire,  nor  what  I  fear.  Then  everything  is 
indifferent  to  me;  I  try  to  analyze  ever3rthing,  aiid  then  there 
is  such  a  disturbance  in  my  brain  that  I  shake  my  head,  I  stop 
my  ears,  and  I  ^xti^t  txiy  brutishnest  lo  these  searching  analyses 
of  myself. 

Saturday,  June  loM.— "  Do  you  know,"  I  said  to  the  doctor, 
"that  I  spit  blood,  and  I  must  be  taken  care  of?** 

"Oh,  Mademoiselle!"  replied  Walitzky,  **if  you  continue  to 
sit  up  every  night  until  3  o'clock  in  the  morning,  you  will  have 
all  sorts  of  troubles.** 

"  And  what  do  you  think  is  the  reason  that  I  sit  up  late? 
Because  my  mind  is  ill  at  ease.  Give  me  peace  and  I  shall 
sleep  peacefully!" 

**  You  might  have  had  peace.  You  had  the  opportunity  at 
Rome." 
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"Who  could  have  given  it  to  me?" 
A — ,  if  he  had  married  you  without  change  of  religion." 
Oh,  my  friend  Walitzky,  how  dreadful!     A  man  like  A — ! 
Think  of  what  you  are  saying!     A  man  who  has  no  opinions 
of  his  own,  no  will!      What  nonseif^  you  are  talking!     Oh, 
really!" 

And  I  began  to  laugh  softly. 

"  He  neither  comes  nor  writes,"  I  continued,  "  he  is  a  poor 
child,  wJiose  importance  we  have  overestimated.  No,  my  dear 
Walitzky,  he  is  not  a  man,  and  we  were  wrong  to  think  other- 
wise." 

I  said  these  last  words  with  the  same  calmness  that  I  had 
exhibited  during  the  whole  of  the  conversation — a  calmness 
resulting  from  the  conviction  that  I  was  saying  what  was  just 
and  true. 

I  went  to  my  own  room^  and  a  great  lights  as  it  were^  seemed 
to  shine  in  on  my  mind,  I  understood  at  last  that  I  had  done 
wrong  to  allow  a  kiss  (a  single  one^  indeed,  but  all  the  same  a 
kiss)y  and  to  grant  an  interview  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase;  that 
if  I  had  not  gone  out  into  the  /tail  or  anywhere  else,  if  J  had  not 
sought  the  tSte  d  tite,  the  man  would  have  had  more  consideration 
for  me^  and  there  would  be  no  reason  now  for  either  anger  or 
tears!  (How  I  love  myself  for  having  written  thus!  What 
exquisite  delicacy! — Paris y  1877.) 

I  must  always  remember  this;  I  have  done  wrong,  I  have 
committed  a  folly,  led  astray  by  the  attraction  of  novelty,  by 
the  ease  with  which  I  yield  to  impulse,  and  by  my  lack  of 
experience. 

Oh,  how  I  see  it  all  now! 

Ah,  good  friends,  what  could  be  expected?  The  young 
always  make  mistakes.  A —  has  taught  me  the  proper  way  to 
treat  suitors  for  my  hand. 

To  live  a  hundred  years,  to  learn  a  hundred  years! 

Oh,  how  clear  is  my  vision,  how  calm  I  am,  and  how  devoid 

of  any  love! 
11 
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I  shall  go  out  every  day,  be  gay,  and  hope. 

A  My  so*  rafital 

I  sing  *Mlgnon/  and  my*bearf  is  so  full. 

How  beautiful  is  the  moon  and  its  reflection  in  the  water? 
How  adorable  is  Nice! 

I  love  everybody.  All  the  faces  that  pass  by  mt  Art  ami- 
able and  smiling. 

It  is  all  over!  I  knew  well  that  it  coold  not  last,  I  want  to 
lead  a  peaceful  life.  I  will  go  to  Russia,  that  will  improve  the 
situation,  and  I  will  bring  my  father  back  with  me  to  fioiue. 

Monday  J  June  \zth, — Tuesday  ^  June  13215*.  *~I  longed  to  live 
seven  lives  at  oncd,  and  I  do  nc^t  Uve  a  quapter  of  a  life:.  I  am 
chained  down. 

God  will  have  pfty  upon  me;  but  I  know  that  I  am  weak, 
and  it  seems  to  me  that  I  am  going  to  dkXe, 

This  is  the  truth  of  the  matter:  Either  I  must  have  all 
that  God  has  permitted  me  to  diseem  and  to  comprehend,  in 
which  case  I  shall  be  worthy  of  having  it,  or  I  shall  dief 

For  God,  if  He  can  not  justly  grant  me  all,  will  not  hav€?  ttte 
cruelty  to  impose  life  apcm  an  unhappy  creature  to  whom  He 
has  given  comprehenstoh  and  the  ambition  to  acquire  what  she 
comprehends. 

God  has  not  made  me  what  I  am,  without  design.  He  can 
not  have  endowed  me  with  the  faculty  of  sHing  evenyfMng^  o«ly 
to  torment  me  by  giving  me  nothing.  Such  a  supposition  \a 
not  in  accordance  with  the  nature  of  God,  Who  is  a  Being  of 
justice  and  mercy. 

I  must  have  what  I  want,  or  I  must  die.  There  is  no  ques- 
tion of  that.  Let  Him  do  as  Me  thinks  best!  I  love  Hjm,  I 
believe  in  Him,  I  bless  Him,  and  I  beg*  Him  to  forgive  me  for 
the  wrong  I  do. 

He  has-  given  me  my  com  prehension  of*  things  to  satisfy  my 
longings,  if  I  am  worthy.  If  I  am  not  worthy.  He  will  let  me  die! 
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Wednesday^  June  14M. — In  addition  to  the  triumph  I  have 
given  this  little  Italian  boy,  which  greatly  vexes  me,  I  fiec  also 
the  scandal  which  will  result  from  this  affair. 

1  did  not  expect  an  adventure  of  this  kind;  I  foresaw  noth** 
ing  of  the  sort.  I  never  imagined  that  such  a  thing  could 
happen  to  me.  I  knew  that  such  things  did  occur,  but  I  did 
not  really  believe  in  them,  and  I  knew  nothing  of  them,  as  one 
who  has  never  seen  a  corpse  knows  nothing  of  death.  Oh,  my 
life!  my  poor  life! 

If  I  am  as  pretty  as  I  say,  why  am  I  not  loved?  People  look 
at  me  and  are  attracted  by  me,  but  they  do  not  love  me— and  I* 
have  so  much  need  of  love. 

Is  it  the  novels  that  I  have  tead  that  have  turned  my  head? 
No,  but  I  read  rtovels  because  my  head  Is  turned.  I  read  over 
again  old  books.  I  seek  with  deplorable  eagerness  for  scenes 
and  words  of  love;  I  devour  them  because  it  seems  to  me  that 
I  love  and  that  I  am  not  loved. 

I  love;  yes,  for  I  will  not  give  any  other  name  to  what  1  feel. 

But,  no,  this  is  not  what  1  desire.  I  long  to  go  Into  the 
world.  1  long  to  shinfe  there.  I  long  for  great  rank.  I  long 
to  be  rich.  I  long  for  pictures,  palaces,  jewels.  I  long  to  be 
the  center  of  a  brilliant  circle— political,  literary,  charitable, 
frivolous.     I  long  for  all  this.     May  God  give  it  to  me! 

My  God,  do  not  punish  me  for  these  foolishly  ambitious 
thoughts! 

Are  there  not  people  who  are  born  in  the  midst  of  all  this, 
who  find  It  quite  natural  to  possess  it,  and  who  do  not  thank 
God  for  it? 

Am  I  to  blame  for  wishing  to  be  great? 

No,  for  I  would  employ  my  greatness  in  thanking  God  and 
in  desiring  to  be  happy.  Is  it  forbidden  to  desire  to  be 
happy? 

,  Are  those  ivho  find  their  Happiness  in  a  modest,  comfortable 
house,  less  ambitious  then?  No,  foi'  they  have  no  compreben. 
sion  of  anything  beyond. 
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Is  he,  who  is  contented  to  pass  his  life  humbly  in  the  midst 
of  his  family,  modest  and  moderate  in  his  wishes,  through 
virtue,  resignation,  or  wisdom?  No,  no,  no!  He  is  so  because 
he  is  happy  thus;  because  to  live  obscurely  is  for  him  the 
height  of  happiness.  And  if  he  does  not  desire  excitement, 
it  is  because  he  would  find  only  unhappiness  in  excitement. 
There  are  also  those  who  are  afraid,  and  such  people  are  not 
sages,  but  cowards,  for  they  have  secret  longings  and  make  no 
effort  to  obtain  their  desires,  not  through  Christian  virtue,  but 
because  of  their  timid  and  incapable  nature.  My  God,  if  I 
reason  badly,  enlighten  me,  pardon  me,  have  pity  upon  me! 

Thursday^  June  22^. — I  used  to  curl  my  lip  when  Italy  was 
praised,  and  I  would  ask  why  so  much  fuss  was  made  about 
the  country,  and  why  it  was  spoken  of  as  a  land  quite  superior 
to  others.  It  is  superior  to  other  lands;  the  atmosphere  one 
breathes  here  is  different.  Life  is  not  the  same  as  it  is  in 
other  places;  it  is  free,  fantastic,  broad,  thoughtless  and 
languishing,  fiery  and  gentle,  like  its  sun,  its  sky,  its  soil.  So 
I  soar  aloft  on  my  poet's  wings  (I  am  sometimes  entirely  a  poet, 
and  almost  always  one  on  some  side  of  my  nature)  and  I  am 
ready  to  exclaim  with  "  Mignon": 

Italia^  reggio  di  ciei^ 
Sol  beato! 

Saturday^  June  24M. — I  was  waiting  to  be  called  to  break- 
fast, when  the  doctor  arrived  all  out  of  breath  to  tell  me  that 
he  had  received  a  letter  from  Pietro.  I  blushed  scarlet,  and 
without  raising  my  eyes  from  the  book  I  was  reading,  I  asked: 
"  Well,  and  what  does  he  say?*' 

"  They  will  not  give  him  any  money,  and — well,  you  will  be 
able  to  judge  from  the  letter  better  than  I  can." 

I  took  care  not  to  evince  any  eagerness  to  see  it,  for  I  was 
ashamed  of  showing  so  much  interest. 

Contrary  to  my  usual  habits,  I  was  the  first  at  the  table,  eat- 
ing with  impatience,  but  saying  nothing. 

"  Is  what  the  doctor  has  told  me  true?"  I  asked,  at  last. 


If 
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**  Yes,"  replied  my  aunt,  "  A —  has  written  him." 

"  Doctor,  where  is  the  letter?"- 

"  In  my  room.' 

"  Get  it  for  me.' 

The  letter  is  dated  the  tenth  of  June,  but  as  A —  directed 
it  simply  to  Nizza,  it  went  to  Nizza  in  Italy  before  being  sent 
here. 

"  I  have  employed  all  my  time,"  he  writes,  "  in  begging  my 
parents  to  allow  me  to  go  to  Nice,  but  they  absolutely  refuse  to 
listen  to  it,"  so  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  come,  and  there  is 
nothing  left  for  him  but  to  hope  in  the  future,  which  is  always 
uncertain. 

The  letter  is  in  Italian  and  they  expected  me  to  translate  it. 
I  did  not  say  a  word,  however;  but,  gathering  up  my  train  with 
affected  deliberation,  so  that  they  might  not  think  that  I  was 
going  away  in  agitation,  I  left  the  room  and  crossed  the  garden, 
tranquillity  upon  my  face  and  hell  in  my  heart. 

This  is  no  answer  to  a  telegram  from  a  friend  in  Monaco,  no 
trifle.  It  is  an  answer  to  me,  a  warning.  And  it  is  to  me,  who 
have  soared  so  high  in  my  imagination,  tQme  that  he  says  this! 
Shall  I  die?  God  does  not  wish  it.  Shall  I  become  an  opera 
singer?    I  have  neither  the  health  nor  the  patience. 

Then  what,  what? 

I  threw  myself  down  in  an  arm-chair,  and  with  my  eyes  fixed 
blindly  upon  nothing,  tried  to  understand  the  letter,  to  think  of 
something. 

"  Do  you  want  to  go  to  the  clairvoyant's?"  called  mamma  to 
me  from  the  garden. 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  rising  stiffly;  "  when?" 

"  Now,  at  once." 

Anything,  anything  in  order  not  to  remain  alone  and  drive 
myself  crazy;  anything  to  escape  from  myself. 

The  clairvoyant  was  out.  The  walk  in  the  heat  did  me 
neither  harm  nor  good.  I  took  a  handful  of  cigarettes  and 
my  journal,  with  the  intention  of  poisoning  my  lungs  while 
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writing  blazing  pages*  But  all  will  power  seemed  to  have  left 
me.  I  walked,  straight  ancl  slow>  ad  in  a  dreadD^  to  my  bed, 
laid  down,  and  drew  the  lace  curtains. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  my  suffering;  besides,  there 
comes  a  moment  when  one  no  longer  ktioWf^  how  to  complain. 
Crushed  ^  I  am>  pi  what  do  you  want  me  to  complain? 


I  can  not  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  disgust  and  dis- 
couragement that  I  feel.  Love!  Oh,  word  unknown  to  me! 
This  is  the  truth,  then?  This  man  never  loved  me,  and  he 
regarded  mafriage  as  a  means  of  obtaining  his  freedom.  As 
for  his  protestations,  I  throw  them  on  one  side.  I  have  never 
spoken  of  them  to  anyone,  in  fact,  I  never  believed  in  them 
sufficiently  to  speak  serbuily  of  them. 

I  do  not  say  that  he  has  always  lied.  A  man  almost  always 
believes  what  he  is  saying  at  the  moment  that  he  speaks,  but 
— afterward? 

And,  in  spite  Of  all  my  reasoning  power,  in  spite  cft  the 
Bible,  I  am  burning  to  be  revenged.  1  will  take  my  time,  be 
sure  of  that,  and  I  ief0  be  revenged. 

CAi  lungo  a  tempo  aspttta^ 
Vede  at  fin  la  sua  vendetta, 

I  entered  my  room,  wrote  a  few  lines,  and,  then,  suddenly 
losing  pourage,  burst  into  tfiars«  Oh)  after  ail,  I  am  only  a 
child!  All  these  troubles  are  too  heavy  for  me  to  bear  alldiione/ 
I  thpught  of  going  to  waken  my  aunt  But  she  would  think 
that  I  was  crying  from  disappointed  love,  and  I  could  not  bear 
that. 

To  say  that  love  has  no  place  in  my  sorrow,  would  be  only 
justice.     I  am  ashamed  of  it  now. 

A  little  boy,  the  butt  of  everybody,  a  compound  of  a  scoun- 
drel ^nd  a  Jesuit,  a  child,  a  Paul!  And  I  loved  that  J  Bah! 
And  yet,  why  not?  A  man  loves'  a  c4?eotte,  a  griuttey  any* 
tbiipg  low,  a  peasant.    Great  men  and  great  kings  have  iQved 
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iroaien  who  amounted  to  aothing^  and  they  hav^  not  been 
dethroned  for  that 

I  wa^  becoming:  mad  with  rage  and  the  sense  of  how  power- 
less I  was.  All  my  nerves  were  unstrung,  and  I  began  to  sing; 
this  calmed  me: 

Diran:     Viva  colH  fhe  a  il  cpr  contento, 
S*io  canto ^  canto  per  non  dir  del  maU! 
Taccxo  per  revelar  quel  c*ho  qui  dentro, 
Paccioper  revelar  nn  *ajfHtfa  dogHa^ 
SAbtHi  U  ixmtd^  di  fUu^ffiri  Jb  vogHa, 
fkcHo  per  frvtkr  rnJUtta  Pfna, 
Sebbfm  |V»  (CkuUft  di  dohr  ufn  piena. 

I  might  remain  here  aU  night  an^  not  be  able  to  say  all  that 
I  want  to  say,  and  il  I  could  succeed  in  doing  so,  X  should  say 
nothing  new,  nothing  that  I  have  not  said  already. 

Really,  really,  all  the  things  that  I  saw  and  heard  in  Rome 
come  into  my  mind,  and  as  I  reflect  upon  that  strange  mixture 
of  devotion,  libertlnage,  religion,  vulgarity,  submission, 
depravity,  prudery,  haughty  pride,  and  low  cowardice,  I  say 
to  myself;  In  truth,  Rome  is  a  unique  city — strange,  savage, 
and  refined. 

Everything  is  different  there  from  what  it  is  in  other  cities. 
You  seem  to  be  upon  another  planet  than  the  earth. 

And,  really,  Rome,  which  had  a  fabulous  beginning,  a  fabu- 
lous prosperity^  and  a  fabulous  downfall,  must  be  something 
impressive  and  original,  both  morally  and  physically. 

The  city  of  God,  the  city  of  priests,  1  am  speaking  of. 
Since  the  king  has  been  there,  all  is  changed,  and  yet,  that 
change  is  only  among  the  liberals. 

The  blacks  are  always  the  same.  For  this  reason,  I  under- 
stood nothing  of  what  A —  gaid  to  me,  and  I  always  regarded 
his  affairs  as  fables,  or  as  things  entirely  outside  of  ordi- 
nary experience,  while  I  see  now  that  it  is  the  same  every- 
where in  Home, 
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Why  did  I  encounter  that  inhabitant  of  the  moon,  of  the  old 
moon,  of  old  Rome,  I  mean,  a  Cardinal's  nephew! 

Bah!  it  is  curious  for  me  who  love  the  extraordinary.  It  is 
original.  No,  they  are  all  alike — Rome  and  the  Romans — 
strange. 

Instead  of  being  astonished,  I  would,  do  better  to  tell  what 
I  know  of  Rome  and  the  Romans;  this  would  astonish  'much 
more  than  my  astonishments  and  my  exclamations. 

Do  you  know  that  when  Pietro,  six  years  ago,  was  very  ill, 
his  mother  made  him  eat  strips  of  paper,  on  which  was  written 
over  and  over  again,  this  word:  Maria^  Maria^  Maria!  This 
was  done  so  that  the  Virgin  would  cure  him.  It  was,  perhaps, 
for  this  reason  that  he  fell  in  love  with  a  Marie,  and  a  very 
terrestrial  one,  too.  They  also  made  him  drink  holy  water 
instead  of  taking  medicine. 

But,  after  all,  that  doesn't  amount  to  an3rthing.  I  shall 
gradually  remember  everything  and  tell  very  curious  things. 

The  Cardinal,  for  example,  is  not  a  good  man,  and  when 
they  toM  him  that  his  nephew  was  improving  himself  in  a 
monastery,  he  laughed,  and  said  that  it  was  all  nonsense,  that 
a  man  of  twenty-three  would  not  become  wise  at  the  end  of 
eight  days*  seclusion,  and  that,  if  he  seemed  converted,  it  was 
because  he  needed  money. 

Friday^  June  ^oth. — I  pity  old  people,  especially  since 
grandpapa  became  entirely  blind;  I  am  so  sorry  for  him. 
To-day,  I  led  him  down-stairs,  and  helped  him  at  the  table 
myself.  He  was  ashamed  of  it,  because  he  has  a  desire  to 
appear  still  young,  and  I  was  obliged  to  use  considerable  tact. 
However,  he  accepted  my  services  gratefully,  for  I  proffered 
them  in  an  off-hand  sort  of  way,  with  a  niingling  of  determi- 
nation and  tenderness,  which  he  could  not  resist. 

Sundayy  July  2d. — Oh,  what  heat!  what  ennui!  I  am  wrong 
to  say  ennuiy  however,  (that  one  can  never  feel  who  has  so 
many  resources  in  one's  self  as  I  have).  I  do  not  feel  ennui, 
for  I  read,  sing,  paint,  and  dream;  but  I  an;  sad  and  uneasy. 
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Must  my  poor  young  life  be  passed  in  eating  and  drinking 
and  domestic  trivialities?  A  woman  lives  from  sixteen  to 
forty.  I  tremble  at  the  thought  of  losing  a  month  of  my 
life. 

Why  have  I  studied  and  tried  to  know  more  than  other 
women — priding  myself  on  knowing  all  the  sciences  which 
famous  men  are  said,  in  their  biographies,  to  have  known? 

I  have  a  smattering  of  everything,  but  I  know  thoroughly 
only  history,  literature,  and  physics.  When  I  say  that  I  have 
a  smattering  of  everything^  I  mean  everything  that  is  interest- 
ing; but  it  is  true,  that,  if  I  put  my  mind  to  it,  I  find  every- 
thing interesting,  and  this  puts  me  in  a  fever. 

What  is  the  use  of  reading  and  reflecting?  What  is  the 
use  of  the  gift  of  song,  of  mind,  of  beauty?  To  rust,  to  die 
of  sadness?  If  I  were  an  ignorant  brute,  I  might,  perhaps, 
be  happy. 

Not  a  living  soul  with  whom  to  exchange  a  word!  One's 
family  does  not  suiSce  for  a  being  of  sixteen,  especially  such  a 
being  as  I  am! 

Grandpapa  is  certainly  an  intelligent  man;  but  he  is  old,  and 
blind,  and  irritating,  with  his  servant  Triphon,  and  his  eternal 
complaints  about  the  dinner. 

Mamma  has  much  intelligence,  very  little  learning,  no 
knowledge  of  the  world,  not  an  atom  of  tact,  and  her  mind 
has  deteriorated  through  dwelling  on  nothing  but  the  servants, 
my  health,  and  the  dogs. 

My  aunt  is  a  little  more  polished,  and  even  impresses  people 
who  do  not  know  her  very  well. 

Have^  I  ever  mentioned  their  ages?  If  she  were  in  good 
health,  mamma  would  still  be  a  very  handsome  woman.  My 
aunt  is  some  years  younger,  but  she  appears  the  elder;  she  is 
not  handsome,  but  tall,  and  with  a  good  figure. 

Monday^  July  3^. — Amor*  decrescit  ubique  crescere  non  possit. 

*  In  Syrus,  it  is  dolor,  X  have  said  amoTy  for  the  maxim  is  as  applicable  to 
one  as  to  the  otb^^ 
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Therefore,  when  two  people  are  perfectly  happy,  they  begin 
ftnperceptibfy  to  love  each  other  less,  and  end  by  drifting 
entirely  apart. 

I  am  going  away  to-morrow,  and  I  feel  a  certain  regret  at 
leaWng  Nice. 

A!!  the  preparations  for  the  journey  haV^  cast  a  certain  chill 
over  my  determination  to  go. 

I  have  chosen  the  music  that  I  km  going  to  take  away  and 
some  books — the  encyclopedia,  a  volume  of  Plato,  t)ante, 
Ariosto,  Shakespeare,  and  a  quantity  of  English  novels  by 
Bulwer,  ColHnS,  and  DJckens.  I  talked  a  litde  nonsense  tfith 
my  aunt,  and  then  I  went  out  on  the  terrace.  I  remained  in 
the  garden  until  the  twilight,  which  rs  so  beautiful  with  the  sea 
and  the  sky  for  a  background^  and  the  rich  plants,  the  large- 
leaved  tre^s,  the  bamboos  and  the  palms;  the  fountain;  the 
grotto,  with  its  drops  of  water  falling  ceaselessly  from  rock  to 
rock  until  they  reach  the  basin — the  whole  surroundings  give 
the  spot  an  ait  of  mysterious  peace,  which  makes  one  idle  and 
dreamy.    Why  does  water  always  make  one  dreamy? 

I  remafned  in  the  garden,  looking  at  a  vase  in  which  grew  a 
beaitttfuf  caniia  rose,  and  thinking  how  becoming  my  while 
dress  and  green  wreath  were  in  this  delicious  garden. 

Have  I  then  no  other  object  in  life  than  to  dress  with  so 
much  art,  and  ornament  myself  with  leaves  and  think  of  the 
ei¥ect? 

Frankly,  I  believe  if  I  am  read,  I  shall 'be  adjudged  tire- 
some.'! am  »tffl  so  young,  I  'know  solittte  of  life. 

I  can  not  speak  with  that  authority  Or  thkt  irtipudehce 
belonging  to  writers  who  have  the  exorbitant  pretension  of 
knowing  men,  of  dictating  laws,  and  of  imposing  maxims. 

My  maid  has  brought  me  a  bodice  for  to-morrow,  that  / 
might  look  at  it.    That  reminds  me  that  to-fflorrow  I  leave. 


I  ciune  home  followed  by  all  the  dogs.    I  drew  th^  white 
box  close  to  the  table.     Ah,  there  is  my  principal  regret!     Mjr 
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journal  Is  the  half  of  myself.  Each  day  I  had  the  habit  of 
looking  through  tfie  leaves  of  my  journal,  whether  I  wished 
to  recall  Rome  or  Nice,  or  things  still  prior! 

The  weather  was  too  beautiful! 

And,  as  if  on  purpose,  the  eve  of  my  departure,  the  moon 
shone  brilliant  and  psAe,  lighting  up  all  the  beauties  of  my  city. 
Myf — without  doubt — my  city!  I  am  of  too  little  consequence 
for  anyone  to  contest  my  claim  to  this  property. 

Besides,  does  not  the  siin  belong  equally  to  all?  I  entered 
the  salon.  The  rays  of  the  moon  penetrated  freely  through 
the  large  open  windows,  lighting  the  walls  of  white  stucco 
and  the  whife  coverings. 

In  spite  of  ourselves,  we  feel  melancholy  on  a  summer  night 
like  this.  I  walked  around  the  room  twice,  something  was 
wanting;  nevertheless,  1  was  not  unhappy,  on  the  contrary,  I 
desired  nothing.  I  should  wish  to  always  feel  as  quiet,  as  well. 
My  soul,  dilated  by  this  sentiment  of  happy  calm,  seemed  to 
want  to  pour  itself  forth  ill  around  ttie.  I  sat  at  the  piano 
and  allowed  my  long,  white  fingers  to  wander  over  the  keys; 
but  I  missed  something — perhaps  someone. 

I  am  going  to  Russia.  How  willingly  I  would  go  to  bed 
early  on  the  eve  of  a  day  so  impatiently  awaited,  in  order  to 
shorten  the  time! 

I  am  drawn  toward  Rome.  Rome  is  a  city  we  do  not  under- 
stand at  first.  In  the  first  days,  I  sa^y  in  Rome  only  the  Pincio 
and  the  Corso.  I  could  not  understand  the  simple  beauty  and 
all  the  memories  cliistferitig  aroiind  this  country,  without  trises, 
and  without  houses.  Nothing  but  an  undulating  plain,  like 
the  ocean  in  a  storm,  dotted  here  arid  there  by  flocks  of  sheep, 
guarded  by  shepherds,  like  thdie  spoken  of  by  Virgil 

It  is  only  our  own  degenerated  class  which  undergoes  a 
thousand  transformations;  and  simple  men,  men  of  nature, 
change  riot,  and  resfcmble  each  other  in  all  countries. 

Side  by  side,  with  this  vast  sdlitude  intersjiersed  with  aque- 
ducts,   the   stfaight   lities  of   which,    cutting   the    horiBon, 
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produce  the  most  striking  effect,  we  see  the  most  beautiful 
monuments  of  barbarism,  and  of  universal*civilization.  Why 
say  barbarism?  It  is  because  we,  modern  pigmies,  in  our 
petty  pride,  believe  ourselves  more  civilized,  because  we  were 
born  last. 

No  description  can  give  an  exact  idea  of  this  superb  and 
graceful  country,  of  this  land  of  the  sun,  of  beauty,  of  intel- 
lect, of  genius,  of  the  arts;  of  this  country,  fallen  so  low  and 
remaining  prostrate  so  long  that  it  is  impossible  for  it  to 
be  yet  in  a  condition  to  rise  again. 


Talk  as  we  may  of  glory,  of  intellect,  of  beauty,  we  speak 
of  them  only  to  speak  of  love;  to  make  a  magnificent  frame 
for  this  picture,  always  the  same  and  always  new. 

To  leave  my  journal  here,  is  a  real  sorrow. 

This  poor  journal,  which  contains  all  those  aspirations 
toward  light,  all  those  flights  which  would  be  estimated  as  the 
flights  of  an  imprisoned  genius,  if  the  end  were  crowned  with 
success,  and  would  be  regarded  as  the  delirious  vanity  of  a  com- 
monplace creature,  if  I  were  doomed  to  rust  forever. 

For  me  to  marry  and  have  children!  Why,  any  washer- 
woman can  do  so  much. 

At  least,  let  me  find  a  man  civilized  and  enlightened,  or 
weak  and  very  loving! 

But  what  do  I  want.?    Oh,  you  know  it  well;  I  want  fame! 

It  is  not  this  journal  which  will  give  it  me.  This  journal 
will  be  published  only  after  my  death,  for  in  it  I  am  too  naked 
to  show  myself  during  life.  Besides,  it  can  be  only  the  com- 
plement of  an  illustrious  life. 

An  illustrious  life!  Folly,  produced  by  isolation,  historical 
readings,  and  a  too  ^uvid  imagination! 

I  do  not  know  any  language  perfectly.  My  own  is  familiar 
to  me,  only  as  far  as  everyday  phrases  go.  I  left  Russia  at 
the  age  of  ten.  I  speak  Italian  and  English  well.  I  think  and 
write  in  French,  and  yet  I  believe  I  commit  faults  of  orthog- 
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raphy;  and  frequently,  I  am  at  a  loss  for  words,  and  I  find,  with 
a  fury  without  parallel,  my  thought  expressed  by  a  celebrated 
writer,  with  facility  and  grace! 

Listen,  rather:  "  Traveling  is,  whatever  we  may  say,  one 
of  the  saddest  pleasures  of  life.  If  you  find  yourself  com- 
fortable in  a  strange  city,  it  is  because  you  are  beginning  to 
feel  at  home." 

This  was  said  by  the  author  of  *^Corinne."  And  how  many 
times  I  have  become  impatient,  my  pen  in  hand,  because  I 
was  not  able  to  make  m)rself  understood,  and  have  ended  by 
bursting  out  into  expressions  like  this — I  detest  new  cities; 
new  faces  are  a  martyrdom  for  me! 

All  persons,  therefore,  feel  in  the  same  manner;  the  differ- 
ence exists  only  in  the  expression,  as  all  men  are  made  of  the 
same  materials;  but  how  much  they  differ  in  features,  form, 
complexion,  character! 

You  shall  see  that  one  of  these  days  I  shall  read  something 
of  this  kind,  but  expressed  with  intelligence,  with  eloquence, 
with  charm. 

What  am  I?  Nothing.  What  do  I  wish  to  be?  Every- 
thing. 

Rest  awhile,  my  intellect,  fatigued  by  these  thirstings,  these 
bounds,  after  the  infinite.  Let  us  return  to  A — .  Still  A — . 
A  child!  a  wretch! 

No!     Is  it  not  rather  that  he  does  not  quite  love  me? 

He  loves  me  as  I  love  him.  Oh,  then  it  is  not  worth  speak- 
ing of!  No!  The  principal  thing  is  that  I  leave  my  journal 
here. 

There,  that  block  of  paper  is  finished!  When  I  reach  Paris, 
I  will  commence  another,  which  will  doubtless  suffice  me  for 
Russia. 

No  one  will  notice  a  block  of  paper  at  the  Custom  House. 

I  will  take  with  me  Pietro's  last  letter. 

I  have  just  reread  it.  He  is  unhappy!  Then  why  has  he 
not  more  energy? 


In  my  exceptionally  despotic  position,  I  can  speak  of  the 
i^atter  without  embarrassment — ^but  he!  And  those  Romans! 
It  is  something  unheard  of. 

Poor  Pietro!  My  future  fame  prevents  my  thinking  seri- 
ously of  him.  It  seems  to  reproach  me,  the  thoughts  that  I 
consecrate  to  him. 

Dear  divinity,  be  reassured.  Pietro  is  but  an  amusement — 
a  mehdy  to  cover  the  lamentations  of  my  soul.  And,  nevertheless, 
I  reproach  myself  for  thinking  of  him,  since  it  is  of  abspluteiy 
no  use!  He  can  not  even  be  the  first  step  of  that  divine 
ladder,  at  the  top  of  which  is  found  satisfied  ambition. 

Grand  Hotb:l,  Paris,  July  4th. 
AmoTy  ut  lacryfnay  oculo  oritur  in  pectus  cadit 

PUBLIUS   SVRlJS. 

Wednesday^  July  ^th, — Yesterday,  at  0  o'clock,  I  left  i^ice 
with  my  aunt,  and  Amalia  (my  maid).  Chopolate^  haying. hurt 
his  foot,  will  be  sent  after  i^a  iq  tiyo  days. 

Mamma  has  been  weeping  for  three  days  over  my  impend- 
ing  absence,  and  so  I  am  sweet  and  tender  to  her.  . 

Affections  of  husbands,  of  lovers,  of  friends,  of  children, 
come  and  goj. for  there  can  always  be  Xyto  oi  these  beings. 

Bat  there  is  only  one  motherland  a  mother  is  the  orily 
creature  in  which  we  can  confide  entirely,  whose  love  is  disin* 
terested,  devoted,  and  eternal  I  felt  all  this  for  the  first  time, 
perhaps,  when  bidding  her  good-bye.  An(}  how  I  laughed  qyer 
my  love  for  H — ,  L-*-,  and  A-^1  And  of  wh^t  small  conse- 
quence it  all  seemed  to  me! .  Nothing! 

Grandpapa  was  moved  to  tears.  Resides,  t^he^e  is  alw^iys 
something  solemn,  in  the  farewells  of.  a^  old  person.'  He 
blessed  me  and  gave  me  an  image  of  the  Holy  Virgin. 

Mamma  and  Pina  accompanied  us  to  the  station.  . 

As  usual,  on  leaving,  I  put  on  my  gaypst  air.  I  was,  never- 
theless, much  grieved.,  t, 

Mamma  did  not  weep,  but  I  knew  she  was  so  unhappy  that 
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I  feft  somi^thtflg  like  a  Aood  of  fegrett  fti  hmving  h^»  and 
because  I  had  often  been  cross  to  hen  .But»  thought  I,  look*- 
fug  at  her  ibrongh  the  wiuidovr  of  our  carriage,  I  was  not  cross 
tlirough  wickedoe0$,  I W4S  eo  through  paiiit  thraugb  de3pair« 
and  now  I  go  to  change  our  lives. 

When  the  ixsdti  wai  in  motion,  I  felt  that  my  eyes  were  filled 
with  tears.  And  I  involuntarily  compared  this  departure  with 
my  last  departure  frtim  RoiHe. 

Was  it  that  my  sentiment  waa  ireaker,  or  that  I  did  not  feel 
that  I  was  leaving  behind  me  an  immense  grie£.  like  th^t  of  a 
mother's? 

I  began  immediately  to  read  ^'Corione.*'  That  descrip^ 
tion  of  Italy  has  a  peculiar  charm  for  me.  And  with  what 
happiness  I  again  saw  Eoihe  io  this  reading!  My  beautiful 
Rome  with  all  its  treasiirM! 

I  admit  frankly  that  at  Arst  I  did  not  umierstaj^d  Rome.  My 
strongest  impression  was  the  Coliseum,  and,  if  I  cbUld  write 
aa  I  think,  I  would  hate  expressed  a  niultitude  of  very  beauti- 
ful thoughts  that  came  to  me»  when  staodiatfmute  in  the  lodge 
of  the  Vestals^  opposite^  that  of  C»sar. 

At  ba}£-paat  i  we  entered  Paris^  and»  we  must  admit,  Pari$ 
is^  if  not  the  ndost  beatttiful,  at  least  the  most  graceful,  the 
most  witty  4>f  cities. 

Haa  fiot  Paris  also  its  history  of  grandeur,  of  decadence,  of 
revolution,  of  glory,  and  of  terror?  Oh,  yeal  But  tU  pales 
before  Rome,  for  it  is  of  Rome  that  all  other  powers  are  bom. 

Rome  has  swallowed  Greece,  the  home  of  civilisation,  of 
arts,  of  hertes,  of  poets.  AU  that  has  been  built,  sculptured, 
thought,  or  done  $tnce,  is  it  anything  but  imitation  of  the 

ancients? 

With  as  there  is  nothing  original  but  the  Middle  Ages.  Oh, 
why?  Why  i$  the  world  worn  out?  Is  it  that  the  intellect  of 
man  has  already  giv^.all  that  it  could  give? 

Monday,  July  io//t,.^ay  whfttwe  will,  weave  what  romances 
we  mayi  power  and, splendor  (yilie  goods. of  this  woild),  form 
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an  aureole  about  the  head  of  those  we  love,  and  make  us  almost 
love  those  we  do  not  love. 

Notwithstanding  the  cries  of  all  the  sentimentalists ^  it  is 
clearly  demonstrated  that  the  strongest  intellects  allow  them- 
selves to  be  influenced  by  external  show,  by  the  frame. 

But  let  us  leave  that  aside,  and  let  us  take  the  thing  from  the 
heart's  point  of  view. 

Is  it  not  frightful  to  be  separated  by  an  absurd  cause,  to  suffer 
doubt,  absence,  sadness,  and  all  because  of  money!  I  scorn 
money,  but  I  admit  it  is  necessary.  * 

When  we  are  happy,  physically,  the  mind  and  heart  are  free, 
we  can  then  love  without  calculation,  without  after-thought, 
without  niggardliness. 

Why  have  so  many  women  loved  kings? 

Because  a  king  is  the  expression  of  power,  and  woman  loves 
to  rule;  but  she  needs  the  support  of  something  strong,  as  the 
frail  and  delicate  plant  leans  against  a  tree. 

See,  I  love  A — ,  and  this  love  is  shaken  at  every  instant, 
sometimes  by  doubt,  sometimes  by  fear. 

At  each  instant,  crushed  by  wounded  self-love,  humiliated 
by  that  ignoble  dependence,  I  might  have  loved  much,  I  might 
have  loved  with  a  sentiment  even,  strong,  durable,  and,  instead 
of  that,  I  feel  but  a  sort  of  torment,  which  makes  me  say 
sometimes  yes,  sometimes  no;  which  renders  me  uncertain, 
undecided,  mercenary,  miserable. 

No,  do  not  attribute  my  conduct  to  frightful  calculations.  I 
do  not  love  a  man  because  he  is  rich,  but  because  he  is  free, 
frank  in  all  his  movements.  I  want  wealth  that  I  may  think 
no  more  of  it,  that  I  may  be  no  more  subjected  to  that  force 
which  is  brutal,  but  incontestable,  inevitable. 

I  open  my  mouth  to  speak  again,  but  all  I  could  say  would 
always  be  reduced  to  this:  Perfect  moral  happiness  can  exist 
only  when  the  material  side  is  satisfied,  and  does  not  oblige  us 
to  think  of  ourselves  as  an  empty  stomach. 

The  highest  degree  of    love,  passion,  carries  everything 
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before  it,  but  for  an  instant  only;  and  how  we  feel  afterward 
the  truth  of  all  that  I  have  just  said.  What  I  say,  I  have  not 
read  in  books,  I  have  not  experienced;  but  let  all  those 
who  have  lived,  who  are  no  older  than  sixteen,  like  me,  put 
aside  that  false  shame  we  have  in  admitting  such  things,  and 
let  them  admit  it,  let  them  say  if  what  I  am  trying  to  prove  is 
not  just.  If  anyone  is  canttnted  with  little^  it  is  because  he  has  no 
ambition  to  have  more, 

Thursday^  July  13M. — In  the  evening,  we  went  to  the  house 
of  Countess  de  M — .    She  spoke  of  marriage  to  me. 

**  Oh,  no,"  said  I,  "  I  do  not  want  that;  I  want  to  become 
a  singer!  See,  dear  countess,  we  must  do  this:  I  will  disguise 
myself  like  a  poor  girl,  and  you,  with  my  aunt,  will  conduct 
me  to  the  first  professor  of  singing  in  Paris,  as  a  little  Italian 
under  your  protection,  and  who  has  the  promise  of  a  fine 
voice." 

"Oh!   Oh!" 

"  Now,  then,"  continued  I,  quietly,  "  that  is  the  only  way  of 
knowing  the  truth  about  my  voice.  I  have  a  little  dress  of 
last  year  which  will  produce  an  effect."  I  added,  pursing  up 
my  lips. 

"Why,  yes,  it  is  an  excellent  idea!" 


My  father  telegraphs  that  he  awaits  me  with  impatience. 
Uncle  Etienne  telegraphs  that  he  will  meet  me  at  the  frontier. 
Uncle  Alexander  telegraphs  that  there  is  cholera  in  Russia. 
But  I  fear  nothing,  I  am  not  a  fatalist,  and  I  do  not  believe 
that  all  things  are  written  beforehand.  I  believe  firmly  that 
nothing  happens  without  the  will  of  Cod,  and  if  God  wishes 
me  to  die  now,  nothing  can  prevent  it;  while,  if  He  has  a  long 
life  in  reserve  for  me,  no  epidemic  in  the  world  can  harm 
me. 

My  aunt  requests  me  to  go  to  bed,  for  it  is  i  o'clock. 
"  Leave  me  alone!"  said  I  to  her,  "  if  you  annoy  me  I  shall 
become  crazy!*' 
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My  Oodi  what  idea  troubb^  me  again?  Parifi!  Yes,  Paris! 
the  ceatef  pf  intelligence!  of  f^me!  of  ever^thingt  Paris 
light  and  vamtyr^vi^rtigol 

Qh,  Godl  give  me  the  life  that  I  want,  or  fn^ke  me  dutl 

Fridpi,y\  July  i4/^.«r»Siiiee  morning,  I  hai^e  been  taking^  the 
greateBl  earp  of  myBell,  i  have  not  coughed  pncd  tbo  much^  I 
have  not' moved.  L  am  4ying  of  heat  and  of  thirit,  but  I  6q 
not  drink. 

At  I  o^tlock^  I  took.ft  bup  of/eoflee,  and  ate  pnd  egg,  so 
salty  that  it  was  rather  salt  irit^  ah  t%%^  than  an  egg  With 
salt.    •  •  •  ..  '    .• 

I  h^iVe  an  idea  that  sak  is  goo(i  for  the  throat. 
'   I  put  on  a  plain  dress  of  gray  cambric,  a  black  iai:e  scsirf^ 
and  a  brown  hat.    But,  onpe  (iressed,  I  looked  so  well,  that  I 
willed  I  could  always  lobk  the  slme.      - 

At  last,  we  started,  stopped  for  Madame  de  M — ,  and  arrived 
at  the  door  of  No.  37  Chauss6e-d*  Antin,  at  the  home  of  Mon- 
bkur  Wfirtel,  the  first  professor  of  Paris.  * . 

Madame  de  M--»  went  in  and. spoke  to  him  of  a  iyoung 
girl  from  Italy  who  had  been  particularly  recommiended  to  her. 
Her  parents  wished  to  know  if  there  were  any  hope?  of  a 
musical  future  for  her.  .• 

Monsieur  Wartel  said  he  -would  expect  her  to-morrow,  and 
it  was  with  great  urging  we  succeeded  id  being  allowed  a  hear- 
ing at  4  o'cioek. 

We  arrived  at  3  o'cloek.  We  were  gliowed  to  enter  into  an 
antechamber;  we  wished  to  go  farther  but  a  servant  barned 
the  way,  and  it  was  only  whm  toM  that  we  were  the  ladies 
expected  bjr  Monsieur  Warfcel^  that  he  allbwed  us  to  j)afts. 

We  wereled'iuto  a  ^mall  parlor  next  ti^  that  in  which  the 
master  was  giving  a  lesson. 

"  It  is  for  4  o'clock,  Madame,"  said  a  young  man,  entering. 

^'Yes,  Monsieur,  but  you  will  permit  thi^*  young  girl  to 
listea"        .   . 

<*  Undoubtedly,  Madame." 
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During  one  hour,  we  listiened  to  the  singing  of  an  English 
,  woman;   a  bad  voice,  and    what  a  method  I     I   had  never 
heard  such  singing. 

And  I  remembered  with  indignation  Faocioti,  Tosti,  and 
Creschi. 

The  wall9  of  the  parlor  in  which  we.  found  ourselves  were 
all  covered  with  portraits  of  the  greatest  artists  known,  and 
with  the  most  affectionate  dedications  beneath  them. 

At  last  it  struck  4,  and  the  Englishwoman  went.  I  felt 
myself  trembling  and  my  strength  going. 

Wartel  made  me  a  sign  which  meant:    Come  in! 

I  did  not  understand. 

"  Come  in,  Mademoiselle,  come  in!" 

I  entered,  followed  by  my  two  coitpanions,  rrhom  I  requeftted 
to  return  to  the  small  pai^lor,  for  they  Would  ioj^imidate  me, 
and,  in  reality,  I  was  very  much  afraid. 

Wartel  ia  very  old,  but  the  accompanist  is  quite  young. 

"  You  tcad  music?!' 

**  Yes,  Monsieur/' 

"  What  do  you  sing?" 

<'  Nothing,  but  I  will  sing  a  scale  or  a  vocal  exercise." 

*^  Take,  then,  a  vocal  exercise,  Monsieur  Chose.  What  is 
your  voice?  Soprano?" 

"  No,  Monsieur]  tontralto." 

**We  shall  see." 

Wartel  did  hot  arise  from  his  arm-chair,  but  made  a  sign 
to  commence^  And  i  attacked  the  exercise,  trembling  at  first, 
then  enraged,  and  at  last  tontented*  Foi^  I  did  not  take  my  eyes 
off  the  long»  long,  long  lace  of  the  master.    It  was  surprising. 

"  Ah,  well,**  said  he,  "  it  is  rather  a  mezzo-soprano  that 
you  have.     It  is  a  voice  that  can  be  raised." 

''And  what  cah  you  say  of  it,  Monsieur?"  inquired  the 
ladies,  entering. 

''  I'say  that  there  is  a  voice;  but^  you  know;  we  must  work 
hard.    That  voice  is  still  young,  and  it  will  increase;  in  short, 
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it  will   follow  the  development  of  Mademoiselle.    There  is 
material,  the  organs  are  there,  we  must  work." 

"  Then  you  believe  it  is  worth  while?" 

"Yes,  yes,  we  must  work." 

"  But  the  voice  is  good?"  asked  Madame  de  M — . 

"  It  will  be  a  good  voice,"  answered  the  man,  in  his  tranquil 
tones,  and  with  his  indolent  and  reserved  air;  **but  we  must 
develop  it,  place  it,  work  it,  and  it  is  a  long  business.  Oh, 
yes,  we  must  work!" 

"  I  sang  badly?"  I  asked,  at  last,  "  I  was  so  frightened." 

"Ah,  Mademoiselle,  you  must  grow  accustomed  to  that! 
This  fear  must  be  overcome,  it  would  be  unwelcome  on  the 
stage." 

But  I  was  charmed  with  what  the  man  had  said;  for  what 
he  said  is  a  great  deal  for  a  poor  girl  who  will  bring  him  no 
profits. 

Accustomed  as  I  am  to  flattery,  his  grave  and  judicial  tone 
seemed  cold;  but  I  understood  at  once  that  he  was  pleased. 

He  said:  "We  must  work,  there  is  some  good,"  that  is 
already  enormous. 

During  this  time  the  accompanist  was  measuring  me — 
minutely  examining  my  figure,  arms,  hands,  and  face. 

I  lowered  my  eyes  and  blushed,  requesting  the  ladies  to  go, 

Wartel  was  seated,  I  stood  in  front  of  his  chair. 

"  You  have  taken  lessons?" 

"  Never,  Monsieur;  that  is,  ten  lessons  only." 

^*  Yes;  in  short>  we  must  work.    You  may  sing  a  romance." 

"  I  know  a  Neapolitan  song,  but  I  have  not  the  music." 
.  "The  * Mignon  Vair,"  exclaimed  my  aunt,  from  the  other 
room. 

"  Very  well,  sing  the  *  Mignon  '  air." 

While  I  sang,  the  face  of  Wartel,  which  at  first  only 
expressed  attention,  showed  a  slight  surprise,  then  astonish- 
ment, and,  finally,  he  went  so  far  as  to  move  his  head  to  the 
measure,  smiling  agreeably,  and  humming  himself. 
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Hem!"  ejaculated  the  accompanist. 

Yes,  yes,**  motioned  the  master,  with  his  head. 

I  sang,  much  agitated. 

"  Remain  in  place,  do  not  move,  breathe  I" 

*' Ah  well,  Monsieur,"  we  said,  all  three  together. 

"  Ah  well,  tis  well.  Make  her  do  the — "(ah !  I  forget  the  word 
he  said). 

The  accompanist  made  me  do  the — ,  never  mind  the  name; 
he  made  me  run  over  all  my  notes. 

'^  As  high  as  si  natural,"  said  he  to  the  old  man. 

"Yes,  it  is  a  mezzo-soprano;  besides,  it  is  much  more 
advantageous,  much  more  advantageous  for  the  stage." 

I  was  still  standing. 
.    "  Sit  down.  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  accompanist,  examining 
me  from  head  to  foot. 

I  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  sofa. 

"  In  short.  Mademoiselle,"  said  the  severe  Wartel,  **  we  must 
work;  you  will  succeed." 

He  told  me  many  other  things  concerning  the  theatre,  sing- 
ing, study,  and  all  with  his  impassible  air. 

"How  long  would  it  require  to  form  this  voice?"  asked 
Madame  de  M — . 

"You  understand,  Madame,  that  it  depends  on  the  pupil; 
there  are  some  who  advance  more  quickly  than  others — those 
who  have,  intelligence." 

"  This  one  has  more  than  necessary." 

"  Ah,  so  much  the  better!    In  that  case  it  is  easier." 

"  But,  in  short,  how  much  time?" 

"  To  form  her  well,  to  finish  her,  three  long  years;  yes, 
three  long  years  of  work,  three  long  years!" 

I  was  silent  and  meditated  vengeance  against  the  perfidious 
accompanist,  with  his  air  of  saying:  "  She  has  a  good  figure 
and  is  pretty;  I  shall  enjoy  her  lessons." 

After  a  few  more  commonplaces,  we  arose.  Wartel  remained 
seated,  extending  his  hand  to  me  with  kindness. 
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I  was  biting  my  lips. 

"  Listen,"  said  I,  at  the  door,  "  let  us  return  and  tell  him  the 
truth." 

My  aunt  presented  her  card.  We  went  in  laughing  heartily. 
I  related  my  plot  to  the  severe  fnaestro.  How  astounded  the 
accompanist  looked!    I  shall  never  forget  it.    I  was  avenged. 

"Had  you  spoken  a  little  more,"  said  Wartel,  "  I  would  have 
known  you  for  a  Rilsslan." 

"I  knew  that  well,  Monsieur;  therefore,  I  did  not  spieak."  ' 

The  ladies  explained  to  him  my  desire  of  knowing  the 
truth  from  his  illustrious  lips. 

"It  is  as  1  tbld  you,  ladies;  there  is  voice,  there  must  be 
talent." 

"I  will  have  it,  Monsieur;  I  have;  beiSides,  you  will  see." 

I  was  so  glad  that  I  consented  to  go  on  foot  as  fair  as  the 
Grand  Hotel. 

"Never  mind,  my  dear,*'  said  the  countess,  "  I  observed  the 
face  of  the  master  from  the  next  rooni;  and  when  you  sang 
<  Mignon,*  he  was  very  much  astonished;  is  it  not  so,  Madame? 
He  hummed,  and  from  a  man  like  him!  Arid  for  a  little  Ital- 
ian whom  he  was  there  to  judge  with  all  possible  Severity!" 
'  We  dined  together;  I  was  pleased  and  I  showed  myself  as 
I  am,  with  all  my  originalities,  and  fancies;  all  my  ambitions;  all 
my  hopes. 

After  dinner  we  remained  a  long  time  on  the  porch,  enjojr^ 
ing  the  fresh  air  and  the  sight  of  the  inhumerable  travelers  who 
passed  and  repassed  in  the  court-yard. 

I  must  study  with  Wartel.     And  Rome? 

We  will  consider  it. 

It  is  late,  I  will  speak  of  that  to-morrow. 

Sunday,  July  i6ih. — When  I  think  of  the  happiness  of 
Mademoiselle  K — ,  to  have  become  Princess  of  S— «-,  all  thfe  bad 
instincts  awaken  in  me — ^that  is  to  say,  envy! 

That  girl,  so  miserable  at  Nice,  so  common  With  her  red 
cheeks  and  her  large,  shapelfess  hbse! 
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She  Is  beauti/ul,  but  it  is  a  beauty  that  I  would  like  in  a 
waiting-maid,  dressed  iti  an  odd  costume— a  woman  to  put  on 
y  my  shoes,  to  fan  me. 

''       And  there  she  is  queen,  ^nd  qu^efi  Jri  a  moment  of  trouble, 
in  a  moment  beyond  the  reach  of  the  ambitious: 

Truly,  her  plkce  is  marked  in  history. 

And  I!!! 

Tuesday y  July  xtth, — To-day,  1  have  seen  some  very  extra- 
ordinary things.     We  went  to  the  celebrated  clairvoyant,  Alexis. 

He  gives  but  few  consultations  other*  than  corisultations  for 
the  health. 

We  entered  a  room  in  semi-darkness,  and  as  Madame 
de  M —  had  said,  '*  We  are  not  here  for  health,"  the  doctor 
went  out,  leaving  us  alone  with  the  sleeping  man. 

A  man  that  made  me  incredulous,  and  especially  because  of 
the  absence  of  all  exterior  charlatanism. 

"It  does  not  concern  health,"  said  Madame  de  M — , 
placing  my  hand  in  that  of  Alexis. 

"Ah!"  said  he,  his  eyes  half  closed  and  glassy  like  those  of 
a  corpse.     "  All  the  same,  your  little  friend  is  very  ill." 

"  Oh!"  exclaimed  I,  frig/itened,  and  I  was  about  to  tell  him 
not  to  speak  of  my  illness,  fearing  to  hear  something  horrible; 
but  before  1  had  time,  he  was  giving  the  details  of  my  disease, 
which  is  laryngitis,  something  chronic. 

"  Laryngitis,  but  I  have  very  strong  lungs,  that  is  what 
saves  me." 

"The  organ  was  superb,^'  said  Alexis,  compassionately,  '*at 
present,  it  is  worn  out;  you  must  be  treated." 

It  had  to  be  written,  I  do  not  remember  all  he  said  of  bron- 
chiae  of  the  larynx;  for  that  reason  I  will  return  to  the  subject 
to-morrow. 

"  I  come,  Monsieur,"  said  I  to  him,  "  to  consult  you  about 
this  person." 

And  I  placed  in  his  hand  a  sealed  envelope  containing  a 
photograph  of  the  Cardinal. 
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But  before  I  tell  of  all  the  extraordinary  things  that  hap- 
pened  here,  let  us  agree  together  that  there  was  nothing  in  my 
aspect  to  lead  anyone  to  suppose  that  I  thought  of  a  Cardinal. 
'  I  had  not  spoken  a  word  about  it  to  anyone.  And,  moreover, 
what  probability  was  there  that  a  young,  elegant  Russian  should 
•  go  to  a  clairvoyant  to  speak  of  the  Pope,  of  the  Cardinal,  of 
the  devil? 

Alexis  kept  his  hand  to  his  forehead  and  thought;  I  was 
becoming  impatient. 

"  I  see  him,"  said  he,  at  last. 

"  Where  is  he?" 

"In  a  large  city  in  Italy;  he  is  in  a  palace  surrounded  by 
many  people;  lie  is  a  young  man — no,  it  is  his  expressive  fea- 
tures that  deceive  me.  He  has  gray  hair;  he  is  in  uniform;  he 
is  past  sixty  years  of  age." 

I  hung  with  increasing  eagerness  upon  words  which  fell  from 
his  lips.     I  was  astounded. 

"What  uniform?"  asked  I.  "It  is  singular.  He  is  not  a  soldier." 

"  No,  assuredly!" 

"  No,  but  then,  what  is  that  uniform?" 

"Strange;  not  of  our  country.     It  is — " 

"It  is?" 

"It  is  an  ecclesiastical  habit.  Wait!  He  occupies  a  very 
high  station;  he  rules  others;  he  is  a  Bishop — no!  he  is  a 
Cardinal!" 

I  gave  a  start,  kicking  my  slippers  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room.  Madame  de  M —  was  convulsed  with  laughter  on  seeing 
my  excitement. 

"  A  Cardinal?"  I  repeated. 

"Yes." 

"What  is  he  thinking  of?" 

"  He  is  thinking  of  a  very  grave  matter;  he  is  very  much 
occupied." 

The  slowness  of  Alexis,  and  the  difficulty  he  seemed  to  have 
in  prQnouncing  the  words,  made  me  nervous. 
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"  Go  on,  see  whom  he  is  with.    What  is  he  saying?" 

"  He  is  with  two  young  men— officers — two  young  men  whom 
he  often  sees,  who  belong  to  the  palace." 

I  always  saw  at  the  Saturday  receptions,  two  young  officers 
in  the  suite  of  the  Pope. 

"  He  is  speaking  to  them,*'  continued  Alexis,  "  he  speaks  to 
them  in  a  strange  tongue — Italian!" 

"Italian!" 

"  Ah,  but  he  is  highly  educated,  this  Cardinal,  he  speaks 
nearly  all  the  European  languages." 

"  Do  you  see  him  at  this  moment?" 

"  Yes,  yes.  Those  who  surround  him  are  also  ecclesiastics. 
One  of  them,  very  tall,  thin,  with  glasses,  approaches  him  and 
speaks  low;  he  is  near-sighted — he  is  obliged  to  bring  the 
object  very  near  to  his  eyes  that  he  may  see." 

Ah,  bother!  it  is  the  picture  of  the  one  whose  name  I  always 
forget;  but  he  is  well  known  in  Rome;  he  is  the  one  who 
spoke  of  me  at  the  dinner  of  the  Villa  Mattei. 

"  What  is  the  Cardinal  doing?"  I  asked.  "  What  has  he  just 
done?    Whom  has  he  seen  lately?" 

**  Yesterday — yesterday,  he  held  a  large  reception  at  his 
home — people  of  the  church — all!  Yes,  they  discussed  a  grave 
subject,  very  grave,  yesterday — Monday.  He  is  much  dis- 
turbed, for  it  is  a  question  of — " 

"  Of  what?" 

"  They  talk,  they  work,  they  want — " 

"What?-   See!" 

"  They  want  to  make  him — Pope!" 

"Oh!   Oh!" 

The  tone  in  which  this  was  said,  the  astonishment  of  the 
clairvoyant,  and  the  words  of  themselves  gave  me  something 
like  an  electrical  shock.  I  could  scarcely  stand.  I  removed 
my  hat,  deranging  my  curls,  detaching  the  pins  and  throwing 
them  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

"  Pope!"  I  exclaimed. 
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"  Yes,  Pope/*  repeated  Alexis,  **  but  ihere  are  great  diffi- 
culties.   He  in  not  the  one  who  has  tbe  most  cbanee." 

"  But  will  he  be  Pope?" 

"  I  can  not  read  the  future." 

"  But  then,  Monsieur,  try,  you  can — go  on!" 

"No*  noj    I  do  not  *^  the  /uture!  - 1  do. not  «ee  il!" 

"  But  who  is  the  Cardinal?  What  i«  his  naoae?  Can  you 
not  see  by  his  surroundings — by  what  is  said  to  him?" 

, "  Ar-^  wait!  Ahl"  $4id  he,  *'  it  is  bel3ai«se  thi»  picture  that  I 
hold  here  is  so  devoid  of  vitality,,  and  yoix  are  to  agitated  that 
you  tire  me  horribly.  Your  nerves  give  shocks  to  njine.  Be 
wpre^oalm/' 

*^  Ye^)  but  you  tell  me  things  that  make  me  jump.  Let  iis 
see  the  name  of  this  Cardinal?" 

He  pressed  his  head  between  his  bands,  and  smelling  the 
envelope  (which  wap  gray  and  double,  and  very  thick),;  $ud- 
denly'r'"A^!" 

I  had  nothing  more  to  tsUceoff;  I  threw  myself  into  an  arm- 
chair. :■■■.' 

"  Does  he  think  of  me?" 

"  Little'i--and  badly.  He  is  against  you.  There  i&— I  do  not 
know  what  dissatisfaction — political  motives." 

**  Political  mptives?" 

"Yes." 

"  But  will  he  be  Pope?" 

"  I  do  not  know.  The  French  party  will  be  destroyed,  that 
is  to  say,  the  French  papists  have  but  little  chance!  Oh,  but 
they  have  scarcely  any — his  party  will  unite  with  the  party  of 
Antonelli  or  the  other  Italian.'* 

"  Whicjx  of  the  two?    Which  will  triumph?" 

"  I  can  not  say  at  present;  but  many  people  are  against  A — '; 
it  is  the  other." 

"  And  it  will  soon  be  decided?" 

"We  can  not  know.  There  is  the  Pope,  they  can  not  kill 
the  Pope!     The  Pope  must  live!" 
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''  And  will  Antonelli  live  long?" 

Alexis  shook  his  head. 

"  Is  he,  then,  very  ill?" 

"Oh,  yes!" 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  him?" 

"  He  has  pains  in  the  legs;  he  has  Cho  gout;  and  yesterday — 
no,  day  before  yesterday,  ke  had  sl  terrible  Attack.  He  has  a 
disease  of  the  blood.     I  can  not  explain  that  to  a  lady." 

"  And  it  is  useless." 

''  Do  not  agitate  yourself,"  said  he,  **  you  fatigue  me.  Think 
slowly,  I  can  not  follow  you." 

His  hand  was  trembling,  and  made  everythiag  within  me 
tremble.     I  let  go  of  it  and  became  calm. 

"  Take  that,"  said  I,  handing  him  Pietro's  letter  sealed  in  an 
envelope  exactly  similar  to  the  othen 

Retook  it,  and,  like  the  other,  pressed  it  against  his  heart 
and  brow. 

"  Ah!  this  one  is  younger,"  said  he,*  **  he  is  very  young. 
This  letter  was  written  some  time  ago.  It  was  written  in 
Rome,  and  since  then  this  person  has  removed.  He  is  still  in 
Italy — but  not  Rome.  There  is  the  sea.  That  man  is  in  the 
country,  in  the  open  country.  Oh,  certainly!  he  has  removed 
since  yesterday,  only  twenty-four  feoUrs  ago--^no  more.  But 
that  man  is  something  to  the  Pope.  I  $ee  him  behind  the 
Pope;  he  is  allied  to  A--^,  there  is  a  link  of  near  relationship 
between  them." 

"  But  what  is  his  character,  what  are  his  inclinations^  his 
thoughts?" 

"  He  is  a  strange  character — retiring,  :gtoomy^  ambitious — 
He  thinks  of  you  constantly— but  he  thinks,  above  all,  of 
attaining  his  designj    He  is  ambitioas." 

**  He  loves  me?" 

"Very  much;  but  his  is  a  strange,  unhappy  nature.  He  is 
ambitious.*' 

••  Then  he  does  not  love  me?" 
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"Yes,  he  loves  you,  but  with  him  love  and  ambition  go 
hand-in-hand.     He  has  need  of  you." 

"  Describe  him  to  me  more  fully  as  to  morals." 

"  He  is  the  contrary  of  you,"  said  Alexis,  smiling,  "  although 
fully  as  nervous." 

"  Does  he  s.ee  the  Cardinal?" 

"  No,  they  do  not  agree;  the  Cardinal  has  long  been  against 
him  from  political  motives." 

I  remembered  what  Pietro  said  to  me:  "My  uncle  would 
not  be  angry  with  the  Caccia  Club,  and  the  volontariat;  what 
is  it  to  him,  if  it  were  not  for  politics?" 

"But  he  is  his  near  relative,"  continued  Alexis.  "The 
Cardinal  is  displeased  with  him." 

"  Have  they  not  met  lately?" 

"Wait!  You  think  of  too  many  things,  these  are  difficult 
questions,  I  confound  this  note  with  the  otker/  They  were 
in  the  same  envelope!" 

That  was  true,  yesterday  they  were  in  the  same  envelope. 

"See,  Monsieur,  try  to  see!" 

"I  see!  They  met  two  days  ago,  but  they  were  not  alone. 
I  see  him  with  a  lady." 

"  Young?" 

"  Middle-aged,  his  mother." 

"  Of  what  did  they  speak?" 

"  Of  nothing,  clearly;  they  were  embarrassed.  They  said  5l 
few  vague  words,  almost  nothing,  about  this  marriage." 

"What  marriage?" 

"  With  you." 

"  Who  spoke  of  it?" 

"  They.  Antonelli  does  not  speak,  he  lets  them  speak.  He 
was  against  this  marriage  from  the  very  beginning.  At  pres- 
ent, he  looks  on  it  more  favorably,  and  bears  the  idea  bet- 
ter." 

"  But  what  are  the  young  man's  ideas?" 

"  Fixed  ideas;  he  wants  to  marry  you — but  AntoneHi  does  not 
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wish  it.  Since  a  very  short  time,  however,  he  has  been  less 
hostile." 

Madame  de  M —  intimidated  me  greatly,  bat  I  continued 
bravely,  although  all  my  gay  humor  had  fallen  as  low  as 
possible. 

''  If  that  man  thinks  only  of  his  aim,  he  does  not  think  of 
me  then!'* 

"  Oh,  as  I  have  told  you,  with  him  you  and  his  ambition 
are  but  one  and  the  same  thing." 

"  Then  he  loves  me?" 

"Oh,  very  much!" 

"  Since  when?" 

"  You  are  too  much  agitated,  you  fatigue  me,  and  you  ask 
me  questions  too  diflficult.     I  do  not  see." 

"Oh,  yes;  try!" 

"  I  do  not  see— since  a  long  time!  no,  I  do  not  see  that." 

"  What  is  he  to  A—?" 

"  A  near  relative." 

"  And  A — ,  has  he  any  designs  on  this  young  man?" 

"  Oh,  yes!  but  they  are  divided  through  politics;  neverthe- 
less, things  are  smoother  at  present." 

"  You  say  that  A —  is  against  me?" 

"  Very  much.  He  does  not  wish  this  marriage  on  account 
of  religion.  But  he  begins  to  soften — oh,  very  little — all 
that  depends  on  politics.  I  say  to  you  that-  A —  and  this 
young  man  were  entirely  divided  some  time  ago.  A —  was 
squarely  against  him." 


Well,  what  do  you  say  to  that,  you  who  call  all  such  things 
charlatanism?  If  it  is  charlatanism,  it  produces  marvelous 
effects.  I  have  transcribed  it  all  minutely;  I  may  have  omitted 
something,  but  I  have  added  nothing.  Is  it  not  most  sur- 
prising? Is  it  not  strange?  My  aunt  pretended  to  be  incred- 
ulous, for  she  was  furious  against  the  Cardinal;  she  began  a 
tirade  of   abuse  against   Alexis  without    object  or  reason, 
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which  provoked  me  terribly,  knowing  that  she  did  not  mean  a 
word  of  it. 

I  was  in  high  spirits  yesterday,  but  to-day  I  am  equally 
depressed. 

Saturday^  July  22^. — J —  seeing  that  I  do  not  arrive  in  Rus- 
sia, has  telegraphed  to  mamma,  who  writes  that  he  and  L —  are 
my  truly  faithful  friends.  Yes,  it  is  true.  I  think  no  more 
of  Pietro,  hife  is  unworthy,  and  thank  God,  I  do  not  love  him! 

Until  the  day  before  yesterday,  I  asked  God  every  night  to 
preserve  him  for  me,  and  to  make  me  triumph.  I  ask  it  no 
longer. 

But  God  knows  I  want  to  avenge  myself,  although  I  do  not 
dare  ask  for  it.  Vengedhce  is  not  a  Christian  sentiment, 
although  noble;  leave  to  the  dfe^picable  the  forgetfulness  of 
injuries;  besides,  we  forget  them  only  when  we  can  not  do 
otherwise. 

Sunday^  July  23^. — Rome!  Paris!  The  stage!  singing! 
painting! 

No,  no!  Russia  before  all!  It  is  the  foundation  of  all. 
Ha!  since  I  pose  as  wise,  let  me  act  accordingly.  L6t  not 
the  Will'o' -the-Wisp  of  imagination  lead  me  astray. 

Russia  before  all!  may  God  only  help  me! 

I  have  written  to  mamma.  I  am  now  out  of  love,  and  up 
to  the  ears  In  business.  Oh,  if  God  will  only  help  me,  all 
will  be  well. 

May  the  Virgin  Mary  pray  foi*  me! 

Thursday y  July  27M. — At  last;  yesterday  We  left  Parl^  at  7 
in  the  morning. 

During  the  journey,  I  amused  myself  by  giving'  Chocolate 
a  lesson  in  history;  and  thanks  to  mfe,  that  brigand  has  some 
idea  of  the  ancient  Greeks,  of  Rome  governed  by  kings,  theri 
as  a  republic,  and  finally  as  an  empire,  like  France;  and  of 
the  history  of  France  from  the  time  of  the  king  who  was 
beheaded.  I  explained  to  him  the  different  parties  that  exist 
at  present,  and  Chocolate  is  now  well  informed  on  the  topicf: 
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tft  the  present  dayj  he  even  knows  what  a  Deputy  is.    I 
related  this  to  him,  and  afterward  questioned  hfm. 

When  I  had  finished,  I  asked  him  to  What  party  he  belonged, 
and  the  brigand  answered: 

"  I  am  a  Bonapartfst!" 

This  is  the  recapitulation  of  what  he  has  learned. 

•*The  last  king  n:as  LbaJs  XVI.,  who  was  very  good,  but  the 
SLepnblicans,  who  are  people  who  look  for  money  and  honors 
only,  cut  his  head  off,  and  that  of  his  wife,  Marie  Antoinette 
also,  and  they 'then  formed  a  republic.  Afterward,  France 
was  very  miserable,  and  there  was  born  a  ixian  in  Corsica  who 
was  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  and  who  had  so  much  intelligence 
and  courage  that  he  was  made  Colonel,  then  General.  Then, 
he  conquered  all  the  world,  and  the  French  loved  hirh  very 
much.  But,  having  gone  to  Russia,,  he  forgot  to  bring  over- 
coats for  his  soldiers,  and  so  they  were  very  unhappy  on 
account  of  the  cold,  and  the  Russians  burned  Moscow.  Then, 
Napoleon,  who  was  already  Emperor,  returned  to  France; 
but  as  he  was  unlucky,  the  French,  who  love  only  those  who 
are  lucky,  loved  him  no  longer,  and  all  the  other  kings,  to 
revenge  themselves,  ordered  him  to  abdicate.  Then  he  went 
to  the  Isle  of  Elba,  afterward  returned  to  Paris  for  loo  days, 
finally  they  drove  him  away.  Then  he  saw  an  English  vessel; 
he  prayed  them  to  save  him;  and  when  he  got  on  board,  they 
made  him  a  prisoner  and  conducted  him  to  St.  Helena,  where 
he  died."  ' 

i  assure  you  that  Chocolate  said  it  pretty  nearly  correctly^ 


At  last;  this  morning  we  arrived  at  Berlin,  and  the  impres- 
^sion  made  on  me  by  this  city,  was  singularly  agreeable;   the 
^  houses  are  very  fine.     I  can  not  write  a  word  to-day.    It  is 
enervating. 

"Two  sentiments  are  common  to  lofty  or  affectionate 
natures:  First,  extreme  susceptibility  to  the  opinion  of  others; 
and  secondly,  extreme  bitterness  when  that  opinion  is  unjust.*' 
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Friday^  July  2Zth. — Berlin  reminds  me  of  Florence.  But 
wait!  It  reminds  me  of  Florence,  because  I  am  with  my  aunt, 
as  in  Florence,  and  I  am  leading  the  same  life. 

First  of  all,  we  visited  the  museum.  Either  through  igno- 
rance, or  through  prejudice,  I  did  not  expect  anything  like  it  in 
Prussia. 

As  usual,  the  statues  attracted  me  most.  It  seems  to  me  I 
possess  one  sense  more  than  the  rest  of  mankind — a  faculty 
especially  intended  for  the  comprehension  of  statues. 

In  the  large  hall  is  a  statue  which  I  took  for  an  Atalanta, 
because  of  a  pair  of  sandals,  which  seemed  to  indicate  that  it 
was  she,  but  the  inscription  bore  the  name  of  Psyche.  No 
matter.  Psyche  or  Atalanta,  it  is  a  remarkable  figure  of  beauty 
and  naturalness. 

After  seeing  the  Greek  casts,  we  passed  on.  My  eyes  and 
intellect  were  already  fatigued,  and  I  recognized  the  Egyptian 
part  only  by  its  crowded  and  transitory  lines,  which  recall  the 
circles  produced  by  the  fall  of  an  object  into  water. 

Nothing  is  so  terrible  as  to  be  with  someone  who  i^wearied 
by  the  objects  which  amuse  you. 

Jvly  aunt  was  hurried,  tired,  grumbling.  It  is  true  we  had 
walked  two  hours. 

What  is  very  interesting,  is  the  historical  museum  of  min- 
iatures, statues,  and  also  of  ancient  engravings  and  miniature 
portraits. .  I  adore  these  portraits;  and,  in  looking  at  them,  my 
fancy  takes  inconceivable  flights,  transports  itself  to  all*  the 
epochs,  invents  characters,  adventures,  dramas.     But  enough! 

Then  the  paintings. 

To-day,  painting  has  reached  its  highest  point  of  develop- 
ment. 

They  commenced  with  harsh  lines,  vivid  colors,  which  did 
not  blend  together,  and  we  have  reached  a  degree  of  softness 
which  is  not,  however,  devoid  of  confusion.  There  has  not 
yet  been,  whatever  we  may  say  and  write,  there  has  not  yet 
been  a  faithful  copy  of  nature. 
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We  must  close  our  eyes  on  all  that  has  been  accomplished 
between  the  primitive  style  and  the  modern*  style,  and 
consider  but  those  two. 

Harshness,  blinding  colors,  rudely  traced  lines — ^that  is  for  the 
first.  Softness^,  colors  so  blended  with  each  other  that  they 
lose  much  of  their  identity,  few  lines — ^that  is  for  the  second. 

We  should  now,  so  to  speak,  take  with  the  end  of  the  brush 
the  too  vivid  colorings  of  ancient  paintings,  and  transfer  them 
to  modern  insipidity.    Then  we  would  have  perfection. 

There  is  again  that  ^yle  which  is  altogether  new  consisting 
of  painting  by  splashes.  It  is  a  grave  error,  even  if,  with  its 
aid,  we  obtain  some  effect. 

In  new  paintings,  positive  objects,  such  as  furniture  and 
houses,  or  churches,  are  not  understood.  We  reject  precision 
in  decorations,  and  produce  a  sort  of  depravity  of  lines.  We 
stump  too  much  (we  may  stump  without  using  the  stump), 
which  has  the  effect  that  the  figures  contrast  but  little,  and 
seem  as  lifeless  as  the  objects  that  surround  them,  for  these 
objects  have  not  enough  precision,  and  do  not  seem  completely 
fixed  and  immovable. 

Well,  my  child,  since  you  understand  so  well,  what  is 
required  to  attain  perfection?  Be  tranquil.  I  will  work,  and 
what  is  more.  I  will  succeed. 

I  came  home  extremely  tired,  after  having  purchased  thirty-two 
English  volumes  partly  translated  from  the  first  German  writers. 

"  Already  a  library  here!  **  cried  my  aunt,  with  fright.  The 
more  I  read,  the  more  I  want  to  read;  and  the  more  I  learn, 
the  more  I  have  to  learn. 

I  do  not  say  this  to  imitate  a  certain  wise  man  of  antiquity. 
I  feel  what  I  say.  ,  .  a 

Here  I  am  in  "Faust."  I  am  seated  before  an  antique  German 
bureau — ^books,  manuscripts,  rolls  of  paper. 

Where  is  the  devil?  Where  is  Marguerite?  Alas!  the 
devil  is  always  with  me — my  foolish  vanity,  there  is  the  evil 

*  By  modem,  I  mean  Raphael,  Titian,  and  the  other  great  masters. 
18 
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spirit,  Oh,  unjvstifidd  ambition!  Useless  impulse  toward 
ftn  unknown  aim! 

I  detest  the  golden  mean;  I  must  bavd  either  a -life  lull  ot' 
i^?(Qitement»  or  absolute. calls. 

I  4q  not  know  why^  but  I  do  not  love  A^-*-.*  at  all.     Not  only 
'  do.  I  not  lovo  him,  I  do  not  even  think  of  him^  and  ^l  that 
B«e«iis  ft  dream. 

Sui  Rome  attradis  tne;  I  feel  that  there  only  oati  I  6tudy. 
Rome,  the  noiae  ^nd  the  silence,  the  dissipation  atid  the  reveries, 
the  light  and  the  shadow!  But  wait!  the  light  and  the  shadow? 
It  te  olear  tliat  where  there  is  light  there  is  a  shadow,  and  vice 
versa.  No!  I  ridicule  myself,  that  i&  positive*  I  want  to  go 
to  Rome,  the  only  spot  in  thQ  world  that  accords  with  my  dis- 
position, the  only  one  I  k>ve  for  itself. 

'  The  museu(ii  at  Berlin  is  beautiful  and  rich,  but  does 
Berlin  owe  it  to  Germany?  No;  to  Greece,  to  Egypt,  to 
:Ron:ie! 

After  the  contemplation  of  alt  this  antiquity,  1  entered  the 
Carriage  with  the  most  profound  disgust  for  our  arts,  our 
architectures,  and  our  fashions.  '      » 

.  IC.you  took  Ihe  trouble  to  analyse- you^  sentiments,  When 
leaving  such  places;  you  would  And  that  you  think  as  I  do. 
Why  always  insist  upon  thinking  as  others  6ol 

While  tot  admiring  the  dryness  and  the  materialism  of 
Germans,  ire  must  acknowledge  that  they  possess  many  good 
qUfelitierij  they  are  Tery  polite,  very  obliging. 
.  Aiid  what  pkases  me  above  all,  is  the  respect  they  have  for 
princes  and  their  history.  That  is  bccatise  they  are  undefiled 
by<  the- infection  nvhich  we  call  thetepnblie. 

Nothing  is  so  fine  as  an  ideal  republic;  but  the  reniibHc  is 
like  the  erminei^the  least  spot  kills  It.  And  find  me  a  republic 
without  stain! 


■D't'lH    *^ 


No,  such  a  life   is  imipossible,  it  is  a  frightful  country! 
Beautiful  .feou^s,  wide  streets,  but-^nothing  for  the  intellect 
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or    Imagination?     The  smallest  city  in   Italy  is  worth  ten 
Berlins. 

My  aunt  asks  me  how  many  pages  I  have  written.  **  One 
hundred  pages,  I  believe,"  she  says. 

In  truth,  I  look  as  if  I  were  writing;  but  no,  I  think,  I  dfeam, 
I  tead,  then  I  write 'two  words,  and  it  Is  thus  ^fl  day.      '  ' 

It  is  singulai-'how  well  I  understand  the  betieflts  Of  ^he 
republic,  since  I  am  a  Bonaparttst.  ' 

No,  truly  the  tepubKc  is*  the  onfy  happy  foi'm  Of  govern- 
ment* only,  in  France  it  fe  impossible.  Besides,  the  French 
Republic  Is  built  on  nUre  and  blood.  Well,  let  us  not  think  Of 
the  Republic.  I  have  thought  of  it  for  nearly  a  week;  for,  in  ' 
short,  let  us  see,  is  France  more  unhappy  since  she  has  been 
a  republic?    No,  on  the'contrary. '  Well,  then? 

And  the  abuses?   They  are  found  everywhere. 

What  is  needed,  is  a  good  liberal  constitution,  and  a  man  at 
the  head  who  #ili  govern  but  Httle  and  who  ^Wll'  be  like  a 
beautiful  sigh,  #htch  idoes  not  increase  the  value  of  the  store, 
but  inspires  confidence  and  is  agreeable  to  the  eye.  Now,  a 
President  cah  not  be  that. 

But  enough  for  to-night*  another  thne,  when  I  know  more, 
I  will  say  more  about  it 

Sunday,  /ufy^ofA. — Nothing  is  so  sad  as  Berlin.  The  city 
bears  the  seal  of  simplicity;  of  homely,  uhgainly  simplicity. 
All  those  Iftnumbtable  monuments  which  encumber  the  bridges, 
the  streets,  and  gardens  are  badly  placed  and  look  stupid. 
Berlin  is  like  a  mechanical  clock,  where,  at  certain  moments, 
the  soldiers  coiii^  out'.of '^hefr^bartack^,  the  boattuen  row, 
the  ladle*  in  hood*  pass, 'holding  by  the  hand  wretched  ' 
children.       :    • 

On  the  eve  of  my  return  to  Russia,  of  being  without  my 
aturt,  wfthdtit  teamnfa,  t  weaken  and  I  am  afriid:  THe  grief 
I  eause  my  aunt,  pains  me. 

The  lawsuit^  t*e  uncertainty,  all  that  ;  .  .  and  then,  and 
then,  I  do  not  know,  but  I  fear  that  I  can  change  nothing! 
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The  idea  of  recommencing  after  my  return  the  same  life  as 
formerly,  this  time  without  hope  of  change,  without  having 
that ''  Russia/'  which  consoled  me  for  everything  and  gave  me 
strength!  My  God,  have  pity  on  me,  see  the  state  of  my  soul 
and  be  kind! 

In  two  hours  we  leave  Berlin;  to-morrow,  I  shall  be  in  Russia. 
Well,  no,  I  do  not  weaken;  I  am  strong.  Only,  if  I  go  in 
vain?    But  that  is  wrong;  we  should  not  despair  in  advance. 

Ah,  if  some  one  could  understand  what  I  feel! 

Monday^  July  $ist — Yesterday,  my  aunt,  myself.  Chocolate, 
and  Amalia  arrived  at  the  station,  at  lo  o'clock.  I  was  quite 
overcome,  but  the  sight  of  a  coup^,  as  large  and  comfortable 
as  a  small  room,  reanimated  me  a  great  deal,  more  so,  as  the 
car  was  lighted  by  gas,  and  we  were  sure  of  being  alone. 
The  compartment  having  but  three  places^  the  servants  placed 
themselves  beside  me.  On  the  eve:  of  a  separation,  I  should 
have  wished  to  converse  with  my  aunt;  but  I  am  not  demon-* 
strative,  when  I  feel  seriously  tender,  and  my  aunt  was  silent, 
fearing  to  displease  me  or  to  make  me  impatient  by  speaking. 
So  that,  willing  or  unwilling,  I  remained  absorbed  in  "  Hn 
Mariage  dans  le  Mande^'*  by  Octave  Feuillet. 

A  salutary  work,  by  my  faith!  which  gave  me  the  most  pro- 
found horror  of  adultery  and  all  those  obscenities. 

Over  these  wise  reflections,  I  went  to  sleep  to  awaken  only 
three  hours  from  the  frontier,  at  Eydtktthnen,  where  we  arrived 
about  4  o'clock. 


The  country  is  flat,  the  trees  bu$hy.  and  green;  but  the 
leaves,  altl^ough  fresh  and  vigorous^  gave  n^e  z,  qertain 
feeling  of  sadness  after  the  rich  and  abundant  pastures  of 
the  South. 

We  were  conducted  to  a  tavern  called  H6tel  de  Russie,  aad 
we  installed  ourselves  in  two  small  rooms  with  whitewashed 
ceilings,  bare  floors,  and  wooden  furniture,  equally  plain  and 
simple. 
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Thanks  to  necessity,  I  immediately  improyised  a  bath  and 
a  toilet,  and,  after  having  partaken  of  eggs  and  milk,  served 
by  a  fresh  and  fat  German  woman,  here  I  am  writing. 

I  am  not  without  charms,  in  this  poor  little  room,  in  a  white 
peignoir^  with  my  beautiful  arms  bare,  and  my  golden  hair. 

I  have  just  looked  out  of  the  window.  The  infinite  is 
tiresome  to  the  sight — ^the  complete  absence  of  hills,  and  this 
plain,  so  fiat,  remind  me  of  the  summit  of  a  mountain 
which  dominates  the  entire  world. 

Chocolate  is  foolishly  vain. 

"  You  are  my  courier,*'  said  I  to  him,  "  you  should  speak 
several  languages.*' 

The  little  fellow  answered  me  that  he  spoke  French,  Italian, 
Nicene,  and  a  little  Russian,  and  that  he  would  speak  German 
if  I  would  only  teach  him. 

He  came  to  me  in  tears,  followed  by  peals  of  laughter 
from  Amalia,  complaining  that  the  hotelkeeper  had  assigned 
him  a  bed  in  a  room  already  occupied  by  a  Jew: 

I  put  on  a  serious  look,  seeming  to  think  it  only  natural 
that  he  should  sleep  with  a  Jew;  but  poor  Chocolate  wept  so, 
that  I  began  to  laugh,  and,  to  console  him,  made  him  read  a  few 
pages  of  a  History  c^  the  World,  purchased  especially  for  him. 

This  negro  boy  amuses  me;  he  is  a  living  toy.  I  give 
him  lessons,  I  drill  him  in  his  duties,  I  make  him  tell  his 
whims;  in  a  word,  he  is  my  dog  and  my  doll.  Decidedly,  life 
at  £ydtktthnen  charms  me.  I  give  myself  up  to  instructing 
young  Chocolate,  who  is  making  excellent  progress,  in  morals 
and  in  philosophy. 

This  evening,  I  made  him  recite  his  sacred  history,  and  when 
he  reached  the  place  where  Jesus  is  betrayed  by  Judas,  he 
related  to  me  iti  a  very  touching  manner,  how  the  said  Judas 
sold  our  Lord  for  thirty  pieces  of  silver,  and  pointed  him  out 
to  the  guards  with  a  kiss. 

"Chocolate,  my  friend,'*  said  I,  "  viould  you  sell  me  to  my 
enemies  for  30  francs?" 
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: .  ''  No,"  sai4  CbQfiOslite»  shaking  bis  he»iL 

'*  Th«i  f^.  i,oooiritaCi?"  asked  I,  again. 

*^  No,  no^"  replied  Cbocolaliev  scratchhig  the  edge  of  the 
table  wUh  jiia  monkpy  fingers^  hi^  eyes Joweredi  and;  his  feet 
agitated.  »     '  :      f  .    .     . 

"  Look  here,  Chocolate,  if  you  w^re  offered  loyooo?"  per- 
Disted  I,  affectionately,  ,       . 

"No." 

*VGood  boy!  but  if  you  were  offered  ^oo,ood  francs?"  asked 
I,  again,  to  relieve  my  conscieoce.     :  ,- 

"  No,"  said  Chocolate,  and  his  voice  cbaaged  lo  a  murmur, 
"it  would  need  to  be  more." 

"  What  did  you  say?" 

"  That  I  should  want  taorc***       .      -^ 

"  Then,  exoellent  heart,  say  how  mucb»  say  it  then,  faithful 
scoundrel!   ;  l.et  us  see,  2,<?oo,oooi  3»Q0b^ooo,  4,000,000?"    ; 

"Fiveor  wl?  : 

";But  wretch!"  cried  I,  *'  Is  It  not  the  same  thing  to  sell  for 
30  francs  or  for  6,000,000?" 

;"  Oh,  no,  for  if  I  had  as  much  money  as  that,  no  one  could 
i»ake.m/e  do  anything."  .  •    ■ 

In  contempt  of  all  morality  I  fell  on  the  sofa,  convulsed 
with  laughterj  while  Chocolate,  satisfied  with  himself,  retired 
to  the  next  room.  .  :   . 

Butdoypu  know,  who  prepared  my  dinner?    AmaUa. 

SheJrqasted  two  small  fowls;  without. that,  I  should  have 
died  of ;  hunger, ^nd  as  to  thirst— we  were  sensed  su  Chakau* 
Z^ri'i^  whi^  was  not.  fit  to  drink.    . 

No,  truly,  EydtkUhnen  is  funny!  We  shall  see.what  Russia 
will  be..... 

Tuesday^  August  1st — I  feel  like  writing  a  romance  of  cbiv-« 
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airy,  for  that  one  irhich  I  have  commenced  is  thrown  at  the 
bottom  of  the  white  box. 

I  am  with  my  aunt  in  this  happy  tavern  of  Eydtktthnen, 
awaiting  my  much4ionored  uncle. 

About  half*past  8,  tired  of  being  shut  up,  I  went  to  see  the 
arrival  of  the  train  myself,  and  being  told  that  I  was  a  few 
minutes  ahead^,  I  went  for  a  walk,  accompanied  by  Amalia* 

EydtkUhnen  possesses  a  charming  walk,  well  paved  and 
shaded,  lined  on  the  right  by  pretty,  neat,  little  houses;  there 
are  also  two  species  of  cafte  and  a  sort  of  restaurant  The 
whistle  of  the  locomotive  surprised  me  in  the  middle  of  this 
walk,  and,  notwithstanding  my  small  feet  and  high  heels,  I 
began  running  thcough  kitchen,  gardens,  piles  of  stones,  rails, 
to  arrive  in  time— <uid  in  vain!    What  thinks  my  good  uncle? 

Wednesday^  August  s<£-^While  awaiting .  other  sorrows, 
behold  my  hair  is  falling  oat.    Those  who  have  nevet  experi*  > 

enced  it  caii  never  understand' what  grief  it  is  to  ^e^your  hair 
fall  out     - 

Uncle  Etienne  telegraphs  from  Konotop  that  he  will  not 
start  till  to«>day.  Twenty«four  houis  more  of  EydtkUhnen,  if 
you  please!  A  ^^^Jy  ^  cold  wind,  a  few  Jews  in  the  street; 
from  time  to  time,  the  noise  of  a  cart;  worries  of  all  sorts  in 
plenty. 

This  levening  my  aunt  tried  to  make  me  speak  of  Rome. 
For  a  kmg  time,  I  had  not  wept-^not  from  love— no,  but  it  is 
the  humiliation  at  the  recollection! of  our  life  at  Nice  that 
made  me  weep  to-night 

TMiridqy,  August  ^d^^Fridayj  August  4tA  {/ufy  2$d,  Rus- 
sian Style). — ^Yesterday,  at  3  o'clock,  I  went  to  3ee  the  train 
come  in,  and,  fortunately,  my  uncle  was  there. 

He  could  remain  but  a  quarter:  of  an  hour,  because,  at  the 
Russian  frontier  at  Wirb^Hen,  he  had,  with  great  difficulty, 
obtained  permission,  to  come  heiie  without  a  pas8p(2>rt;  he  had 
given  his  word  of  honor  to  a  custom  officer  to  return  by  the 
next  train.  .    t.    .  : 
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Chocolate  ran  in  search  of  my  aunt;  there  were  but  a  few 
minutes  left.  When  she  arrived,  we  had  time  to  say  but  two 
words.  My  aunt,  in  her  uneasiness  for  me,  on  entering  the 
tavern,  imagined  she  had  remarked  a  strange  look  in  uncle, 
and  by  all  sorts  of  half-spoken  words,  discouraged  me  so  that 
I  also  became  uneasy.  Finally,  at  midnight,  I  entered  the 
carriage;  my  aunt  was  weeping.  I  kept  my  eyes  raised  and 
fixed  that  they  might  not  overflow.  The  conductor  gavfe  the 
signal,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  found  myself  alone! 

I  commenced  to  weep  aloud,  but  if  you  think  I  did  not 
profit  by  it!     I  studied  from  nature  how  to  weep.  .   . 

^*'  Enough,  my  child,*'  said  I,  arising.  It  was  time.  I  was 
in  Russia.  In  descending  I  was  received  in  the  arms  of  my 
uncle,  of  two  gendarmes^  and  of  two  custom  officers.  They 
treated  me  like  a  princess,  they  did  not  even  examine  my  lug- 
gage. The  station  is  large,  the  functionaries  are  elegant  and 
excessively  polite.  I  thought  myself  in  an  ideal  country^-- 
everything  is  so  well  done.  A  simple  gendarme  here,  is  better 
than  an  officer  in  Ftance. 

And  here,  let  me  make  a  remark  in  justiication  of  our  poor 
Emperor,  whom  we  accuse  of  having,  strange  eyes.  All  those 
who  wear  caps  (and  there  are  quite  a  number  in  Wirballen) 
have  eyes  like  the  Emperor.  I  do  not  know  whether  it  depends 
on  the  caps,  which  fall  over  the  eyes,  or  whether  it  is  imita- 
tion. As  to  imitation,  it  is  well  known  that  in  France  all 
the  soldiers  resembled  Napoleon.  . 

I  was  given  a  compartment  to  myself,  and  after  speaking  of 
business  and  other  things  with  uncle,  I  went  to  sleep,  enraged 
about  my  dispatch  to  A — ,. 

At  the  refreshment-roams  in  the  stations,  which  are  neatly 
kept,  I  had  very  good  things  to  eat. 

My  compatriots  awake  in  me  no  particular  emotion,  no  such 
ecstasy  as  I  have  experienced  in  returning  to  countries  I  have 
already  seen;  but  I  feel  much  sympathy  for  them,  and  there 
comes  to  me  a  strong  sentiment  of  contentment. 
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And  then,  everything  is  so  comfortable,  everybody  is  so  polite; 
there  is  in  the  countenance  of  each  Rusrian  so  much  cordiality, 
so  much  kindness,  so  much  frankness,  that  it  rejoices  the  heart. 

Uncle  came  to  awaken  me  at  lo  o'clock  this  morning. 

They  burn  wood  oh  the  locomotives,  which  spares  us  from 
the  dirt  of  coal.  I  awoke  quite  clean^  and  passed  the  day 
conversing,  sleeping,  and  looking  through  the  window  at  our 
beautiful  fiat  Russia;  but  this  country  reminds  one  of  Rome. 

At  half-past  9  it  was  still  day*light.  We  had  passed 
Gatchina,  the  ancient  residence  of  Paul  I.,  so  persecuted  dur- 
ing the  life  of  his  haughty  mother,  and,  at  last,  here  we  were  at 
TzarskoS-Selo,  and  in  twenty-five  minutes  we  reached  St 
Petersburg. 

I  descended  at  the  H6tel  Demouth,  accompanied  by  an 
uncle,  a  maid,  a  negro,  followed  by  a  lot  of  luggage,  and  50 
roubles  in  my  pocket.    What  do  you  say  to  that? 

While  I  was  at  supper  in  my  parlor,  which  was  large  enough, 
but  without  carpet  and  with  an  unpainted  ceiling,  uncle  entered. 

"  Do  you  know  who  is  here — who  is  at  my  house?"  asked  he. 

"  No.    Who?" 
"Guess,  princess." 

"I  do  not  know!" 

"  Paul  Issayevitch.     May  he  come  in?" 

"Yes;  let  him  come  in!" 

Issayevitch  is  in  St.  Petersburg  with  the  Governor-General 
of  Wilna,  M.  Albedinsky,  who  is  married  to  a  former  favorite 
of  the  Emperor's. 

He  received  my  dispatch  from  Eydtktlhnen  at  the  moment 
of  his  departure.  Being  on  duty,  he  had  charged  his  friend, 
Count  Mouravieff,  to  come  and  meet  me.  But  this  count  was 
disturbed  in  vain,  as  we  passed  Wilna  at  3  in  the  morning, 
and  I  was  fast  asleep. 

Who  will  deny  my  kindness,  after  I  have  told  that  I  was  gay 
this  evening,  because  I  felt  Issayevitch  was  glad  to  see  me? 
Is  it  egoism? 
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I  was  singularly  rejoiced  oyer  the  pleasure  that  I  caused 
Itnothor.  In  ahort,  here  is  an  escort  to  attend  me  at  St. 
Petersburg*     I  am  at  St,  Petersburg] 

But,  so  far,  I  have  sefenonly  dreebki,  '  The  drotkki  is  a  one- 
ftlaee  vehicle  with  eight  springs  (like  Binder's  large  carriages) 
and  one  harse.  I  have  seen  th^  Cathedral  of  Kasan,  with  its 
cplonxiade  after  the  atyle  of  St.  Peter's  at  Eome>  and  many 
**  drinking  houses.'' 

.  On  all  aides,  I  hear  the  pmaises  of  the  Princess  Marguerite — 
so  simple,  BO  kiad!'  the^'  say.  Simpie-^no  one  appreciates 
simplicity  in  a  woman  ivhois  not  a  princess;  be  simple,  and 
kind,  and  anuable^aad  be.  not  queen,  and  inferiors  will  take 
liberties,  whilst  your  equals  will  say,  good  little  soul!  and  will 
prefer  in  ev«n^hing  women  who  are  neither  simple  nor  good. 

Ah!  if  I  wete  quefeni  /  It  is  i  who  would  be  adored;  it  is 
I  who  would  be  popular! 

fi  The  Italian  pririoeSA,  het  husband,  and  heir  suite^  have'  not 
yet  left  Bjus^ia^^hey  are  at  presei^t  visiting  Kteff.  ^'The 
mothe/  of  all  Jtuissian:  cities,'*  as  thij  great  Prince  St  Wolde- 
mar  said,  after  having  become  a  Christian,  and  having  baptized 
half  of  Russia  in  the  Dnieper. 

Kieff  is  the  richest  city  in  the  world  in  churches,  convents, 
monks,  and  relics;  and  as  to  the  precious  stones  possessed  by 
these  convents,  their  value  is  fabulous.  There  are  cellars 
which  are  as  fuir  of  them  d&  in  the  tales  of  a  Thousand-and- 
Ofte-Nights.  •      . 

I  saw  Kieff  eight  years  ago,  and  I  still  rertienlber  those  sub- 
terranean cortidOrB  filled  with  iteKes,  which  encircle  the  city, 
which  pass  under  all  the  str^eets  and  connect  the  convents  with 
eaeh  'Other,  thus  giving  kilometres  of  corridors  lined  to  the 
right  and  Uft  with  totiibs  of  saints.  Oh,  God!  forgive  the 
wicked  thought,  but  it  is  not  possible  that  there  were  so  many 
paints  as  that! 

Sunday;  August  6M. — Instead  of  visiting  the  churches  I 
slept,  and  Nina  took  me  to  breakfast  at  her  home.     Her  parfot 


JOVltVAl,  OP  MARtB  BASHKIRrSfiFP.  20S 

talked,  her  ^kkiscctomed,  I  sang;  we  could  h^Te  beliered 
ourselves  at  Nite  Aeoiip^with  two  plaoeft*gaTe^a()»#(teriQ 
the  three  ^ftaoes  who,  in  a  poaring  rain;  went  to  see  the 
Cathedral  of  IfiiuUcto  celebrated  for  ke  columns  bi  malachite/ 
and  of  lapis^  lazuli.  These  cohiQfm^  are  extremely  ri(ih,  but  iti 
bad  taste,  for  the  greeo  of  the  malacfhite,  and  the  blue  of  the 
lapis  lazuli,  destroy  e^ch  other.  The  'mosaics  ahd  the  pah^t- 
ings  are  ideal — real  iigures  of  saints,  of  the  Virgin,  aftd  -of 
angels.  The  whole  church  H  of  marble;  the  four  /afades, 
with  tl»eir  granite  column^,  are  beautiful^  but  they  are  not  Iti 
hanaotiy  with  thegokteo  bysarritkie  dome.  And  ingenemi,  We 
receive  d. certain  painful  hnpresslon  of  the  whole  exteHor,  for 
the  dome  is  too  important,  and  crushes  the  four  irniall  domes- 
samadunttnif  the  /ojjijkfcy,  which  would  otherwise  be  io  beau- 
tiful 

The  profusion  of  ^6ld  and  ornaments  in  the  interior  pro* 
duces  the  most  happy  effect;  the  variety  i^  harmonioud  and  In 
the  best  taste,  excepting  the  two  columns  of  lapis  lazuli.  Which 
would  be  samptnotis  anywhere  else. 

A  marriage  Of  th^  loweiT  tjJass  was  being-  celebrated.  •  The 
bride  and  groom  were  homely,  and  we  did  not  look  at  them 
long. 

I  love  the  Russian  people — good,  brave,  loyal,  simple. 
These  men  and  women  stop  before  every  church  and  chapel, 
before  ev^rfy  niche  with  images,  and  cross  themselves  in  the 
middle  of  =  the  street,  as  if  they  were  at  home. 

After  seektg  the  Cathedral  of  IssaklS,  we  went  to  that  of 
Kasan.  Again  a  marriage,  and  a  charming  bride!  -  This 
cathedral  i»  built  Iti  itttitatlon  of  ^*  Petiir's  at  Rome,  but  the 
colonnade  seems  out- of  place;  it  does  nkTt  seem  to  bekmg  to 
thebaildiAg;  it  is  not  extensive  enough,  so  that  the  half-circle 
is  not  fottned,  and  ^all  thid  gives  a  disadvantageous  and 
unAnitthed  appearance  to<  the  wh6le  cHurch. 

Further  oft,  on  the  Newsky,  is  the  statue  of  Catherine  the 
Great. ' 
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And  in  front  of  the  Senate,  near  the  winter  palace,  which  is, 
by  the  way,  an  immense  barracks,  is  the  equestrian  statue  of 
Peter  the  Great,  one  hand  pointing  to  the  Senate,  the  other  to 
the  Neva.  The  people  give  this  double  indication  a  peculiar 
interpretation.  The  Czar,  they  say,  points  to  the  Senate  with 
one  hand  and  to  the  river  with  the  other,  meaning  that  it  were 
better  to  drown  one's  self  in  the  Neva  than  to  plead  at  the 
Senate. 

The  statue  of  Nicholas  is  remarkable,  in  that  it  is  not  sup- 
ported by  the  two  legs  and  the  tail  of  the  horse,  three  supports, 
but;  only,  by  the  legs;  this  ponder  gave  me  a  lugubrious 
reflection:  The  communie  will  have  less  to  do,  the  support  of 
the  tail  being  wanting. 

I  dined  alone  with  my  graces,  Uncle  £tienne  and  Paul  for 
spectators.  They  speak  of  themselves  seriously  as  my  court; 
th^y  tease  me  horribly.     I  care  to  see  only  Giro  and  Marie. 

It  is  raining,  and  I  am  hoarse.  I  am  writing  to  mamma: 
"  St.  Petersburg  is  a  dirty  place!  .  The  pavements  are  atrocious 
for  a  Capital;  we  are  unmercifully  jolted;  the  winter  palace  is 
a  barracks^  so  is  the  grand  thieatre;  the  cathedrals  are  rich, 
but  odd  and  badly  constructed." 

And  if  you  add  to  this  the  climate,  you  will  have  the  charm 
complete. 

I  tried  to  feel  some  emotion  when  looking  at  the  portrait  of 
Pietro  A — ,  but  he  does  not  seem  handsome  enough  for  me  to 
forget  that  he  is  a  villain,  a  creature  I  can  but  scorn. 

I  am  angry  with  him  no  longer,  for  I  despise  him  com- 
pletely, not  on  account  of  personal  insult,  but  for  his  manner 
of  living,  for  his  weakness.  Wait,  I  will  define  the  sentiment 
which  I  have  just  named.  The  weakness  which  urges  us 
toiyard  what  is  good,  to  tender  sentiments,  to  the  forgiveness 
of  injuries,  may  be  called  by  that  name.  But  the  weakness 
which  urges  us  to  evil  and  wickedness  is  called  cowardice. 

I  thought  I  would  feel  more  the  absence  of  my  family,  still 
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t  am  not  contented,  but  that  is  caused  more  by  the  presence  of 
disagreeable  and  common  people  (my  poor  uncle,  in  spite  of 
his  good  looks)  than  the  absence  of  those  I  love. 

Monday^  August  ^th  {/uly  26M),  1876. — "  We  have  nothing 
original  but  the  Middle  Ages/'  I  have  said  in  the  last  book  of 
my  journal. 

We?  Who?  The  Christians.  In  reality,  has  the  world  been 
regenerated,  or  is  it  that  under  other  conditions  the  same  cus- 
toms flow  as  they  have  flowed  since  the  beginning  of  the  world, 
tending  always  toward  amelioration? 

The  lives  of  nations  resemble  streams  that  flow  slowly,  at 
times  over  rocks,  at  times  over  sand,  at  times  between  two 
mountains,  at  times  under  the  ground,  at  times  through  an 
ocean  with  which  they  mingle,  but  out  of  which  they  come  the 
same,  changing  name  and  even  direction^  but  only  to  pursue 
always  the  same  things  that  which  is  fixed  and  unknown. 

By  whom? 

God,  or  nature?  If  God  is  nature,  we  are  but  imbeciles,  for 
nature  has  nothing  to  do  with  men  and  their  interests. 

In  classes  of  philosophy,  we  prove  very  clearly  the  existence 
of  a  Supreme  Being,  by  taking  as  an  example  the  mechanism 
of  the  universe;  do  we  prove  the  existence  of  a  God  such  as 
we  imagine  Him  to  be? 

The  occupations  of  nature  are  to  move  the  planets  and 
attend  to  the  physical  wants  of  our  world.  But  our  intellect? 
but  our  soul?  We  must  admit  a  God  other  than  the  vague 
idea  of  a  personification  of  universal  mechanism. 

We  must?  Why? 

At  this  point  I  was  interrupted,  and  I  have  lost  the  thread 
for  the  present. 

I  went  to  the  post  to  get  my  photographs  and  a  dispatch 
from  my  father.  He  telegraphs  to  Berlin  that  my  arrival  will 
be  for  him  "  a  true  happiness." 

Having  found  Giro  in  bed,  I  remained  some  time  with  her; 
a  chance  word  started  us  to  speak  of  Rome,  and  I  related  to 
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her,  in  a  lively  manner,  my  adventures  ia  that  city.  I  inter- 
rupted myself  only  to  laugh.  Giro  ^od  Marie  rolled  iu  their 
bed  in  merriment  An  incomparable  trio!  I  laugh  thus  only 
with  my  graces. 

Then  by  areaction,  sudden  if  jaot  natural/ 1  fell.];)ack  into 
melancholy  on  my  return. 

I  returned  at  roiduight  with  uncle  and  Nina, 

St,  Petersburg  improves  at  night.  I  kuow  of  nothing  more 
mi^nificenf  than  the,  Neva,  ornamented  by  lanterns  co»tra^t' 
ing  with  the  moon  and  the  deep-blue,  almost  gray,  sky,  ;  The 
defects  of  houses,  of  pavements,  of  bridges,  melt  away  in  the 
obliging  shadows  of  night.  The  surface  of  the  wharves 
appears  in  all  its  majesty.  The  peak  of  the  Admiralty  is  lo^t 
in  the  sky,  and  in  an  azure  mist  encircled  with  light,  we  see  tb^ 
cupola  and  the  graceful  forqa  of  the  Cathedral  of  Issakie, 
which  seems  a  floating  shadow  descended  from  the  sky. 

I  would  like  to  be  here  in  winter. 

Wednesday,  August  ^h  {/ufy,  2?/*),  j876.^J  am  penniless. 
Agreeable  situation!  Uncle  Etienne  is  an  exqellent  rnan,  but 
he  always  hurts  my  feelings,  Thi^  morning  I  was  very  angry; 
but  half  an  hour  afterward,  I  was  laughing  as  if  nothing  h^d 
happened,  at  the  home  of  the  Sapogenikoff3. 

Doctor  Tchernicheflf  was  there.  I  would  have  liked  to  ask 
him  for  a  remedy  for  my  hoarseness;  but  I  had  no  money,  and 
that  gentleman  does  nothing  for  nothing.  Very,  delicate 
position,  I  assure  you.  .  But  I  do.  not  weep  in  advance.  MiS' 
fortune  is  annoying  e^pugh  wheo  it  comes,  without,  weeping 
beforehand. 

At  4  o'dockf  Nipa  and  the  three  graces  left  in  the  carriage 
for  the  Peterhoff  station.  All  three  dressed  in  white,  under 
long  duster^. 

The  train  was  leaving  and  we  got  on  without  tick^;  but, 
provided  with  the  escort  of  four  officers  of  the  guard,  who  Were, 
no  doubt,  tempted  by  my  white  feather  and  by  the  red  he«te  of 
my  graces.    Then,. here  we  are,  myself  and  Giro,  like  noble 
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militaty  horses  at  the  sound  of  music,  thb  ear  on  the  watch, 
the  eye  brilli&nt,  ^nd  in  joyous  humor. 

On  my  return,  I  found  a  supper,  my  Uncle  Etienn^,  and 
money  sent  to  me  by  Uncle  Alexander.  I  ate  the  supper,  dis- 
missed my  uncle,  and  hid  the  tnoney. 

And  th^n,  strartge  thing,  I  felt  a  great  void,  a  sort  of  sads 
ness;  I  looked  at  myself  in  the  mirror,  my  eyes  were  as*  ort 
the  last  night  'at  Rottie.  The  recollection  came  back  into  my 
heart  and  into  my  head. 

That  night  he  prayed  me  to  remain  another  day.  I  closed 
my  eyes,  and  believed  myself  to  be  do^n  deAntt 

"I  shall  remain,"  I  murmured,  a*  if  he  were  thiere,  "I  shall 
remaift  for  my  love,  for  my  betrothed,  for  my  beloved!  I  love 
you,  I  wish  to  love  you,  you  do  not  deserve  it,  it  does  not 
matter,  it  pleases  me  td  love  you." 

Suddenly,  taking  a  few  steps  in  the  room,  I  began  to  weep 
before  the  mittop*-*tears  in  small  quantity,  quite  enhance  my 
beauty; 

Having  excited  myself  through  caprice,  I  calmed  myself 
through  fatigue,,  and  began  to  write,  laughing  softly  at 
myself.  .... 

Thus,  often,  I  invent  a  Hero,  a  romance,  a  drama,  and  I  laugh 
and  weep  over  my  invention  ste  if  It  were  reality. 

I  am  enchanted  with  St.  Petersburg,  but  there  is  no  sleep 
here;   it  is  already  day-light,  the  nights  are  so  short. 

ThursdfSPpf  August  J6^^  {Jutyt^h)^  i876.^Thi8  night  is  a 
memorable  night.  I  cease  definitely  to  consider  the  Duke  of 
H—  as  my  beloved  shadow.  I  saw  at  Bergamasco's,  a  portrait 
of  the  Grand  TDuke  Vladimir.  I  could  not  tear  myself  from 
this  portrait;  beauty,  more  perfect  and  more  agreeable,  we 
can  not  imagine.  Giro  and  I  became  enraptured,  and  we 
ended  by  klfesing  the  portrait  on  the  Hps,  Have  you  ever 
remarked  the  pleasure  obtained  by  kissing  a  portrait? 

We  did  as  all  the  yOung*  ladles  from  the  Institute  would  do. 
It  i«  the  fashion  to  adore  the  Bmperdr  and  the  Grand  Duteftsj 
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besides,  they  are  all  so  perfectly  handsome  that  there  is  nothing 
astonishing  in  that,  but  I  carried  away  from  this  pasteboard 
kiss  a  strange  melancholy  and  enough  to  dream  over  for  an 
hour.  I  adored  the  duke  when  I  might  have  adored  a  Prince 
Imperial  of  Russia;  it  is  stupid,  but  we  can  not  control  these 
things,  and  then,  in  the  beginning,  I  considered  H —  as  my 
equal,  as  a  man  for  me.  I  have  forgotten  him.  Who  will  be 
my  idol?     No  one.     I  will  look  for  fame  and  a  man. 

My  overburdened  heart  will  overflow,  as  it  has  overflowed 
at  random,  in  the  roadway,  in  the  dust;  but  without  emptying 
this  heart,  constantly  refilled  by  generous  springs  which  will 
never  be  exhausted  in  its  depths. 

Where  did  you  read  that.  Mademoiselle?  In  my  intellect, 
silly  readers. 

.  I  am  then  free,  I  adore  no  one,  but  I  search  the  one  I 
shall  adore.  This  must  be  very  soon;  life  without  love  is  a 
bottle  without  wine.     But  still,  the  wine  must  be  good. 

The  lamp  of  my  imagination  is  lighted,  shall  /  be  more 
happy  than  the  coarse  fool  called  Diogenes? 

Saturday y  August  1 2th  {July  3  if/).— Everything  was  ready, 
Issayevitch  had  said  good-bye,  the  Sapogenikoffs  were  with  me 
at  the  station,  when — Oh,  bother! — we  were  short  of  money,  we 
had  made  wrong  calculations.  I  was  obliged  to  wait  at  Nina's 
until  7  o'clock  at  night,  that  uncle  might  procure  money  for 
me  in  the  city. 

At  7  o'clock  I  started,  considerably  humiliated  by  the 
adventure,  but  agreeably  agitated  at  the  moment  of  departure, 
by  the  appearance  of  a  dozen  officers  of  the  guard  followed 
by  six  soldiers  in  white,  carrying  banners.  These  brilliant 
youths  had  just  attended  two  officers  who,  with  the  author- 
ization of  the  government,  were  leaving  for  Servia.  Servia  is 
causing  a  real  desertion.  Since  the  Emperor  will  not  declare 
war,  all  Russia  subscribes  money,  and  is  aroused  in  the  cause 
of  the  Servians.  Nothing  else  is  talked  about.  The  heroic 
d^ths  of  a  colonel  and  several  Russian  officers  are  spoken  of 
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in  tenns  of  enthusiasm.  We  can  but  be  moved  to  pity  for  our 
brothers  who  are  tranquilly  left  to  be  strangled  and  hacked 
to  pieces  by  those  atrocious  Turkish  savages;  by  that  nation 
without  gepius,  without  civilization,  without  morals,  without 
glory. 

And  to  think  I  can  not  subscribe  a  sou! 

One  hour  before  arriving,  I  placed  my  book  aside  that  I 
might  see  Moscow  well,  our  true  capital,  the  city  truly  Russian. 
St.  Petersburg  is  a  German  copy — as  copied  by  Russians,  it 
is,  nevertheless,  worth  more  than  Germany. 

But  here,  everything  is  Russian — architecture,  cars,  houses, 
the  peasants,  who  by  the  roadside  look  at  the  passing  train, 
the  small  wooden  bridge  thrown  across  a  sort  of  river,  the 
mud  in  the  road — all  is  Russian,  all  is  cordial,  simple,  religious, 
loyal. 

The  churches,  with  their  cupolas  in  the  form  and  color  of  a 
green  fig,  produce  an  agreeable  impression  when  approaching 
the  city.  The  coxcomb  who  took  my  bundles,  took  off  his  cap 
and  bowed  to  me  as  if  we  were  friends,  with  a  wide  smile,  full 
of  respect.  We  are  far  from  either  French  impudence  or 
German  gravity — so  stupid  and  clumsy! 

I  did  not  cease  looking  through  the  window  of  the  carriage, 
which  was  provided  for  us  to  reach  the  hotel. 

It  is  cool,  but  not  that  damp  and  unhealthy  coolness  that 
belongs  to  St.  Petersburg.  The  city — ^thc  largest  in  Europe 
in  area-^is  ancient;  the  streets  are  paved  with  big,  irregular 
stones;  they  are  themsehres  irregular.  We  go  up  and  down, 
we  turn  at  every  instant  amid  houses  of  few  stories;  very  often 
one  story  only,  but  high  and  with  large  windows.  The 
luxury  of  space  is  a  thing  so  common  here  that  no  attention 
is  paid  to  it,  and  the  heaping  up  of  one  story  above  the  other 
is  unknown. 

The  "  Bazar-Slave  "  is  a  hotel  like  the  Grand  Hotel  in  Paris. 
We  e^en  find  the  same  circular  grand  restaurant.  But,  although 
perhaps  not  so  luxurious  as  the  Grand  Hotel,  the  *'  Bazar-Slave  " 
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i»  infinitoly  cleaner  and  infinitely  cheaper,  and  especially  in 
dompadson  to  the  H^tel  Bemouth. 

The  porters  of  the  houses  are  dressed  in  k  blaek  vest, 
panUloonct  inside  their  boots^  which  come  up  to  their  knees, 
and  a  cap  of  astrakhan. 

In  general,  we  see  many  national  costumes.  *  Bach  province 
wearg  its  own  peculiar'  drese,  and  we  do  not  iee  those  odious 
Getman  jackets,  and  the  German  signs  are  more  scareev  but 
there  are  some— I  say  it  with  regret-^-^here  are  some. 

I  was  much  troubled  in  choosing  a  cab ,  the  drivers  urged 
us  with  so  much  eagerness  that  we  feared,  in  giving  the  prefer- 
ence to  one,  to  mortally  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  others.  At 
lastt  we  entered  a  sort  of  phaeton^  e^ceesiveiy  aai* row,  and  then 
commenced^  a  cdui^se  of  obstacles.  The  stoned  of  the  pave* 
ment,  the  rails  of  tram- ways,  the  passing  people,  the  carriages. 
We  went  through  all  this  as  fast  as  the  wilid,  jolted  at  every 
instant,  and  often  almost  thrown  out  of.  the  carriaige.  Unol^ 
was>  groaning  with  uneasiness  and  I  was  laughing  at  him,  at 
myself,  at  our  wild  running,  at  the  wind,  which  was  blowing 
my  hair  and  burning  my  cheeks.  I  laughed  at  everything;  and 
at  every  church,  every  chapel,  at  eJi?ery  niche  With  images^  I 
crossed  myself  devoutly,  in  imitation,  of  the  good.  pe(iple  of 
the  street.  What  surprised  me  disagreeably,  wer^  the  bart« 
footed  women.  i  ; 

I  went  into  the  passage  of  Solodprnikoff  to  buy  a  white 
rucAe;  I  walked  up  and  down,  in  there,  my  faeadihigfa,  my 
hands  hanging  by  my  side,  and  my  inouth  smiling  as  if  at 
home.  I  want  to  leave  to-morrow;  I. can  not  buy  anything,  I 
have  but  >ust  enough  to  reach  Uncle  Etienne^s.  home. 

The  arch  of  triuinph  of  Catherioe^  II.  is  painted  red,  with 
green  columns  and  yellow  ornaments.  In  spite  of  the  ext^'ava^^' 
gance  of  colors,  you  can  not  believe  how  pretty  it  is^.  besidies, 
it  is.  in  harmony  with  the  roofs  of  the  houses  land  of  the 
charches^  which  are  nearly  all  uov<i:^.with;sh8et6  of  green  or 


JOURNAL  or  MARIE  BA»lK)RX^rr.  911 

dark-r^  irqn.  This  artte^u^aes^  of  e^O^rior  orn^o^nts.  fills 
you  with  a.  s^ne^  pf  comfort,  in  makipg  you  fei^  the  good  sim- 
plicity of  the  Russian  people;  and  the  NihilUt^  are  already  at 
wo^k  undf^mi«ing  that,  Mephistqpbele*  perverti^  Marguerite. 
Th€  projiagapkda  docs  its  infamou*  work,. and  th^  day.when 
these  good  people — q^^cited,  d^ceived-r-will  arige.  .  -  it 
will  be  tc/fibte;  for,  if  in  tina^  of  peace. and  calm  they: are 
meek  fuwJ  simple  as  a  lamtv  in  revpliitipn  they  will  be  angry 
unto  feroqily,  crvol  unto  frenzy. 

But  love  for  the  Emperor  is  still  great,  thank  God,  and  so  is 
.reiipect  for  religion.  There  is  wmethiog  touching  in  the  deyo- 
tion  and  loyalty  of  the  people. 

Qn  the  fquare  pf  the  Grand  Theatre  are  seen  entire  flocks 
of  gray  pigeons.  Tl^ey  are  not  at  all  frightened  by  carriages, 
and  the  wheels  pa$3  within  two  finger-widths  of  a  pigeon  with- 
out-troubling  him..  As  you  are  aware,  Russians  do  not. eat 
tbe^bird^,  beciaw^e  H  is  under  the  form  of  :a  dove  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  represented. 

I  do  not  want  to  visit  anything  this  time.  Moscow  requires 
a  week's  time.  In  returning,  with  money,  I  wi|l  see  all  the 
historical  cvtrjosities.  I  caught  but  a  gUmp3^  of  the  Kremlin; 
for,  at  the  moment  it  was  pointed  out,  my  attention  was 
absorbed  by  a  hackney  coach,,  the  exterior  of  which  was 
painted  in  imitation  of  malachite. 

Among  the  name&  displayed  .in  the  vestibule  of  the  hotel,  I 
read  that  of  the  Princess  Souwaroff»  I  immediately  sent 
Chocolate-to  ask  if  she  would  receive  me. .  Chocolate  returned 
and  told  nae  Madame  la  Prinee^se  would  be  out  until  7  o'clock. 

Uncle  Etienne  is  sleeping,  ar^d;^  am  writing  in  the.  parlor. 

On  the  back  of  the  breakfast ,  bill-of-fare  i$  printed  a  pas- 
sionate appeal  to  the  people,  and  to  the  Russian  clergy,  froil 
the    SJavonic    Committee  of    Moscow.     This  heart-rending 
proclamation  was  given  to  me  this  morning.    1  shall  keep  it. 

The  appeal  has  ?iirred  my  soul  Why  do  they  not  go  and 
ask  the  Emperor  for  w^?    If  all  th^  nation,  arising,  threw 
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themselves  at  the  knees  of  the  Emperor,  beseeching  him  to  go 
to  the  rescue  of  their  brothers,  abandoned  to  the  fury  of  sav- 
ages, who  would  dare  say  no? 

But  the  Nihilists,  there  is  the  misfortune;  the  troops  once 
removed,  they  would  rouse  all  the  galley-slaves  and  rogues 
and  establish  a  small  commune  A?  ^egm  with. 

Imagine  to  be  there,  in  the  heart  of  your  country,  so  beau- 
tiful in  itself,  and  so  full  of  hopes  for  the  future,  and  to  feel 
yourself  threatened  by  all  these  horrors!  I  would  like  to  take 
it  in  my  arms  and  carry  it  far  away,  like  a  child  whose  eyes, 
itiouth,  and  ears  we  close  that  he  may  not  hear  the  blas- 
phemies nor  see  the  obscenities. 

My  God!  how  could  I  have  kissed  his  face?  I,  the  first? 
Fool,  execrable  creature!  Ah!  that  is  what  makes  me  weep 
and  shudder  with  rage!     Turpis^  execrabilis! 

He  believed  it  was  very  simple  for  me,  that  it  was  not  the 
first  time,  that  it  was  a  formed  habit!  Vatican  and  Kremlin! 
I  suffocate  with  rage,  and  shame! 


A  cup  of  broth,  a  hot  calatch^  and  some  fresh  caviar,  there 
is  an  incomparable  commencement  of  a.dinner.  The  calatck  is  a 
species  of  bread,  but  one  must  go  to  Moscow  to  have  an  idea 
of  it,  and  the  calatch  of  Moscow  is  almost  as  celebrated  as  the 
Kremlin.  With  one  portion  of  assetrine,  I  was  given  two 
immense  slices,  which  in  another  country  would  be  divided 
into  four  (it  is  needless  to  say  that  I  did  not  eat  it  all). 
Furthermore,  I  had  a  vear  cutlet  fifty  centimetres  square, 
surrounded  with  small  peas  and  potatoes,  an  entire  chicken, 
and  a  saucer  filled  with  caviar,  representing  "  a  half  portion." 

Uncle  Etiehne  laughed  and  told  the  servants  that  in  Italy 
there  would  be  enough  for  four.  The  servant,  tall  and  thin 
as  Gianetto  Doria,  immovable  as  an  Englishman,  answered 
without  budging,  and  without  changing  expression,  that  this 
was  the  reason  of  the  small  stature  and  thinness  of  Italians; 
but  the  Russians,  he  added,  like  to  eat  plenty,  that  is  why 
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they  are  strong.    On  this,  the  immovable  brute  deigned  to 
smile,  and  went  out  like  a  wooden  puppet. 

The  quantity  is  not  the  only  advantage  of  the  eatables  here, 
for  they  are  of  the  most  exquisite  quality.  When  we  eat  well, 
we  are  in  good  humor;  when  we  are  in  good  humor,  we. 
regard  happiness  with  more  joy,  and  misfortune  with  more 
philosophy,  and  we  feel  agreeably  disposed  toward  our  neigh- 
bor. Exaggerated  greediness  is  a  monstrosity  in  a  woman, 
but  a  little  greediness  is  as  necessary  as  intellect,  as  dress, 
without  taking  into  account  that  good  and  simple  food  main- 
tains the  health,  and  consequently  youth,  the  freshness  of  the 
skin,  and  the  roundness  of  the  form.  Witness  my  body. 
Marie  Sapogenikoff  says,  with  reason,  that,  for  such  a  body,  a 
much  more  beautiful  face  is  required,  and  bear  in  mind  that  I 
am  far  from  being  homely.  When  I  think  of  what  I  shall  be 
when  I  am  twenty,  I  am  filled  with  delight.  At  thirteen  I  was 
too  fat,  and  I  was  taken  for  sixteen.  Now  I  am  slender,  well* 
formed, '  and  remarkably  curved,  perhaps  too  much  so.  I 
compare  myself  to  all  the  statues,  and  I  find  nothing  so  well 
curved,  or  so  large  across  the  hips  as  I.  Is  it  a,  defect?  But 
the  shoulders  require  to  have  a  little  more  roundness— But  what 
was  I  saying?  Oh,  yes,  that  I  asked  for  tea.  I  was  served  a 
samovar^  twenty-four  pieces  of  sugar,  and  cream  enough  for  five 
cups  of  tea.  Both  exquisite.  I  always  liked  tea,  even  when 
bad.  I  drank  five  cups  (small)  with  cream,  and  three  without 
cream,  like  a  true  Russian. 

True  Russians  and  their  two  capitals  are  entirely  new  for  me. 

Before  going  to  foreign  countries,  all  I  knew  of  Russia  was 
Little  Russia  and  the  Crimea. 

The  few  Russian  peasants  who  were  in  the  habit  of  coming 
to  Nice  as  strolling  merchants,  seemed  almost  like  strangers, 
and  we  ridiculed  their  costumes  and  their  language. 


I  may  say  all  I  please,  it  is  not  the  less  true  that  my  lips  are 
polluted  since  that  profaning  kiss. 
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Wise  people,  cynical  women,  I  forgive  yoa  that  smile  of 
scorn  for  my  affected  candor!  But,  ttMjy  I  thJnk  that  I  lower 
myself  by  even  admitting  the  possibility  of  my  being  dis- 
believed. Must  1  again  sweat?  Ah,  no?  if  seems  tb  tne  that 
I  ^o  enough  in  tellkig  my  least  thoughts,  especially  when  I  am 
not  obliged  to  do  so.  I  do  not  mdke  a  inertt  ot  it,  for  my 
journal  id  my  fife,  and  iti  th€  midst  6f  afl  these  pleasures,  I 
think:  How  much  I  shall  have  to  relatMo-night  J  As  if  it  were 
attoWigation! 

Monday^  August  i^ih  {August  adT).— Yesterday,  at  i  o'clock, 
we  left  Moscow-  which'  was  fu41  of  commotion  and  decked  with 
flags  In  honor  of  the  arrival  of  the  Kings  of  Greece  and  Den- 
mark;   .  •     ^       '       -  "•  : 

'  During  all  the  journey,  Uncle  Etienne  positively  provoked  me. 

Imagirte  the  perusal  of  a  study  on  Cileopatra  and  Mark 
Antony  interrupted  every  iniatant  by  such  jArases  as  these: 
Will  you-  eat?  You  are  perhaps  cold?  Here  are  roiast  chicken 
and  cucumbers?'  Perhaps  a  peair?  Do  you  wish  the  window 
closed?  What  will  you  eat  on  your  arrival?  I  telegraphed  to 
have  your  batii  pre^par^d,  our  queen;  I  ordered  one  of  marble 
to  be  made,  and  all  the  house  has  been  prepared  to  receive 
Your  Majesty: 

Ihcontestably  ki«d  but  inejittisably  tiresome.    '      ^  / 


'  =  Some  well  appearing  gentleitien  were  courting  Aniaiia  as  if 
she  were  a  kdy.  Chocolate  astonished  me  ^y' His  enrancipat^d 
spirit,  and  hi&  cat-like  nature,  ungfateful'  and  crafty.  ' 

At  the  Orousftko^-  station  we  were  received  by  two  carriagesj^ 
six  peasant  servants,  and  my  naughty '  brother,' tall '^hd  stout,' 
but  handsome  as  a-  Romart  statue''  with  comparatively  small 
feet..  An  hour  and  a  half  of  driving  to'  Chpat&^ka,  dnring- 
which  I  got  a  gHraps€f  of  tlhe- animosity  whrch'^ljtists-'betweeh 
my  father  and  the  Babanines.  I  held  my  head  high,  and  kept 
iii'Cll6fcjk  my  brother  who  is,  moreover,  erichanWd  to  See'ttie.' 

I  do  not  wish  to  take  either  part,  T  have  need  of  mj^'father 


"Gritako"  (a  jltuAsiaii  country  Aickname  for  Oregoire) 
<<  remained  hero  two  weeks,  awaitii^g  yoQ,"  said  Paul  to  me, 
<<we  tliaiight  you  nKmld  never  com^'' 

"  And  is  he  gone?" 

"  N<^  I  left  hiin  at  Poltav^t;  h©  wished  very  much  to  see  you. 
<  You  undwrstaqd/  said  he  to  me,  *I  have  known  her  since  she 
was  a  little  speck  of  a  girl.' " 

^'  Then  he  thiaks  himseU  a  man  and  believes  me  a  little  girl 
still?"        .      . 

"Ye«." 

"  That  is  what  I  am.     How  is  he?" 

<^  He  still  speakifr  French;  he  goes  into  the  best  -eociety  of 
St.  Petersbu;rg;  he  is  said  to  be  ^varioious,  but  he  is  only  sen- 
&lhie  and  as  he  should  be.  We  wished,  he  and  I,  to  receive 
you  with  a  band  of  neiuBio  at  Poltava;  but  papa  said  that  was 
due  to  queens  opfly.*' 

I  notice  that  0iy  father  fears  to  appear  pompous  and  valri. 
I  shall,  reassure  bim  v^ry  quickly.  I  adore  all  those  follies 
that  he  is  extremely  fond  of. 

Eight^^tt  ^ersts  of  plowed  fields,  and  at  last  the  village  com- 
posed of  low  and  poor  hi^ts!  All  t4ie  peasants  uncovered  their 
heads  in  advance,  on  perceiving  th^  carriage.  Those  good 
fac^,  paiteat  and  respectful,  affected  fne.  I  smiled  on  them, 
and,  all  astonished,  they  replied  with  smiles  to  my  friendly  little 
bows. 

The  house  bus  but  one  Mot-y,  small,  with  a  large  and  ill-kept 
garden.  The  peasant  girls  are  well  formed,  beautiful,  and 
piquant  in  their  opst^mes  that  set  off  their  figures  and  leave 
their  legs  naked  to  the  knee. 

M^ria,  my  aunt,  «celved  us  on  the  poreh.  I  took  a  bath, 
and  we  theQ  dined.  I  have  had  several  skirmishes  with  Paul. 
He  tried  to  e!xaspe*iite  rtie,  perhaps  unwillingly,  in  obedience 
to  orders  given  him  by  his  father.  I  teughtlly  put  him  back 
in  his  place,  and  it  was  he  who  was  humiliated,  where  he  wished 
to  humiliate  ttie.     I  read  him  thoroughly.    Incifedulity  as  to 
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my  success,  home  thrusts  relative  to  our  position  in  society. 
I  am  called  nothing  but  "queen;"  my  father  wishes  to  dethrone 
me;  I  will  make  him  bend.  I  know  him,  for  I  am  his  own 
daughter  in  many  ways. 

Tuesday y  August  \<^th  {^August  ^d). — The  house  is  gay  and 
bright  as  possible,  flowers  everywhere;  the  parrot  talks,  the 
canaries  sing,  the  servants  run  about.  About  1 1  o'clock  the 
sound  of  bells  announced  a  neighbor.  It  was  M.  Hamaley. 
Would  we  not  say  an  Englishman?  Well,  not  at  all,  an  ancient 
noble  family  of  Lower  Russia.  His  wife  is  one  of  the  Prod- 
gers  of  this  place. 

My  baggage  not  having  arrived  (we  got  off.  a  station  sooner 
than  we  should),  I  showed  myself  in  a  white  wrapper.  What 
immense  difference  between  myself  now  and  myself  a  year 
ago!  A  year  ago  I  scarcely  dared  speak,  "  I  knew  not  what  to 
say,*'  like  Marguerite;  now  I  am  grown  up.  This  gentle- 
man  took  breakfast  with  us.  What  can  I  say  of  him  and  of 
all  those  I  shall  see?  Excellent  people,  but  smelling  of  the 
provinces  a  league  away! 

Toward  dinner,  which  follows  breakfast  closely,  another 
visitor,  a  brother  of  the  aforesaid  young,  man^-^has  traveled 
much,  in  spite  of  which  he  is  very  obliging.  The  sudden 
arrival  of  my  eight  trunks  procured  us  two  romanzas  sung  by 
my  self y  and  some  piano  playing,:  Finally,  I  occupied  myself 
with  my  embroidery,  while  entering  with  all  my  heart  into  a 
conversation  on  the  politics  of  France,  showing  a  knowledge 
above  my  sex. 

The  second  Hamaley,  a  man  with  a  heavy  beard,  ^  remained 
until  lo  o'clock. 

For  an  hour  longer  I  fatigued  my  poor  voice,  scarcely  yet 
recovered  from  the  rude  climate  of  St.  Petersburg. 

In  this  happy  Chpatowka  we  do  nothing  hilt  eat;  we  eat, 
then  we  walk  for  half  an  hour,  then  we  eat  again,  and  it  is  like 
that  all  day. 

I  was  walking  slowly,  leaning  on  Paul's  arm,  with  my 
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thoughts  wandering,  no  one  knows  where,  when,  passing  under 
branches  which  fell  very  low  above  our  heads  and  formed  a 
ceiling  of  interlaced  leaves,  I  tried  to  imagine  what  A —  would 
say  if  I  were  on  his  arm  walking  along  this  walk.  He  would 
say  to  me,  leaning  slightly  toward  me,  he  would  say  to  me,  in 
that  soft  and  penetrating  tone,  in  which  he  speaks  to  me  only, 
he  would  say:  "  How  happy  we  are  here  together,  and  how  I 
love  you!" 

Nothing  can  give  any  idea  of  the  tenderness  of  his  voice 
when  he  speaks  to  me,  when  he  says  things  meant  for  me 
alone.  His  tiger-cat  manners,  his  eyes  that  burn  you,  and  that 
enchanting  voice,  gentle  and  vibrating,  that  murmured  word 
of.  love,  which  seemed  to  complain  or  plead  with  so  much 
humility,  so  much  tenderness,  so  much  passion!  He  made  use 
of  this  for  me  only. 

But  it  was  an  empty  tenderness  which  meant  nothing,  and  if 
it  seemed  real  it  was  only  his  manner,  for  there  arie  some  peo* 
pie  who  appear  always  hurried,  and  others  astonished,  and 
others  sad,  without  being  so  in  reality. 

Ah,  how  I  would  like  to  know  the  truth  of  all  this!  I  wish 
to  return  to  Rome,  married;  otherwise,  it  would  be  a  humilia- 
tion. But  yet,  I  do  not  want  to  marry,  I  want  to  be  still  free, 
and  above  all  to  study.    I  have  found  my  vocation. 

And  frankly,  to  marry  to  pique  A — ,  would  be  stupid. 

It  is  not  that,  but  I  wish  to  live  like  the  rest  of  the  world! 

I  am  dissatisfied  with  myself  to-night,  and  I  do  not  know 
why  in  particular. 

Wednesday^  August  itth  {August  4M). — A  crowd  of  neigh- 
bors, the  cream  of  this  noble  locality.  Among  others,  a  lady 
who  has  been  to  Rome,  loves  antiquity,  and  possesses  a 
daughter  who  does  not  speak.  In  a  manner,  sudden  as  well 
as  unexpected,  there  came  to  us  three  angels — the  judge  of 
instruction,  the  notary,  and  the  secretary.  My  uncle,  who  has 
been  a  Justice  of  the  Peace  for  the  State  seven  years,  has 
always  some  business  with  these  functionaries. 
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In  two  years  he  will  be  Counselor  of  State,  and  he  long's  te 
be  decorateld.  . 

I  dressed  myself  in  blue  sDk,  and  neat  little  slippers. 
:  These  riice  gentlemen  did  not  irritate  me,  like  those  musty 
people  at  Nice,  they  simply  made  me  latigh  heartily;  they  did 
not  venture  to.  approach  me;  we  admired  each  other  from  a 
distanice*  '  v  ' 

Sunday^  August  20th  [August  StA). — I  left,  accompanied"  by 
my  brother  Paul,  who  waits  upon ,  me  rety  well.  At  Kharkoff 
we  waited  two  hpuis*  My  U ride  Alexander  was  ther^.  Me 
was,  notwithstan^ng  my  dispatches,  almost  astounded  to 
sec  me.  He  spoke,  of  my  father's  great  aniciety;  how  ter-^ 
ribly:  uneasy  he  Was  for  fear  th^t  I  would  not  ceme  to  his  house. 

He  contiiltkally  asked  for  the  dispatches  which  I  sent  to  my 
uncle,  that  he  might  know  at  what  point  I  was  in  my  journey. 

In  a  word;  the  greatest  eagerness  was  displayed  to  see  me; 
if*  not  thcQugh  love,' at  least  tiurough  self ^le/ve. : 

Uncl&  Alexander  taod^  a  few  sarcastic  remarks; about  my 
father;  but  my  policy  is,  to  remain  iieutral.  He  procured  me 
at  coup^,*  by-  presenting '  mfe  to  the  Colonel  of  Gm^armes^ 
Menzenkanoff,  who  gave  up  his  ow3i  to  me.  «    ^ 

I  feel  welLin  my  own  country;  everybody  knows  me,  myself, 
or  mine,  andtheare  is  nothing  equii^rocal  in  my  position;  Cwalk 
and  breathe  freelyJ    But  I  would  t^ot  live  here.    Oh, -noj  ho! 

This  mortiirig,  at  6  o'clock,  .we  arrived  at  Poltava,  i  Nobody 
at^the  statioii  '.  •■■■-';:  ;<-•         •\^]  -    •••i'  'j  - 

As  soon  as  I  reached  the  hotel,  I  wrote  the  following  iettet*; 
bliintness  is  often  the  best  poUcy: 

'*  i  islrrfVe  at  Poltava,  ind  I  find  not  even  a  carriage. 
**Comc  immedJatelyrf    I  expect  yon  at  noon.     Truly,  I '  havcf  not.  had  a 
suitable  reeepti6ii*  ■       . 

The  letter  had  scarcely  gone,  when  my  father  rushed  into 
the  room,  and  I  threw  myself  into  his  arms,  without  too  much 
eagerness,  however.    He  was  tisiMy  satti^ed  with  my  fac^ 


for  bi«»  fir^  care  wa«  to  examine  my  wl^ok  itpp^ai:^ce  with  a 
kind  of  feverish  haste. 

"How  tali  yon  are  I  I  did, pot  expect  it,  and  pretty;  yes, 
ye«j,..WiB;ll-r-v«iy:  W^U,in  (fjct.",.       ., 

"  It  is  thus  you  receive  me — not  even  a  carriage!  Have  you 
received  my  ktter?", :         .  .  . 

"  No;  but  I  have  ju«t  received  the  telegram,  and  J  battened 
to  come.  I  hoped  to  arrive  in  time  for  the,  train*  I  am 
covered  with  dust.  To  come  fasteri  I  got  in  the  ^mta  pf 
attic  E—/* 

"  Apd  I  wrote  you  a  pr^etty  letter." 

"  Like  the  last  dispatch?" 

"Something."  .       .....  ^  ..    ." 

"  Very  well — ^yes>  very  well*' 
^ "  I  am  accustomed  to  be  waited :oa." 

"  Like  me;  but,  you  s«^,  I  am  as  capricious  a&  a  devil.*- 

"  And  I  am  as  capricious  as  two!" 

"  You  are  used  to  being  run  after." 

"  And  I  must  be  run  after;  I  insist  upon  it!'* 

"  Ah,  no,  that  sort  of  thing  will  not  do  with  me!" 

"You  .fiaq  do, as  you  please,  but  you  will  have  to  puffer 
the  consequences." 

"  But  why  treat  me  in  this  lofty  manner?    I  dO*  a  jovial  com- 

panion^  a  youngman,  b^hoWr* 

"Exactly;  so  much  the  better." 

"But  I  aiAitiot  ^lonc^.I  am  with  Prince  iMi<:hcl  E— -, 
and  Paul  G — ,  your  cousin."  _        ., 

"  Jnvite.them  jfOk." 

Er^  is  a  p^fect  little  dttdew-exce^ingly.  amusing,  ridicu- 
lous, bowing  low,  engulfed  in  pantalpon$>  three  times  the 
proper  i^ize,  and  ia  a  collar  wli^ich  .reives  to  his  e^rs. 

The  other  is  called  Pacha* — his  family-name  is  too  diffl- 
Cttll«  :  He  is  ^strong  and  robust  fellow^  light  blonde,  clean- 
shaven, Russian  looking,  .square  build,  frank,  serious,  sym- 
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pathetic,  but  taciturn,  or  much  preoccupied.     I  do  not  yet  know 
which. 

I  was  awaited  with  an  immense  curiosity.  My  father  is 
enraptured*  My  figure  enchants  him;  the  vain  man  is  proud 
to  show  me  off. 

We  were  ready,  but  had  to  wait  for  the  servants,  and  the 
baggage,  that  the  procession  might  be  more  imposing — a  four- 
horse  carriage,  a  caleche^  and  a  covered  drosky,  followed  by 
the  little  prince's  nonsensical  troika. 

My  genitor  looked  upon  me  with  satisfaction,  and  restraining 
himself  with  great  effort,  tried  to  appear  calm,  and  even 
indifferent. 

Moreover,  it  is  his  nature  to  hide  his  feelings. 

Half-way,  I  climbed  into  the  drosky,  that  I  might  go  like  the 
wind.  At  the  end  of  twenty-five  minutes,  we  had  gone  over 
ten  versts.  We  were  still  two  versts  from  Gavronzi,  and  I  then 
returned  to  my  father,  that  he  might  have  the  satisfaction  of 
an  imposing  arrival. 

The  Princess  E — (Michel's  step-mother,  and  my  father's 
sister)  met  us  on  the  porch. 

"  Eh!"  ejaculated  my  father,  "  how  tall  she  is,  and  interesting. 
Is  it  not  so— eh?" 

He  must  have  been  very  proud  of  me,  to  venture  on  such 
an  exhibition  of  feeling  before  one  of  his  sisters  (but  this  one 
is  an  excellent  woman). 

A  steward  and  others  came  to  congratulate  me  on  my 
happy  arrival. 

The  property  is  picturesquely  situated — hills,  d  river,  trees, 
a  beautiful  house,  and  several  small  houses.  All  the  out-build- 
ings in  perfect  order,  and  the  garden  well  kept;  moreover,  the 
house  has  been  remodeled,  and  almost  entirely  refurnished 
this  winter. 

They  live  in  great  style,  while  affecting  simplicity,  and  an 
air  of  saying:  "  It  is  thus  every  day." 

Naturally^  champagne    for  breakfast.      An  affectation  of 
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aristocracy,  and  a  real  simplicity,  which  relieves  the  stiff- 
ness. 

Portraits  of  ancestors,  proofs  of  antiquity,  which  are  only 
too  pleasing  tp  me. 

Beautiful  bronzes,  porcelains  of  Sevres  and  Saxony,  objects 
of  art.     In  truth,  I  did  not  expect  so  much  here. 

My  father  poses,  as  an  unfortunate  man  abandoned  by  his 
wife — ^he^  who  desired  tfothing  better  than  to  be  a  model 
husband. 

A  large  portrait  of  mamma  painted  in  her  absence. 

Tokens  of  regret  to  the  memory  of  lost  happiness,  and  bursts 
of  hatred  against  my  grandparents  who  destroyed  this  happiness. 

Enormous  care  is  taken  to  make  me  feel  that  my  arrival 
changes  nothing  in  the  habits  of  the  household. 

There  was  a  game  of  cards,  during  which  I  worked  at  my 
canvas,  from  time  to  time  saying  a  few  words,  which  were 
listened  to  with  curiosity. 

Papa  left  the  card-table  and  seated  himself  near  me,  giving 
up  his  hand  to  Pacha.  I  talked  with  him  while  embroidering, 
and  he  listened  to  me  with  a  great  deal  of  attention. 

He  then  proposed  a  walk  in  the  country.  I  walked  at  first 
leaning  on  his  arm,  then  on  the  arm  of  my  brother,  and  of  the 
little  prince.  We  stopped  to  see  my  nurse,  who  pretended  to 
be  affected  to  tears.  She  had  nursed  me  but  three  months — 
my  true  nurse  is  at  Tchernakovka;  We  walked  a  long  distance. 

'<  It  is  to  give  you  an  appetite,*'  said  my  father. 

I  complained  of  the  fatigue,  and  spoke  of  my  fear  of  the 
grass,  on  account  of  snakes  and  other  ''  ferocious  animals." 

The  father  is  reserved,  the  daughter  also.  Were  it  not  for 
the  princess,  Michel,  and  the  other,  it  would  be  a  thousand 
times  more  agreeable. 

He  made  me  sit  beside  him  to  see  the  athletic  feats  and 
gymnastics  of  Michel,  who  had  learned  the  **  trade  "  in  a  cir- 
cus, which  he  followed  to  the  Caucasus,  all  on  account  of  a 
little  eqiusiriinne. 


f       • 
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•When  I  was' in  my  own  roofm,  t  remembered  ond  of  my 
father's  expressions,  spoken  at  random  or  purposely,  and 
etilarging  it  in  my  own  imaginsltibn,  I  sat  down  in  a  coriler 
and  wept  for  a  long  time,  without  budging  ot*  mbtiiig  my  eyes, 
btit  keeping  th^ni  fixed  oh  a  flo^Vef  in  the  wall-pap'ier— 'crashed, 
weary,  and  at  times  despairing  feven'uhto  ihilitferehce/.  * 

this  is  wte€  It'  was  about.  We  s'pokir  of  A—,  arid  I  Mras 
asked  all  sorts  of  tWngs-  ecmcernfm^  hini.  'According  to  my 
usual  habit,  I  replied  with  reserve,  and  did  not  enlarge  on  thte 
subject  of  "iny  coiiquests,  l^avitri;  thetn  to  be  gtreisSed  xir'  stip- 
pdi5ed,=  att<t  then  my  father, 'With  greit  indifference,  Sdid  this: 

"  I  haw  heard  it  said  that' A^— wa^  married  three  months  ago." 
^'And  once  in  my  6wtt  rooftl  I  did'not  teason,  r  remembered 
that  phrase.     I  threw  myielf  on  th^e  fiobi*  and  temained'th^fe 
stupefied  and  miserablip.  ..;».'/  . 

I^iooked  at  his  letter.  Th6  t^brds  *'I'have  need  6i  the  coH- 
solation  of  one  word  from  you,*'  have  cbnfiij^ed  my  heart,*  atid 
I  almofet  beg?n  to  accuse  myself,  bitf!      '•  ^  .  ?   ; 

And  then^M^h,  whit  horror  to  believe  you-  love  fhat  which 
you  must  not!  For  1  must  hot  \6vt  a'hiah  Hk^  hith-'^a  befng 
almost  ignorant^  a  beirig  weak, 'dependent.  I  have  riot  even 
love,  I  have  6nly  weariness.  •  '      =  -     *  '  -^ 

I  was  given  a  green-  bed-roottf  and  a  blue  paHor.  Is  it  not 
quite  strange,  when  Wft  tMrifef^f-my  peregrfnatforis  since  that 
wiflfter?'  And'^hc^'-I' ha^  beefl'?n^-'RU5sfa,*%0w  many  times 
have  I  changed  guid^,  lodgings,  plaCMSs?  ■* 

'  1' dhangfe    lodgings,   relatives,'  acquaintances,  Wfthottt  the 
least  astotiishmeni  or  that  strange  feeling  I  experiinced  for-- 
meirly.     AH  those  bemgs,  iridiffetent-  or  patronizing,  all  these 
ihstrumehtft  of-  luxury  <ir«*lfky,  bfec^)*ie  a  corifused  mass  In 
my  mind  and  leave  me  calm  and  cold.  '  ♦ 

Kowcati 'I  te\ie€*e<diin'^ringin§  riiy'feether-to  ROmt^  '  ■       ' 
-  Both^rj  b'cfthet/ bother!  - '        ■    »   •    .•   .        '      «      ;.-... 
•  f^e^aay^'^August'iifid  (io^y.^l:{(hh6re  is  fat  tembVed  from 
the  frank  hospitality  of  my  Uncle  Etienne,  and  Of  niy  Aunt 


Marie,  who  gave  up  th^ir  rdoms  to  me,  and  waited  on  me  like 
negroes.  ' 

But  then,  it  is  very  different.  There,  I  was  in  a  friendly 
country,  at  home;  here,  I  come,  braving  the  ojstablished  rela- 
tions and  tiseading  under  my  iictle  f^t  hundreds  of  quarrels 
and  miUions  of  digagreement«}.  ^ 

My  fathair  is  a  reserved  man;  fomised  and  crushed  from  his 
infancy  by  the  terrible  General,  his  father,  no  sooner  was  he 
free  and  npb  tiutn  be'  launched  into  di^ipation  and  half-ruined 
himself.  »  -  

Puffed  up  with  self-love  and  puerile  pride,  he  prefei:*s  to 
appear  a  manster  rather  thaft.chow  >^hat'l¥e  feele,  esp^cfally 
when  he  is  moved  hf  soiiii6thing--^tid'ln  thath^  is^Iike  ni^ 

A  blind  pereon  copid  s^e  l|ow  aniichantiKd  he  is  to  see  me^  and 
he  even  shows  it  a  little  when  We  ai^e  alode; 

At  2  o'cldok  we  left  for  Fioltava. 

This  morning  we 'have  a&eady  had.  a  skirmish  over  the 
Babantnes,  and,  while  In  th^  earriage,  my  flither  wehtso  far  as 
to  insult  them  in  the  name  of  his  lo«t  happiness,  aocufiing 
grandmapma  el  everything.  The  blood  tU^iad  to  my  face 
and  I  requested  hitn^  in  a  harsh  tone,  to  leave  the  dead  Iti  their 
graves. 

*<  Leave  the  dead!'*  cried  he,  'f  why  I  c<S\Xld  almost  ^i^  that 
if  I  could  tal^e  the  ashes  of  that  woman  and^— "     ' 

**  £noi]gh,  father!     Vou  are  impertinent  ahd  ill-bred !" 

"  Chocolate  might  be  impertinent,  but  not  iP* 

<*  You,  ddar  father,  and  all*  those  >wbo  are  wanting  in  deli- 
cacy and  education!  I  will  not  H^en  to  ^uch  talk.  If  I  have 
the  delicacy  to  be  silent,  it  is  ridiculous  for  others  to  muf- 
mur.  You  have  nothings  to  do  with. the  BiA)anineg,  you  may 
meddle  with  the  aifairs  of  your  wife  and  children— ee  to 
the  others,  dd  net  ^peak  of  them,  ad  I  do  not  spdak  of  your 
own  relatives.  'Appredtate  my  cdhsideratioil  and  do  as  much." 

In  speaking  thus,  I  felt  the  greatest  admirati(>n  for  myself. 
.^  HcHf  can  jnou  say  snch  things  to  mtV* 
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"  I  say  it,  I  repeat  it — I  regret  being  here." 

I  turned  my  back  to  him,  for  I  was  choking  with  tears  and 
rage. 

And  then  my  father  commenced  to  laugh,  embarrassed  and 
confused,  trying  to  embrace  me  and  take  me  in  his  arms. 

"  Come,  Marie,  let  us  make  peace;  we  will  never  speak  of 
that  again.  I  will  never  mention  it  to  you,  I  give  you  my 
word  of  honor!** 

I  resumed  my  natural  position,  but  without  giving  any  token 
of  pardon  or  good-will,  which  made  papa  increase  his  ami- 
ability. 

.  My  child,  my  angel  (I  am  speaking  to  myself),  you  are  an 
angel — positively  an  angel!  You  always  did  know  how  to 
behave,  but  you  never  had  the  opportunity.  Now  only  do  you 
commence  to  apply  your  theories  to  reality! 

At  Poltava,  my  father  is  king;  but  what  a  frightful  kingdom! 

My  father  is  over-proud  of  his  two  Isabella  horses.  When 
they  were  brought  to  us,  harnessed  to  the  barottche,  I  scarcely 
deigned  to  say  "  Very  pretty!" 

We  went  through  all  the  streets — deserted  as  Pompeii. 

How  can  people  live  thus.^  But  I  am  not  here  to  study  the 
customs  of  the  city,  so  let  us  pass  on. 

"Ah!"  said  my  father,  "if  you  had  come  a  little  sooner, 
we  had  people  here  then,  we  could  have  arranged  a  ball  or 
some  other  amusement.  Now,  there  is  not  even  a  dog  left — 
the  fair  is  over." 

We  went  into  a  store  to  order  some  canvas.  This  store  is 
the  rendezvous  of  the  dudes  of  Poltava;  but  we  found  no  one 
there. 

At  the  public  gardens,  the  same  thing. 

My  father,  I  know  not  why,  will  introduce  me  to  no  one; 
perhaps  it  is  through  fear  of  too  much  criticism! 

In  the  middle  of  dinner,  M—-  arrived. 

Six  years  ago,  when  we  were  at  Odessa,  mamma  saw 
Madame  M —  frequently,  and  her  son  Gritz  came  every  day 
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to  play  with  Paul  and  me,  and  made  love  to  me,  bringing  me 
bon-bons,  flowers,  and  fruits. 

They  laughed  at  us,  and  Gritz  said  he  would  never  marry 
any  other  woman  but  me;  to  which  a  certain  gentleman  never 
missed  replying: 

"Oh!  Oh!  what  a  boy!  he  wants  a  minister  for  a  wife." 
The  M — *s  came  with  us  as  far  as  the  steamer  which  was  to 
take  us'  to  Vienna.  I  was  excessively  coquettish,  although 
very  small.  I  had  forgotten  my  comb  and  Gritz  gave  me  his 
own,  and,  at  the  moment  of  parting,  we  kissed  each  other  with 
the  permission  of  our  parents. 

"Jours  fortune  de  notre  enfance 
Ob.  nous  disions,  mjanan,  papa! 
Jours  de  bonheur  et  d' innocence, 
^  Ah!  que  vous  6tes  loin  dejd." 

"  You  know,  adorable  cousin,  Gritz  is  a  little  stupid,  and  a 
little  deaf,"  said  Michel  £ — ,  while  M —  was  coming  up  the 
steps  of  the  gallery  at  the  restaurant. 

"  I  know  him  well,  dear  coxcomb,  he  is  not  more  stupid 
than  you  and  I,  and  he  is  a  little  deaf  because  of  an  illness, 
and  more  so  because  he  puts  wadding  in  his  ears  through  fear 
of  taking  cold." 

Many  persons  had  already  come  up  to  shake  hands  with  my 
father,  impatient  to  be  introduced  to  the  daughter  just  arrived 
from  foreign  lands;  but  my  father  made  no  move,  putting  on 
an  expression  of  disdain,  looking  at  me  the  while.  I  began  to 
fear  he  would  do  the  same  with  Gritz. 

"  Marie,  permit  me  to  present  you  Grigori  Lvovitch  M — ," 
said  he,  however. 

"We  have  known  each  other  for  a  long  time,"  said  I,  gra- 
ciously extending  my  hand  to  the  friend  of  my  infancy. 

He  is  not  at  all  changed;  the  same  brilliant  complexion,  the 
same  dull  expression,  the  same  mouth,  small  and  slightly  dis- 
dainful, a  microscopic  mustache.  Faultless  in  dress  and  of 
excellent  manners. 

16 
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We  |o<!>ked  at  each  other  with- curiosity.  Michel  made  saf- 
castic  grimaces.     Papa  blinked  his  eyelids  as  usual. 

I  wa«  nfot  At  all  hungry;  h  Vas  time  to  go  tO:  the  theatre, 
which  is  in  the  garden,  like  the  restattr^cit 

I  proposed  that  we  walk  a  little  and  go  there  afterward. 
My  model  of  a  lather  rushed  bet^^eeD  'Gritz  and  me/and*  when 
ft  was  time  to  go  to^  the  theatre,  he  hastened  forward  and 
qtiickly  offered  me  his.  arm — a  true  father,  o-ft  my  honor,  as 
we  read  of  in  book&. 

We  had  an  immense  proscenium  box,  draped  with  red  cloth- 
opposite  the  prefect'*, 

I  received  a  bouquet  (rom  the  prtnce,  who  passes  the  day  in 
making  me  declarations,  to  receive  such  speeches  as:  Go 
away,  dear  boy! — or — You  are  the  flower  of  dudes,  my  cousin! 

A  small  audience  and  an  insig;nificaiit  dcama*  But  oar 
b6x  contained  erf  itself  much  to  interest  nie» 

Pacha  is  a  curious  man.  Frank  and  straightforward,  efven 
to  childishness;  he  takes*  everything  4seriQtis)y,  and  «peaik»  just 
as  he  thinks,  with  so  much  dinnplscity,  thdt  it  sometimes ^eems 
to  me  that  he  hides  unxtfr  this  good,- nature  an  immense  fund 
of  sarcasm.  He  remains  sometimes  ten  minutei  without  say- 
ing anything^  and  when  spoken  to,  he  starts  aa  if  he  had  been 
dreaming.  When,  at  a  compliment :  from  him,  I  smile  atid 
say:  <*  How  amiable  you  are!'*  he  is  offended  and  goes  off  to 
a  corner  murmuringi.  ^T  am  not  at  all  amiable^  if  I  '$a]f  it, 
it  is  because  I  think  it."    • 

I  placed  myself  in  ittont  to.  gratify  my  lather's  yamty. 

"Behold!"  said  he,  "behold!  here  I  am  playing  the  r6Je 
of  a  father  now!)  It  is  f^unny.  =  Why,  I  am  still  a  young 
man,  I!" 

**Ah,  ah,  papa,  there  is  your  weakness!  Well,  you  shall 
be  my  elder  brother  and  I  will  call  you  Constantine.  Does 
that  do?" 

"Perfectly."  .      :   * 


M —  and  I  desired  reiy  tnuch  to  conrcrse,  we  two^  together; 
btit  Paul,  E-i-,  or  papa  prevented  it  tm  If  on  pntpoie.  Finally, 
I  placed  myself  in  the  corner,  ^vhich  is  Hke  a  little  box  by  itself, 
overlooking  t14e  stage  And  alfowing  me  to  se^  the  preparations 
of  the  actbr^s.  NatliraHy,  Michel  followed  me*  but  I  sent  him 
to  get  me  som«  water;  and  Gritz  seated  himself  beeide  me. 

"I  have  been  awaiting  your  fir  rtvaf  with  impatience,"  said 
he,  examining  tee  furiously,  •*  You  are  not  at  all  changed:" 

"  Oh,  that  grieves  me!     I  Was  fiomely  at  ten  years  of  ag^.^ 

"  No,  no,  but  you  are  still  the  same." 

'^Hurnphr"  .  -  1    '  •  '    .    "        .    ' 

'*I  how  eee  the  meaning  of  this  gl^ssof  watei-?'' mewed 
the  prince,  offering  me  on«,     **^r  sffee  it'  well!'* 

"  Take  care!  you  will  spill  it  on  ihy  dress,  if  you  hold  it  in 
that  way!"  ......       •.    j 

'^  You  are^  rfAlrfnd,  you  are  my  cousin,  arid  3rou  are  always 
speaking  to  Aim^  .      '    .  • 

"  He  is  the  friend  of  my  childhood,  and  you,  you  are  a 
charming  dude  of  a  day." 

We  found  that  we  still  remembered  alt  sorts  of  trifles. 
"We  were  both  children,  but  how  well  we  reinember  all  that 
happendd  when  we  were  children  together!     I«  it  not  so?'* 

.,Yes.^'  ■■■■•■    V 

M —  is  old-fashioned;  it  is  so  strange  to  liear  this'  fresh  and 
rosy  boy  speak  of  things,  serious,  domestic,  nsefuM  tte 
asked  me  H  I'had  a  good  maid,  and  then — 

"It  is  well  that  you  have  studied  so  much,  for  when  you 
haveehiM^tn,^t^i!lW"ttsefu!;"        •         ''     ^     ' 

"What  an  idea!" 

"What!  ttmlnotrightr  i  / 

**Yes,  jrou  are  ri^t."  ' 

"Here  Is  yoWf 'Unele  Alexander;"  said  my  father  to  me. 

"Where?"  ^  ^  V 

<' There,  o^jposite.''        -   =         '  .  i.:      ;  .i 

In  fact,  he  was  there  with  his  wife.  - .  «    ^   - 
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Uncle  Alexander  came  to  us  and  my  father  sent  me  to 
Aunt  Nadine  during  'the  next  entr'acte.  The  dear  little 
woman  was  pleased  and  so  was  I. 

During  one  of  the  entr'actes^  I  went  out  into'  the  garden  with 
Paul,  and  my  father  ran  after  Qie  and  caught  me  by  the  arm, 

'*  You  see/'  said  my  father  to  me,  "  how  amiable  I  am  toward 
your  relatives;  that  proves  I  am  well-bred." 

"  Very  well,  papa;  whoever  wishes  to  stand  well  with  me 
must  bow  to  my  will  and  serve  me." 

"Ah,  no!" 

"  Ah,  well!  as  I  told  you  before,  you  must  take  the  conse- 
quences, then;  but  admit  that  you  are  very  happy  to  have  a 
daughter  like  me — pretty,  with  a  good  figure,  elegant,  Intel- 
lectual, educated.    Admit  it!" 

"I  admit  it  is  true." 

'^  Ah,  ah!  And  without  taking  into  account  that  you  are 
young,  and  that  everybody  will  be  astonished  to  find  that  you 
have  grown-up  children." 

"  Yes,  I  am  still  quite  young." 

"  Papa,  let  us  take  supper  in  the  garden." 

"  It  is  not  proper." 

"  Come,  come,  papa;  with  one's  father,  the  marshal  of  the 
nobility,  who  is  known  to  everybody,  and  who  is  chief  of  the 
youth,  of  the  gilded  youth  of  Poltava!" 

"  But  the  horses  are  waiting." 

<'  That  is  what  I  wished  to  speak  of,  send  them  back  and  we 
will  return  in  a  cab." 

"You,  in  a  cab?  Never!  And  to  have  supper  here  is  not 
proper." 

"  Papa,  when  I  descend  from  my  dignity  and  find  a  thing 
proper,  it  is  ridiculous  that  others  should  think  otherwise." 

"We  will  have  supper,  then;  but  you  know  it  is  only  to 
please  you.    I  am  tired  of  these  amusements." 

We  had  supper  in  a  private  room  (exacted  by  my  father  out 
of  respect  for  me). 
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My  father,  Paul,  Uncle  Alexander  and  Aunt  Nadine,  Pacha, 
-,  M-^,  and  I.  M —  was  continually  trying  to  place  my 
cloak  on  my  shoulders,  assuring  me  that  I  would  take  cold. 

We  drank  champagne.  E —  called  for  bottle  after  bottle,  to 
give  me  the  last  drop. 

Several  toasts  were  proposed,  and  the  friend  of  my  child- 
hood, taking  his  glass,  leaned  toward  me,  and  said,  softly: 
"  To  the  health  of  Madame,  your  mother!"  and  as  he  looked 
into  my  eyes,  with  a  friendly  air,  I  replied  in  a  low  voice  also, 
with  a  look  of  cordial  thanks  and  a  friendly  smile. 

A  few  minutes  afterward,  I  said,  aloud: 

"  To  mamma's  health V* 

And  we  drank  again.  M —  watched  my  least  gesture,  and 
tried  visibly  to  conform  himself  to  my  opinions,  to  my  tastes, 
and  even  my  pleasantries;  and  to'  embarrass  him  I  amused 
myself  by  changing  constantly.  He  listened  to  me  all  the 
time,  and  finally  exclaimed: 

"Ah,  but  she-  is  charming!"  with  so  muth  artlessncss, 
sincerity,  and  pleasure,  that  I  was  pleased  myself. 

Aunt  Nadine  entered  the  barouche  with  papa  and  me.  I 
went  home  with  her,  and  we  gossiped  at  our  ease. 

"Dear  Moussia,"  said  my  Uncle  Alexander,  "you  have 
enchanted  me.  Your  worthy  conduct  toward  your  relatives,  and 
especially  toward  your  father,  has  enraptured  me.  I  had  feared 
for  you,  but  if  you  continue,  all  will  be  well,  I  assure  you  of  it!" 

"  Yes,"  said  Paul,  "  if  you  remain  one  month  only,  you 
will  rule  father,  and  that  will  be  a  real  happiness  for  us  all.** 

My  father  took  a  room  next  to  mine,  at  the  right,  and  made 
bis  servant  sleep  in  my  antechamber. 

"I  hope  she  is  well  guarded,"  said  he  to  my  uncle.  "You 
know  I  am  a  bon-vivant^  a  gay  man;  but,  from  the  moment 
her  mother  confides  her  to  my  care,  I  will  justify  that  confi- 
dence and  I  will  fulfill  my  duty  in  a  sacred  manner." 

Yesterday,  I  borrowed  25  roubles  from  my  father,  that  I 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  returning  them  to  him  to-day. 
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We  departed  in  the  same  order  as  yesterday. 
.  We  had  scarcely  reached  the  fields  when  my  father  a&ked  nit, 
suddenly:         r    .  >  .       •    ' 

"  W^ll,  are  we  going  to  skirmish  again  to-day?''  : 
'*As  much  as  you  like."  '    • 

!^e  topk  me  quickly  it)  bis  arms>  enveloped  me  in  hia. cloak, 
and  leai^ed  n^y  head  upon  his  shoulder, 

I  closed  my  eyes,  that  is  my  way  of  being  affectionate^ 
We  remained  thua^  for  S9memjmit^6*,  ^.^   : 

"  Now,"  said  he,  **  stand  up  straighir*  ^: 

"  Give  me  a  cloak,  thei^  for  I  am  CQld^."  ,, 

He  wrapped  me  in  a  cloak,  and  I  began  to  speak 'pC  foreign 
qountries,  of  Rome^  and  the  pleasures  of  society;  taking  care 
to  make  him  uncjerstand  how  pleasant  it  wa^  in  Jtaly^  and  speakt 
tng  pf  Mgr.  d^  Falloux,  Baron  y iscontli  and  the  Pope. .  I  abo 
bad  •  much  to.  say  of  the  society  of  PoUava 

**  It  is  not  right  to  pass  one's  life  in.  .V^xsing  at  card^^  in  ruinf 
ing  one's  self,  buried  in  thci  prorinqes^  im  drinking  champagne  in 
the  cabarets,  in  brutalizing  one's  seU,  ^nd  in  rusting  rather  than 
living,  WHatever  oi^  does,  should  always  be  dOn^  in  g6od 
company."  ;. 

**  Hunxph!  You  s^^m  to  iniply  that  I  am  itt  bad  company," 
he  said,  laughing.  ■.■...  -a   i  >•  • 

I  talked  on,  and  said  so  much,  that  fimUy  he  'asked  tne  how 
much  it  would  ,co|t  to  hir^  ^  apartnetit  ai  Nice  laargfe  enough 
to  giv^  entertaii^ents  ii?, ,  t  ,  * .-    ' 

<' You  knpw/'  bp  said,  ''if  I  should  gotbere  and  settle  down 
for  the  winter^  the  sittuation  would  be  quite  differenti*^ 

"  Whose  situation?"         .:   •    [..        ,;.'.'. 
.  ^'Thatpf,  the  birds  of  the  air/'  he  said,  with  a  laugh  that 

showe^d  he  was  piqued. ;    : 

.  ''  My  situation?    Yes,  that  is  true.     But  Nice  is.  a  disagree^* 
able  city.    Why  not?  come  to  Rome  this  winter?"/.  :. 

.  *'I?    Humph!    Yesli    Humph!" 
We)li;tb(^  sjubjQot. has  beeft  opened). and  the  seed  has  fcUlen 
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on  good  ground.  What  I  fear  are  the  influences  that  may  be 
brought  to  bear.  I  must  manage  so  that  this  man  will  beoome 
used  to  me.  I  must  strive  to  be  agreeable  to  him,  render  my- 
self necessary  to  him,  and  tct  b(^  that  Atint  T**-^  wiil  find  a  wall 
between  bo:  brother  and  fais  wrong^dotng. 

He  is  pleased  to  find  me  capable  of  conversing  on  all  sub- 
jects, and  as  we  "went  to  dinner,  I  finished-  a  conversation  on 
chemistry  with  a  certain  Kapitanenko,  an  ofiioer  of  the  guard, 
who  is  absent  on  leave,  and  who  is  becoming  brutalleed  by  a 
provincial  life  and  the  eternal  nonsense  that  is  talked. 

My  father  said,  as  he  rose: 

"  It  is  true,  Pacha,  she  is  very  learned/' 

"You  are  joking,  papa.*' 

"Not  at  all,  not  it  ail,  but  it  is  well,  yes,  ah!  very  well." 

Wednesday^  Avg^si  2yi  {August  iiM).-— I  have  written  to 
mamma  almost  as  much  as  I  have  in  my  journal.  That  will 
dp  her  m^re  good  than  ail  the  doctors  in  the  world.  I  pretend 
to  be  very  happy,  but  I;am  not  so  yet  I  have  related  every- ^ 
thing  iQ  the  most  ;ezact  manner,  but  I  shall  not  be  ^ure  of 
an3rthing  until  the  end  of  the  story.  •  We  sfaail  see  some  day. 
God  is  very  good. 


■F"*« 


Pacha  is  my  real  cousin,  the  son*  of  my  father's  sister.  He 
puzzles  me.  This  morning  we  were  talking,  and  my  father's 
name  was  mentioned.  I  said  that  sons  always  criticised  the 
actlonsof  .their'£athQrfi,and  ono^in  their  piace,( 'did  the  same 
things,  to  be  In  their  turn  criticised  by  their  children. 

"That  is  perfectly  true,"  he  said,  "but  my  sons  w-ill  not 
criticise  me,-  for  I  shall  nevfer  marry.'* 

Aftcr-a  moment,  I  replied:  ^  There  has  never  been  a  young 
aian  who  has  not:  said  the  same  thing." 

**  Yea,  but  it  is  not  the  same  thing; "    .^ 

-*Whynot^"    .  :.  .    ,  : 

"  Because  I  am  twenty-two,  and  J  liaVc  never  been  in  love,; 
and  no  iromanhai  ev^r  erven  ^attracted  me/'v  ! 
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"  That  is  quite  natural.     Before  that  age,  a  man  ought  not 
to  fall  in  love." 

"  What!     How  about  those  boys  who  begin  at  fourteen?" 

"  Those  affairs  have  nothing  to  do  with  real  love." 

"  Perhaps,  but  I  am  not  like  everyone  else.  I  am  hot-headed, 
and  proud,  and  conceited,  and  then — " 

"But  those  qualities  which  you  speak  of — " 

"  Are  good  ones?" 

"I  think  so." 

Then,  I  don't  remember  why,  he  told  me  that,  if  his  mother 
should  die,  he  would  go  crazy. 

"Yes,  for  a  year,  and  then — " 

"  No,  I  should  be  crazy,  I  know  it." 

"  For  a  year,  for  everything  is  effaced  by  new  faces." 

"  Then  you  deny  eternal  sentiments  and  virtue?" 

^*  Positively." 

"  It  is  strange,  Moussia,"  he  said,  "  how  quickly  people 
become  intimate,  when  they  are  not  affected.  The  day  before 
yesterday,  I  said  Maria  Constantinovna;  yesterday,  Made- 
moiselle Moussia,  and  to-day,  Moussia — " 

"  Moussia  simply,  as  I  have  ordered  you." 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  we  have  always  been  together,  your 
manners  are  so  simple  and  engaging." 

"  Yes?" 


I  have  been  amusing  myself  by  talking  tb  the  peasants  that 
we  meet  upon  the  road  and  in  the  forest,  and,  do  you  know, 
I  speak  low  Russian  quite  welL 

The  Vorsklo,  the  river  which  flows  through  my  father's 
village,  is  so  shallow  in  summer  that  you  can  wade  across  it; 
but  in  winter  it  is  a  flood.  I  took  a  fancy  to  ride  my  horse  into 
the  water,  and  raising  my  habit,  I  immediately  entered  the 
river.  It  was  agreeable  to  feel  and  charming  to  see.  The 
horse  was  in  up  to  his  knees. 

I  was  warmed  by  the  sun  and  the  ride,  and  Itried  my  voice, 
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which  is  beginning  to  return  little  by  little.     I  sang  the  "  Lacry- 
mosa  '*  of  the  funeral  mass,  as  at  Rome. 

My  father  was  waiting  for  us  under  the  colonnade,  and 
viewed  us  with  a  look  of  contentment. 

"  Well,  did  I  deceive  you?  Do  I  look  bad  in  a  riding  habit? 
Ask  Pacha  how  I  ride.     Do  I  look  well?" 

"  Yes — humph — ^very  well,  really." 

And  he  looked  at  me  with  evident  satisfaction. 

I  am  far  from  regretting  that  I  brought  thirty  gowns;  my 
father  must  be  captured  through  his  vanity. 

At  this  moment,  M —  arrived  with  a  bag  and  a  servant 
When  he  had  saluted  me,  I  answered  the  usual  compliments, 
and  went  to  change  my  dress,  saying:  *'  I  shall  be  back  soon.*' 
I  returned  dressed  in  a  gown  of  Oriental  gauze  with  two 
yards  of  train,  a  corsage  of  silk  open  before  in  the  Louis  XV. 
style  and  fastened  by  a  largfe  knot  of  white  ribbon.  The  skirt 
is  all  of  one  piece  and  the  train  square. 

M —  spoke  of  my  toilet  and  admired  it. 

He  is  said  to  be  stupid,  but  he  conversed  on  several  sub- 
jects— music,  art,  and  science.  It  is  a  fact,  however,  that  it 
was  I  who  did  the  talking  and  he  only  said:  ^' You  are  per- 
fectly right;  it  is  true." 

I  was  silent  as  to  my  studies,  fearing  to  alarm  him.  But  I 
forgot  myself  at  dinner;  I  quoted  a  Latin  verse  and  discoursed 
with  the  doctor  on  classical  literature  and  the  modern  imita- 
tions of  it. 

They  cried  out  that  I  was  astonishing,  and  that  there  was 
nothing  in  the  world  of  which  I  could  not  speak,  no  subject 
of  conversation  where  I  was  not  at  my  ease. 

Papa  made  heroic  efforts  to  conceal  his  pride  in  me.  Then, 
a  chicken  with  truffles  started  a  culinary  discussion,  in  which 
I  showed  a  gastronoifiic  knowledge  which  made  M — 's  eyes 
and  mouth  open  still  more. 

And  then,  passing  to  sophistication,^  I  explained  all  the  utility 
of  good  cooking,  maintaining  it  made  men  virtuous. 
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I  went  up  to  the  first  floor.  The  salons  arc  very  large, 
especially  the  ball-room;  a  piano  was  placed  there  only  yes- 
terday. ' 

I  played.  Poor  Kapitanenko  made  despcllrlttg  gestufes 
to  prevent  Paul  ffom  talking. 

"Heavens!"  exclaimed  the  good  mart,  **I  forgfet  as  1  listen 
that  I  have  rusticated  in  the  provinces  the  last  six  y6ars.  I 
live  again!" 

I  did  not  play  well  to-night;  I  often  gfnrfed  my  work;  and 
yet,  there  are  things  which  I  dOh't  play  badly.  But  it  made 
no  difference;  1  knew  that  poor  Kapitaftenko  was  sincere,  and 
the  pleasure  that  I  gave  hira  gave  me  pieasttfe  also. 

Kapitanenko  was  on  my  left,  Eristoff  and  Paul  behind,  and 
Gritz  ?n  front  of  me  listening  to  me  with  a  delighted  counte- 
nance; I  did  not  see  the  rest. 

When  I  had  finished  '*  Le  Ruisseau,**  they,  all  kissed  my 
hand. 

Papa,  lying  upon  a  sbfa,  do^ed.  The  princess  seWed  With- 
out sa)rin^  anything,  but  she  is  a  good  woman. 

1  breathe  fiieely,  I  am  in  my  fathef's'  house,  my  father  is  orte 
of 'the  head  of  the  govemm^ilt,  and  I  have  neither  tack  of 
respect  nor  frivolity  to  fear. 

At  lo  o*clocfc,  papa  gave  the  signal  for  retFrtng>  confiding  to 
Paul's  care  the  jnoung  men,  who  are  all  lodged  in  the  red  house 
with  him. 

I  said  to  my  father:  "  When  I  go  away  again,  you  Will  come 
WTtn  me. 

''^l  will  tWnfc  of  it;  yes,  perhaps."         ' 

I  was  satisfied;  thete  was  a  pause,  then  they  spoke  of  some- 
thing else,  and  when  heretfred,  I  went  to  tire  princess*  room 
to  remain  a  quarter  of  an  hour  with  her. 

1  have  asked  my  father  to  invite  Vnde  Afexasider  here,  and 
he  has  written  him  a  very  pleasant  letter. 

What  is  jrour  opinion  of  me? 

I  say  that  I  am  an  angef,  provided  God  contmues  to  be  g(K>d, 
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Don't  ladgh  at  my  devotion,  or  you  will  begfin  to  (Ind  ercry- 
thlng  in  nvy  journal  hdicnlons.  If  I  ehotild  tmdertake  to 
eriticise  myself  as  I  write,  I  should  pass  my  whole  life  iq 
doing  so. 

Thursday^  August  t^h  (August  i2tA),^^At  ^  o'clock  I 
went  to  my  father's  room.  I  found  him  in  his  shirt  sleeves, 
struggling  with  his  cravat.  I  tied  it  for  him,  and  kissed  him 
on  the  forehead.  '*•• 

The  gentlemen  came  to  take  tea,  Pacha  among  them;  yes- 
terday evening,  he  was  absent,  and  a  servant  came  to  say  that 
he  was  "sick  in  bed.''  The  others  had  laughed  at  his  bearish 
attentions  to  me,  and  he  is  so  deeply  sensitive  over  the  least 
thing  that  no  one  could  get  a  word  out  of  him  this  morning. 

B — brotiglit  for  my  amusement  some  nmepins,  a  game  of 
croquet,  and  a  microscope  with  a  collection  of  il^as. 

At  one  time,  there  came  very  n^ar  being  a  scandal.  It 
happened  like  this.  Paul  had  takfcn  out  of  his  album  the  pho- 
tograph of  an  actress  very  well  known  by  my  father,  and  papa, 
noticing  it,  took  out  his  own  picture. 

"Why  do  you  do  that?"  asked  Paul,  in  astonishment. 

"Because  I  fear  that  you  will'throw  away  my  p'ictures  aho,*' 

I  paid  no  attention  to  thtsjbut  to-day,  Paul,  taking  me  aside, 
led  me  into  a  room,  and  showed  me  his  album  empty  of  all 
picttires  except  that  of  the  woman  in  question. 

**I  did  that  to  please  father,  but  I  had  to  take  out  of  the 
album  all  the  other  pictures;  here  they  are!'* 

"  Let  me  see  them." 

I  selected  all  tlie  photbgraj>hs  of  gtaridpApk,  grandmamma, 
mamma,  and  myself,  and  put  thethln  my  pocket. 

**  What  does  that  mean?"  es^claimed  Paul. '    -     ■     ' 

"It  means,"  I  answdred,  calmly;  *^  that  I  take  away  our 
pictnres,  because  they  are  in' very  bad  company  here." 

My  brother  was  almost  ready  to  cry;  he  torethe  album  in  ^ 
two,  and  left  the  room:  I  did  this  openly  In  the  saUn  mth' 
people  abbtit,  and'  niy  father  will  know  of  it. 
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We  took  a  long  walk  in  the  garden  and  visited  the  chapel, 
and  the  tomb  containing  the  coffins  of  my  grandfather  and 
grandmother  Bashkirtseff.  M —  was  my  escort  and  aided  me 
to  descend  and  ascend  the  steps. 

Michel  followed  me,  imitating  the  mute,  supplicating  looks 
of  a  dog,  and  continually  making  despairing  gestures  toward 
Gritz. 

Pacha  marched  on  ahead,  and  when  he  looked  at  me^  his 
eyes  had  such  a  strange  expre$S:ion  that  I  turnied  away  my 
head. 

If  mamma  knew  that  at  the  supper  of  Poltava,  I  had,  by 
accident,  the  last  drop  of  a  bottle  of  champagne,  and  that,  in 
drinking  my  health,  the  arms  of  Nadlne,  Uncle  Alexander, 
Gritz,  and  myseilf  were  crossed  as  for  a  marriage — poor  mamma, 
how  happy  she*  would  be! 

Gritz  is  certainly  attentive,  but  I  pray  from  the  bottom  of 
my  soul  that  he  will  not  propose  to  me.  He  is  narrow,  vain, 
and  has  a  hateful  mother. 

We  were  recalling  our  childhood,  in  the  public  garden  of 
Odessa. 

f*  I  was  in  Ipye  with  you  then." 

I  answered  with  my  best  smiles,  while  the  dude  made 
imploring  faces  and  begged  me  to  let  him  carry  my  train.  He 
did  that  yesterday,  and  received  the  nickname  of  train-bearer. 

We  then  played  a  game  of  croquet. 

Agreeably  warmed  by  my  exercise,  I  entered  tUe  Chinese 
room  (so  called  because  of  the  Chinese  vases  and  images  in 
it),  and,  seating  myself  on  the  grpundt  began  to  arrange  my 
brushes  and  colors.  My  father  was  incredulous  as  to  my 
talents.  I  made  Michel  sit  down  in  an  arm-chair  and  Gritz 
in  another,  and  in  fifteen  minutes  I  made  a  caricature  of 
Michel  upon^fi  board,  which  Gritz,  whom  I  used  as  an  easel, 
held.  And  as  I  made  marks  right  and  left  with  my  pencitT  I 
felt  that  he  was  devouring  me  with  his  eyes. 

My  father  was  plefised  and. Michel  kissed  my  hand. 
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I  rose  and  sat  down  at  the  piano.  Pacha  listened  to  me 
from  a  distance.  The  others  soon  came  in  and  placed  them- 
selves as  they  did  yesterday.  But,  passing  from  music  to  con- 
versation, Gritz  and  Michel  spoke  of  a  winter'in  St.  Petersburg. 

•'And  I  can  imagincr what  you  will  do  there,"  said  I.  **  Do 
you  want  me  to  tell  you  your  life  now,  and  you  can  tell  me 
afterward  if  I  am  mistaken." 

"Yes,  yes." 

"  In  the  first  place,  you  will  furnish  an  apartment  with  the 
most  ridiculous  furniture^  sold  by  pretended  antiquarians,  and 
with  the  most  ordinary  paii\tings  sold  for  originals.  For,  a 
passion  for  art  and  antiquities  is  the  correct  thing.  Then  you 
will  have  horses  and  a  coachman  who  will  indulge  in  familiari- 
ties; you  will  consult  him,  arid  he  will  meddle  even  in  your 
affairs  of  the  heart.  You  will  go  but  with  a  single  eye-glass 
upon  the  Newsky,  you  will  see  a  group  of  friends,  and  you 
will  descend  to  learn  the  news  of  the  day.  You  will  laugh 
uotil  the  tears  come  into  your  eyes  at  the  sallies  of  one  of 
those  friends  whose  trade  it  is  to  say  witty  things.  You  will  ask 
the  date  of  Judic's  benefit,  and  if  anyone  has  been  at  Madame 
Damie*s  reception.  You  will  make  fun  of  the  Princess 
Lise,  and  admire  the  young  Countess  Sophie.  You  will  go 
into  Borreel's,  where  there  is  doubtless  a  Frenchman,  a  Bap- 
tiste,  or  a  D^sir^,  who  knows  you,  and  who  will  approach  you 
with  a  cringing  bow,  and  tell  you  of  the  suppers  that  have 
taken  place  and  that  have  not  taken  place;  of  the  last  scandal 
concerning  Prince  Pierre,  and  of  Constance's  adventure.  You 
will  swallow  with  a  frightful  grimace  a  glass  of  something 
strong,  asking  if  what  was  served  at  the  prince's  last  supper 
was  better  prepared  than  what  was  eaten  at  the  supper  you 
gave.  And  Baptiste  or  D^ir4  will  answer:  'The  prince! 
can  yon  think  it,  gentlemen?*  He  will  tell  you  that  he 
imported  expressly  for  you  a  turkey  from  Japan,  and  truffles 
from  China.  You  will  throw  him  2  roubles,  with  a  glance 
about  the  room,  and  will  enter  your  carriage  to  gase  at  the 
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ladies,  staring  boldly  to  the  right  and  left,  and  exchanging 
reonarks  with  the  coachman,  who  is  as  big  as  an  elephant,  and 
who.  is  celebrated  among  your  friends  for  his  ability  to  drink 
three  samcroars  a  day.  You  will  go  to  the  theatre  and  step  upon 
the  feet:  of  those  in^  front  of  you,  and  shake  hands  with,  or 
rather,  hold  out  your  fingers  to  friends  who  speak  ta  you  o£ 
the  success  of  the  new  actress,  while  ypvi  gaze  at  the  women 
with  your  most  impertinent  air,  thinking  that  you  are  producing 
an  effect.  And  hpw  mistaken  you  are!  How  the  women  see 
through  you!  You  will  ruin  yourselves  prostrating  yourselves 
before  Parisian  stars,  who,  extinct  in,  Paris»  have  come  to  shine 
in  your  country,  You  take  supper  and  you  go  to  sleep  upon 
the  floor;  but  the  waiters  of  the  rfsstaurant  ^do  not  leave.- you  in 
peace,  they  put  pillpws  under  your  head  and  cover  you  up  over 
your  dress-coat  steeped  ii?L  wine  and  your  rumpled  shirt,  Yo^ 
return  hprne  in  the  morning  to.  go  ,to  bed,  or  rath<sr|  jou  are 
brought  Home.'  And  how  pale,  ugly,  ^d  wrinkled  youi  aret 
And  how  you  ey^n  pity  yourself  I  TheiU,  tl^en — 4oward^thuiy- 
five  or  forty,  you  fall  didsperately  ia  love  with  a  dQinsm$ewkA 
marry  her.  She  beats  you  and  you.  playlbe  most  .miserable 
part  in  the  wings  while  she  dances." 

Here  I  was  interrupted*  Grits  and  Michel  fell  on  tbeif 
knees  and  desQianded  my  hand  to  Iciss,  exclaioiing  that  ft  wafl 
wonderful  and  that  I^pok/s  like  a  book^ 

**  Except,"  said  Gritz,  "  the  iatter  part  of  k.  All  is  tirtt© 
except  the  dameuse.  I  shall  marry  only  a  woman  in  goo^} 
societyi  I  anf  a  domestic  man;  !•  shall. adore  lay  home,  my 
wife,  and.  big,  crying  babie^r' 


■  r 


We  played  a  gaQ)e  of  croquet  ai^  papa  wateked  Ofc  He 
noticed  Gritz's  aUentions^  How  could  he  hdlp  bting  attentive? 
L^mthc  only  giFl  hfafe.  .  '  .  :  .  - 
'  He:wlis  to  have' left  at  4  o'clock,  but  at  5  he  asked  me  if  he 
oottkl;  remain  to  diilner,  and,  after  dinner,  he  declared  thai  he 
pref^ed  n^t  to  start  on  his  journey  at  night.  r     < 
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I  gpQtePif  fufuUure,  g^^^ri4gel^  Uv^rie^  ^pd  %k^  Reryic©  pf  a 
house,  and  I  was  pieced  tQ  see^  haw  (ay  father  dr^ak  in  my 
words  and  asked  W  vwipu?  questioi^^,  forgotUnjf  hiP  pi:idf  and 
reserve. 

Grit*  talked  ^  good  d^^J,  lik^  a  sen^Jesa  bpy,  but  vj»h  an 
affectation  of  a  man  of  the  world. 

I  had  all  my  pJiatogTOphs  in  my  hf^Od,.^qd  he-^lkfd  ipo  to 
give  him  one.  I  did  not  know  how  to  refuse^  ^i>d  thfin  ^o  is 
an  old  friend,  so  I  consented. 

Bu!t  I  ref HS^  iM  little  wedalUgn  <or  wl^icb  l>e  w^s  x^^y  to 
give  "  two  y«4rs  Qf,  hii  Ufe."  • 

^^.^  i!?/(£?  »i/<?/ 

Friday^  August  2<^th  (August  i^fA).-^M^^  ^nd  Mioh^l  went 

<iw»y  after  br^^f  Alt 

My  father  prppOsed  R  Wftlk  ta  P^ylO^fe  hm  athw  property* 
H©  11^.  pert  eot  W  hi*  mann^rlowai^d  ttx^;  t>iit:ta.d^y,  J  was 

nQ^Qi49  i^pd^poke  linl«,  If  I  l¥id  frtt9j»pt^d  ta 4AlHi(I^Hpvlfl 
have  burst  iQi»  t«ar«, 

But,  as  I  thought  of  the  effe^thftt  ^WWmplfite  ^h^W^  pf 

^ny  f^stivftlB  pr  gaiety  wp«ild  b%vi?  wpon  m^mma,  I  g^id  to- my 

father  that  I  wanted   society,  and  that  I  found   my  pp^itipn 

Strange  and  §y«0  ridiculpue.  ^^W^J,"  ha  anftfjertd,  **  ypp  shall 

have  wheUi^^r  yw  Ukfk  Dp  yPU  .W«*  mo. tO  tak0 .  }?M :  ^  fi«« 
the  prefect's  wife?" 

"  Very  well,  we  will  go  then."  --.    -    . 

Reassured  upon  this  subject,  I  could  tranquilly  vi$it  |he  dif- 

f^renjt  p^rtg  of  ife^  f^?«i,  ^nd  eY«».  enter  into;  the  yerteus 
details,  which  did  nojt.  ^oiu^i^  91^  mnqb;  but  it  might  be  nftefnl 
far  m%  sp^e  d^y,  tP^  wy ,  a  wprd  or  twp  whidji  would  ahow 
my  agmuHarAl  knpwledge^  and  tp  fts^tpninh  someone,  by  ppeakr 
ing  pf  fcb^  wwiQg  pC  barley,  and  mbe  qualities  >Qf  wba^ti  i»  the 
limine  bregtb  that  I  quoted  ft  ver^e  pf  Shakefpearie,  pr  .dfjiverod 
i^tir^ude  uppo  Flrtpnip  philospphy.  ^     . 

Ypu  ^ee,  I 'derive  ^dv^ntage  (torn  fverytfeing*.  .:.  -i    -  . 
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Pacha  procured  me  an  easel,  and,  about  dinner-time,  I 
received  two  large  canvases  sent  from  Poltava  by  M — . 

"  What  do  you  think  of  M — ?**  asked  papa. 

I.  said  what  I  thought  of  him. 

"  Well,"  said  Pacha,  "  he  did  not  please  me  at  first,  but 
afterward  I  liked  him." 

"  And  did  I  please  you  at  first  sight?"  I  asked. 

"You?    Why?"      ^ 

"  Come,  tell  me." 

"  Well,  yes,  you  did.  I  did  not  expect  to  find  you  what  you 
are.  I  thought  that,  you  did  not  know  how  to  speak  Russian  ; 
that  you  were  affected,  and — " 

"That  will  do.    Very  well." 

I  said  that  the  country  and  the  fields,  already  despoiled  of 
their  products,  produced  a  sad  effect  upon  me. 

"Yes,"  said  Pacha,  "  everything  is  yellow  and  withered. 
How  time  flies!     It  seems  as  if  spring  were  only  yesterday." 

"It  is  always  so.  Ah!  we  are  fortunate  in  the  South;  we 
have  not  such  marked  changed." 

"But  then,  you  don't  enjoy  the  spring!"  exclaimed  Pacha, 
eagerly. 

"  That  is  all  the  better  for  us.  Sudden  changes  affect  the 
equanimity,  and  life  is  much  better  when  one  is  calm." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  mean  that  spring,  in  Russia,  is  a  time  favorable  to  vil- 
lainy and  deception." 

"What?" 

"  During  the  winter,  when  sLll  abdut  us  is  cold,  silent,  and 
sombre,  we  are  sombre,  and  cold,  and  defiant.  When  the 
warm,  sunny  days  arrive,  we  are  transformed,  for  the  state  of 
the  weather  has  an  enormous  influence  over  the  character,  the 
temper,  and  even  the  convictions  of  man.  In  the  spring  we 
feel  happier,  and  we  are,  consequently,  better;  hence,  we  are 
incredulous  of  evil  and  baseness.  How,  when  everything  is 
80  beautiful,  and' when  I  am  so  happy,  so  filled  with  entliu- 
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siasm,  and  so  thoroughly  disposed  to  good,  how  can  there  be 
any  place  for  bad  thoughts  in  the  hearts  of  others?  That  is 
what  one  says  to  one's  self.  Well,  with  us  at  home,  we  do  not 
experience  these  feelings,  or,  at  least,  more  feebly;  whence,  I 
conclude  that  we  are  in  a  more  normal  state,  and  one  which 
undergoes  but  slight  fluctuation/' 

Pacha  mustered  up  courage,  after  this,  and  asked  me  for  my 
portrait,  to  wear  in  a  locket  all  his  life. 

"  For  I  honor  and  love  you,  as  I  do  no  one  else!" 

The  princess  opened  her  eyes  wide,  and  I  laughed,  as  I  held 
out  my  hand  for  my  cousip  to  kiss. 

He  hesitated,  blushed,  and  ended  by  obeying  me. 

He  is  a  strange,  half-savage  man.  This  afternoon,  I  spoke 
of  my  contempt  for  the  humati  race. 

•*  Ah,  is  it  so?"  he  cried.     "  I  am  a  coward,  a  wretch  then!" 

And  red  and  trembling,  he  rushed  from  the  room. 

Saturday^  August  26tA'{Augusi  14M). — ^The  country  is. weari- 
some! 

With  incredible  rapidity,  in  the  course  of  thirty-five  minutes, 
I  sketched  two  portraits — my  father'^,  and  Paul's. 
'^  How  many  women  in  this  world  could  say  as  much  f 

My  fattier,  who  had  estimated  my  talent  as  vain  boasting, 
recognized  it,  and  was  pleased;  and  I  was  overjoyed,  for,  to 
paint,  is  to  advance  toward  one  of  the  ends  I  have  in  view. 
Every  hour  passed^  in  any  other  occupation  than  that,  or  in 
flirting  (for  fiirtin(g  leads  to  love,  and  love  to-  marriage,  per- 
haps), is  like  a  weight  on  my  h^art.  To  re^?  No.  To  act? 
Yes. 

This  morning,  my  father  entered  my  room,  and,  after  a  few 
commonplace  speeches,  there  was  a  silence,  during  which  I 
felt  that  he  had  something  to  say,  and  as  I  wished  to  talk  of 
the  same  thing,  I  purposely  held  my  tongue,  partly  not  to  be 
the  one  to  open  the  subject,  and  partly  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  the  hesitation  and  embarrassment  of  another  than 
myself. 
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"  Humph!— then— what  did  yow  say?-'  he  a$ked,  at  last^ 
"I,,  papa?    Nothing." 

**  Humph !-^you  have  suggested — humph!— that  I  should  go 
with  yott  to  Bxwe— humph  1-^bttt  how?" 
"  Why,  It  Is  very  simple," 
"  But—"  •  , 

\-  He  hesitatedr  and  pulled  about  my  brushes  and  oombs* 
"  But  if  I  go  with  you-^ui30|>hJr- rand  p\amn\a-y-sbe  wD)  «ot 

come,  will  she?  And  then,  you  seerrbumph!*--what  can  we  do?" 
Ab,  ah»  Haughty  papa!    We  are  there,  are  we?    You  are  the 

one  who  hesitates.     Chatming!    I  like  this. 

**  Mamma?    Mamma  will  come." 

♦'Ahr 

"  Mamma,  besides,  will  do  anything  that  I  waufc  She  no 
longer  exiats^-^tbere  is  only  I, "  . 

Then,  plainly  relieved,  be  asked  nue  maay. questions  as^to 
the.  manner  in  whioh  niamma  passed  .her.  time-^Ar  boat  of 

things,  in  fact.  .     , 

Why  did  mamma  Urarn  me  as  to  i papa's  wic^d  (emper«  and 
his  habit  of  abashing  people  and  humiliating  them?    I  tbiul^ 

I  can  divine  the  tmth. 

But  why  am  I  neither  humiUated  nor  4basbe4  while  mamma 
wa^  so  always?         . 

Because  my  father  has  m^e  intellect  than  ma^ma  and  not 
ao  much  as  I  hftve*  Sesides,  be  has  enprimous  respec^t  for  me, 
fori  aiwajTsbeat^him.  In.disQUfisiQn,  aftd-'mynoooversaUon  lis 
full  of  interest  foc^a  inan  buried  in..Ri?^sja»  bvijf  who  h^8 

enough  knowledge  to  appreciate  learning  in  others. 
.  r  reoalled  tobim  my  desire  to  see.the:peppleof  FolUva,  and 
I  saw  clearly  by  his  responses  that  he  did  not  wish  to  show  me 
those  people  s^mong  whom  he  is  accustomed  ito  shine, ;  But 
when  I  told  him  that  I  ab^lutcly  wished  it,  hfe  replied  that  it 
should  be' according  tO' my  desire,  and  he  begaii,  with  the  aid 
o£..the  princess,  to  make  a  Jist  of  the  ladies. that. we  must  go 
and  see,  ... 


J  • 
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**  Do  you  know  Madame  M-«?"  I  asked 

"  Yes;  but  lam  not  going  to  see  herj-she  lives  very  retired." 

"But  I  must  go  to  her  house  with  you.  She  knew  me  when 
I  was  littde.  She  is  a  friend  of  mamma's,;  and  then^  When  she 
£;awme)asty  I  was  a.  very  rude  little  girlftod  not  at  all  pre- 
possessing, so  I  desire  to  efface  the  bad  impression  I. made/' 

**  Well,  we  will  go.  But^if .  I  were  in  your  place,  I  would  not" 

"Why?"  !   ,.     '■,. 

"Becau8e<-«humphl-^sbe  <may  thijxkr^'' 

"What?". 

"Dh,  all  sorts  of  things!"  .  i    ;    ^ 

"  But  tell  me.  I  like  people  to  explain  tl^emselves  clearly 
and  hints  make  me  impatient." 

"She  will  think  that  you  have  designs.  She  will  lielieve 
that  you  would  like  her  son  as  a  suitor." 

"  Gritz  M— ?  Oh»  no,  papa!  She  wtilaDt  think  that,  knd 
besides,  M —  is  a  charming  young  man,  a  friend  of  my  child- 
hood, whom  I  like  veryi  much;  but  to  mariy>htmi  No,  papa, 
he  is  not  the  husband  I  desire!     Have  do  fear." 


"■I  ■  »m 


The  Cardinal  is  dying. 

Miserable  man!  (I  meah  the  niephew.)  .  • 

At  dinner  we  were  speaking  of.  bcavisryy  add  I  said  a  remark- 
ably true  thing.  It  was  that  the  one  who  is  afraid  and  faces 
danger  is  braver  than  the  one  who  is  devoid  oi  fear,  for  the 
more  featf  01I6  has  the  mdre  merit  there  is  .in  subduing  it, 

Sunday,  August  27M  {August  15M). — For  the  first  time  in 
my  life,  Lhavepuaishedtsomtone^-*!  meam  Chocolate; 

He  wrotis  to  his  mother;  asking  her.  permission  to  remain  in 
Rttssiai  at  mticb  larger  wages  tlum  those  I  give  him.  This 
ingratitude  made  me  ashamed  of  him,  and  calling  him,  I 
exposed  his  bad  behavior  before  everybody,  and  ordered'  him 
to  go  down  on  his  knees.         .. 

The  boy  commenced  to  cry,  and  did  not  obey.  Then  I  was 
obliged  to  take  him  by  the  shouidefs,  an4,  tnore  tlirough  shame 
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than  by  force,  he  knelt  down,  almost  knocking  over  a  little 
table  covered  with  Sdvres  china.  And  T,  erect  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  launched  at  him  the  thunders  of  my  eloquence, 
and  ended  by  telling  him  that  I  should  send  hiiln  back  to 
France,  fourth-class,  with  cattle  and  sheep,  by  the  help  of  the 
colored  consul. 

"Shame,  shame.  Chocolate!  You  will  'grow  up  to  be  a  bad 
man.     Rise!     Fie!     Go!" 

I  was  really  excited,  and  when,  five  minutes  afterward,  the 
monkey  came  to  beg  my  pardon,  I  told  him  that  if  he  only 
repented  because  induced  to  do  so  by  Monsieur  Paulj  I  did 
not  want  his  repentance. 

"  No,  it  is  myself." 

"Then  you  repent  pf  your  own  accord?" 

He  cried,  with  his  fists  in  his  eyes. 

"Tell  me.  Chocolate,  I  will  not  be  angry." 

"Y_yes." 
^   "  Well,  go^  I  forgive  youjbut  you  naust  understand  that  it 
was  all  for  your  good."      > » 

Ah!     Chocolate  will  be  a  great  man  or  a  great  rascal! 

Monday^  August  2%th  {August  iStA).- — My  father  has  been  to 
Poltava;  he  was  on  service  there.  I  tried  philosophy  with  the 
princess;  but  It  degenerated:  into  a  conversation  upon  love, 
men,  and  kings. 

Michel  brought  Uncle  Alexander,  and  Gritz  arrived  later. 

There  are  some  days  when  I  am  ill  at  ease.  To-day,  is  one 
of  them. 

M — brought  a  bouquet  to  the  princess.  In  the  evening, 
1  was  very  anxious  that  l^ncle  Alexander  should  see  how 
attentive  Gritz  was  to  me,  but  all  in  vain.  The  imbecile  never 
left  Michel. 

He  is  stupid,  and  everybody  says  so  here.  I  have  tried  to 
defend  him,  but  this  evening,  either  from  conviction  or  from 
bad  temper,  I  share  the  opinion  of  everybody  else. 

When  they  had  departed  for  the  red  hous«^  I  sat  down  at 
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the  piano  and  tried  to  work  off,  by  splaying,  all  the  weariness 
and  irritation  I  felt.  And  now  I  am-  going  to  sleep  and  to 
dream  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas.  That  will  amuse  me, 
perhaps. 

The  moon  Ts  insipid  here.  I  looked  at  it  while  they  fired  off 
a  cannon.  My  fath^i*  has  gone  to  Kharkoff  for  two  days.  The 
cannon  is  one  of  his  vanities.  He  has  nine  pieces  of  artillery, 
and  this  evening  they  fired  them  off,  while  I  looked  at  the 
moon. 

Tuesday^  August  29/A  (August  17/*). — Yesterday,  I  heard 
Paul  say  to  Uncle  Alexander,  with  a  glance  at  me: 

"  If  you  only  knew,  dear  uncle!  She  has  turoed  everything 
topsy-turvy  at  Gavronzi.  She  has  remodeled  papa  in  her 
own  fashion.  Everything  and  everybody  bows  down  before 
her."        i  .   .  .  .     /      . 

Really,  have  I  done  all  that?    So  much  the  better. 

I  have  been  sleepy  and  tired  since  this  morning.  I  do  not 
admit  yet  that  I  am  bored  because  of  lack  of  distraction  or 
amusement,  and  wheii  I  ani  bored  I  seek  a  reason  for  it,  per- 
suaded that  this  more  or  less  great  malady  comes  from  som^r 
thing,  and  that  it  is  not  a  simple  effect  of  solitude  or  the 
lack  of  amusement. 

But  here  at  Gavronzi,  I  desire  nothing,  I  regret  nothing, 
everything  goes  as  I  would  like  to  have,  it,  and  yet  I  am  d{^ed. 
Must  I  then  think  simply  that  I  don*t  care  for  the  country? 
Ncscio,    But  what  difference  does  it  make? 

When  they  sat  down  to  cards,  I  remained  in  my  studio  with 
Gritz  and  Michel.  There  is  no. doubt  about  it-r-Grit«  is 
changed  since  yesterday*  There  is  a  certain  embarrassment 
in  his  manner  I  can  not  explain. 

His  departure  is  put  off  until  Thursday,  and  .he  wishes  to 
go  away  for  a  long  journey. 

I  was  preoccupied  and  they  noticed  it.  For  some  time, 
indeed,  I  have  hovered  between  two  worl4s*  People  speak 
to  me  ap4 1,  (lo  not  hea^. 
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The  gentlemen  went  to  bathe  in  the  river  which  is  beau- 
tiful, deep,  and  shaded  with  trees  at  the  bathinj^-place;  and  I 
remained  with  the  princess  upon  a  large  balcony,  which  forms 
a  covered  entrance  for  carriages. 

.  The  princess  told  me,  among  others,  a  curious  story.  Yes- 
terday, Micbelcame  to  her  and  said:  "Mamma  let'  me  be 
married."  <* To  whom?"  ♦'To  Moussia."  *^  You  goose,  you 
are  only  eighteen!"  He  persisted  so  seriously  that  she  was 
obliged  to  scold  him  soundly.  "But,  dear  Moussia,"  she 
added,  "don't  tell  him  I  have  told'  you;  he  would  eat  me 
up. 

The  gentlemen,  on  their  return,  found  us  still  on  the  bal- 
cony, burning  up  with  the  exasperating  heat,  for  there  was 
no  air  to  speak  of,  and  in  the  evening  no'  breeze  at  all.  But 
the  view  was  charming.  In  front,  the  red  house  and  the  pavil- 
ions scattered  here  and  there;  on  the  right,  the  •mountain,  half- 
way up  which  Is  the  church  buried  in  foliage,  and  higher  still 
the  family  tomb;*  on  the  left,  the  river,-  fields,  trees,  space. 
And  to  think  that  all  this  is  ours;  that  we  at«  sovereign 
masters  of  it  all;  that  all  thiese-  houses,  this  church,  arid  the 
court-yard,  which  is  like  a  little  city,  all;  alt  belong  to  us;  and 
the  domestics,  almost  sixty,  and  all! 

I  waited  impatiently  for  dinner  to  be  over  so  that  I  could 
see  Paul  and  ask  an  explanation  of  certain  words  spoken  at  . 
croquet,  and  which  annoyed  m^  exceedingly. 

"  Haven't  you  noticed,"  said  Paul  to  me,  "that  Gritz  has 
changed  since  yesterday?** 

"I?.  No,  I  haten-t  noticed  it."  « 

"Weil,  I  have,  iand  it  is  Michers  fault." 

"How?" 

•«  Michel  is  a  good  boy,  but  he  has  been  only  with  womeil  of 
a  certain  class  and  he  does  not  know  how  to  behave  himself; 
besides;  he  has  a  bad  tongue,  the  proof  of  which  is  the  story  iof 
the  other  day.  He  said  that  he  would — ^in  short,  he  is  madly  in 
love  with  you  and  capable  of  all  the  villainies  in  the  world.  Iliatvc 
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Spoken  t6  tfnelfe  Alexander  about  it,  ind  he  said  that  t  ought 
to  box  his  ears.  Aunt  Nathalie  i§  of  the  same  opinion.  Wait! 
I  must  tell  yotf  thkt  Grit4  h^S  fe^eii  persuaded  by  his  mother  or 
by  hi§  acquAimanceS  th^t  people'  are  trying  to  trap  him  into  a 
th^ti(itig6^,  because  df  his  lafge  fortune.  Weil,  u{)  lo  yester- 
day, he  lauded  you  to  the  skies,  and  yesterday —  bt  course, 
I  know  that  you  don't  want  him,,  that  you  don't  care  a  rap 
about  ^11  thb,  but  still,  it  i*  n6t  pleasant.  And  Rtichel  is  to 
blame  t^ith  hk  gb&dp.*' 

*"  Yes,  but  Wh^t  cart  be  d6he?" 

"You  must  speak  to  hirft,  fnake  hiiii  understand;  you  have 
enough  btafrt^  fOr  tftait  kild  more,  ^oo;  he  is  stupid,  but  you 
catl  mak6  hiiil  Ufldfefstind — \n  fadt,  you  mu^t.  When  ^e  are 
at  dirittef,  I  ^iW  h^lp  you,  arid  you  can  tefl  somd  story  or 
other  that  will  make  hlrii  see  the  point/*' 

That  t^as  my  Idea,  also. 
"  We  shall  gee,  brother. '' 


Uncle  Aie^catidef  caftie  to  the  theatre  after  us,  and  he  heard 
peopfe  SpeaWug  ot  the  atrival  of  *^  fiashkirtseft's  'daughter, 
who  \^  a  g'l'eat  beatfty.'*  * 

tti  the  foyefy  he  was  seized  by  Grftz,  who  sjiolce  enthusi- 
astically of  me. 

When  tre  fetUi'fied  home,  I  coufd  not  prevent  myself  from 
making  a  picture  on  the  grand  staircase',  t  sat  down  half- 
way  tfpj  the  gentlemen  who  were  going  up  with  me  seated 
themselves  lower  upon  the  stairs,  and  the  prince  knelt,  Have 
yoti  seew  the  engfavlog  representing  Goethe's  "Eleonore?"  It 
was^  ffke  that,  even  my  costume,  except  that  1  looted  at  no 
one;  I  looked  at  the  lamps. 

If  l^atrl  had  nOt  extinguished  one  of  them,  we  would  have 
remained  there  a  long  time. 

Go'Od-iiightr    Ah,   how  weary  I  afnf 

Wednesday y  August  30M  {^August  \%th), — While  the  yoiwig 
ffleff  Wete  p'ufSuing  the  housekeeper  wim  fire-crackers  which 
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they  threw  at  her  legs,  the  princess,  Uncle  Alexander^  and  I 
spoke  of  the  Pope  of  Rome. 

I  pretended  to  be  anxious  about  the  Cardinal's  death. 

I  dreamed  that  Pietro  A—  was  dead.  I  approached  his 
coffin  and  placed  on  his  neck  a  topaz  rosary  with  a  gold  cross. 
Scarcely  had  I  done  so,  when  I  saw  that  the  dead  man  was 
not  Pietro. 

To  dream  of  a  corpse  is  a  sign  of  marriage,  I  believe. 
You  can  imagine  my  irritation,  and  with  me  irritation  is  shown 
by  immobility  and  absolute  silence.  And  woe  to  the  one  who 
teases  me  or  even  makes  me  speak ! 

They  talked  of  the  morals  of  Poltava.  Depravity  is  very 
widespread  here,  and  they  say  that  Madame  M — ,  in  a 
dressing-gown,  has  been  met  at  night  in  the  street  with  Mon- 
sieur J — ,  as  if  it  were  an  ordinary  thing. 

The  young  ladies  behave  with  extreme  levity;  but  when  they 
began  to  talk  of  kisses,  I  took  refuge  in  my  chamber. 

"  A  young  man  was  in  love  with  a  young  girl,  who  loved 
him  in  return;  but,  after  some  time,  he  married  another,  and, 
when  asked  the  reason  of  the  change,  he  answered:  *  She  kissed 
me;  therefore,  she  must  have  kissed  others,  or  she  will  do  so!*  " 

**  He  was  quite  right,"  said  Uncle  Alexander.  And  all  men 
think  the  same  thing. 

But  it  is  unjust  in  the  highest  degree,  and  the  speech  has 
sent  me  to  my  room,  enraged  beyond  measure. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  were  speaking  of  me.  Then,  this  was 
the  reason  of  it  all! 

But,  in  the  name  of  heaven,  grant  me  power  to  forget!  Oh, 
God,  have  I  committed  a  crime,  then,  that  You  torture  me  so 
much? 

You  are  right.  Lord,  and  my  conscience,  by  leaving  me  not 
a  moment'  in  peace,  will  cure  me. 

What  neither  education,  books,  nor  advice  could  teach  me, 
I  have  learned  by  experience. 

I  thank  God  for  it,  and  I  advise  young  ladies  to  be  a  little 
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more  selfish  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts,  and  to  guard  them- 
selves well  from  feeling  any  sentiment  whatever.' 

The  more  beautiful  the  sentiment  is,  the  easier  it  is  to  ridi- 
cule it;  the  greater  it  is,  the  funnier  it  is.  And  there  is  nothing 
in  the  world  more  absurd  and  more  degrading  than  love  which 
is  ridiculed. 

I  will  go  to  Rome  with  my  father;  I  will  go  into  society, 
and  we  shall  see. 


A  delightful  drive.  The  prince's  troika^  despite  Uncle  Alex- 
ander's weight,  went  like  the  wind.  Michel  drove.  I  love  to 
go  fast;  the  three  horses  tore  along,  and  for  some  minutes  I 
was  filled  with  delight  and  excitement.  Then,  croquet  detained 
us  until  dinner,  about  which  time  M —  arrived.  I  was  already 
trying  to  think  of  "  a  story,"  when  the  princess  happened  to 
mention  the  R —  girls. 

"  They  are  very  nice,  but  very  unfortunate,"  said  Gritz. 

"  Why?" 

<^  Because  they  do  nothing  but  travel  about  in  search  of  hus- 
bands, and  they  never  find  them.  By  the  way,  they  tried  to 
catch  me." 

Here,  everybody  burst  out  laughing. 

"  To  catch  you?" asked  someone;  "Did  you  please  them,  then?" 

"  Well,  I  rather  think — ;  but,  anyway,  they  soon  saw  that  I 
would  not  have  it" 

**  Just  to  thitak!*^  I  exclaihied,  **  It  must  be  very  unfortunate 
to  be  like  that,  without  counting  the  discomfort  given  to  others!" 

Everyone  lau^^ed^  and  glances  were  exchanged  which  were 
anything  but  flattering  lor  poor  M — . 

Oh,  well,  you  see,  it  is  a  very  unfortunate  thing  to  be  a  sim- 
pleton! 

In  his  manners  this  evening,  I  remarked  the  same  constraint 
as  yesterday.  He  fancied,  possibly,  that  we  were  trying  to 
ensnare  him. 

All  that  comes  of  Michel! 


Grits  soM Q^ly  dftred  to  ^peak  to  m«  across  the  lengtb  of  the 
drawing-room,  w^  it  was  iilmoftt  bftlf-past  9  ^e  be  rifiked 
himself  fit  my  «i<lQ>    I  smiled  with  dtsdaio. 

Heavens^  bow  stupid  it  i^  to  be^  »tuptdl  2  W9»  formal  and 
Revere,  «md  gave  the  signal  for  departure. 

I  know  perfectly  well  that  Michel  stuffs  him  with  all  8C^t9  of 
ridiculous  uotiona^  .  .  ' 

The  princess  once  said. to  me:  "  You  can  never  COISceiire  of 
Michel's  villainy;  he  is  bad  and  clever.** 

But  bow  unfortunate  to  be  a  fooU 

Thunday^  Augmt  %\st  (August  i^/4)..^Paul  utterly  dis- 
concerted, caoiie  to  tell  me  that  papa  did  not  wish  ua  tp  go  on 
a  piQoic  to  the  forest. . 

I  threw  on  a  wrapper  and  went  to  teU  hm  weweire  going. 

At  the  end  of  ten  minutes^  be  joined  roc 

After  a  lot  of  very  funny  misunderstandings,  we  set  out  for 

the  foresti  I  in  e.^elleni  spifit3,  proof  agdinst^  ^erything; 

Gritz  is  as  easy  as  the  first  day,  and  restraint  and  discomfort 

have  vanirfied  from  our  interopursei 
We.  were  as  well  served  in  the  forest  as  at  homa    Everyone 

was  hungry  and  ate  heartily,  while  making  merry  at  Michel's 

expense;  for  he  was  to  have  managed  the  party,  but  this 
morning  he  denied  it  shamelessly,  and  the  provisions  came 
from  Gavronri. 

There  was  some  shooting,  and  a  Jew  was  made  tb  amttse  ue 
with  bis  stupidity.  In  Russia,  the  Jew  is  ai  creature  who  holds 
a  place  between  the  dog  and  the  ape-  The  Jews  know  how  to 
do  everything,  and  are  made  use  of  for  everything.  They  are 
robbed  of  their  money,  beaten,  And  made  dmnk;  business  is 

confided  to  them,  and  they  serve  for  amuseinent^ 

On  re-entering  my  room^  I  was  so  worn  out  that  I  Should 

have  spent  the  night  in  erjring;  if  AmaUa  had  nol  begun  gab- 
bling at  a  rate  that  diverted  the  current  of  my  thonghtSL 

It  is  best  to  shake  ofif  the  blues,  and  avoid  tearful  scenes  and 
lowness  of  mind.  * 
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Moreover,  I  detest  myself  when  I  make  these  scenes. 

Poor  Gritz!  At  the  present  moment  I  pity  him,  for  he  left 
somewhat  ill. 

Saturday^  Septembir  2d  {Angus^  21^), — I  hc,ve  been  fainting 
with  the  heat,  and^when  r\ea^  drinner-time,  tbfxe  arrivied  two 
crocodiles  of  Poltava,  I  made  a  grand  toilet;  but  my  spirits 
were  very  low.  They  set  off  fireworks,  a,nd  we  looked  on 
from  the  balcony  which  was  all  d^ck^d  qut  with  Venetian 
lanterns,  as  was  the  red  house  and  all  the  court-yard. 

Afterward,  the  night  being  wonderfully  beautiful,  father 
proposed  a  walk*  I  changed  my  dres%  aqd  we  went  into  the 
vilis^ei 

We  seated  ourselves  in  front  of  the  cabaret,  where  a  violinist 
and  a  mountebank  were  galled  i^  to  dance  for  us.  Bat  the 
violinist,  being  accustomed  to  play  only  second  fiddlei  would 
never  understand  that  the  first  was  ab&ent,  ajod  insisted  on 
playing  his  second  part.  After  listeiung  luilf  an  hour^  we  slipped 
off  to  the  house  with  perfidious  intentions,  to^wit:  My  father, 
Paul,  and  I,  climbed  up  a  dis^zy  ladder  into  the  belfry  and 
rang  the  iire-belL  X  rang  with  all  my  strength.  I  was  never 
before  so  plose  to  a  bell,  and  I  found  that  if  one  attempts  to 
speak  while  it  is  ringing,  o^e  experiences  a  sort  of  terrifying 
feeling  at  the  first  instant;  for  the  words  se^o^  to  die  at  the 
lips,  as  in  a  nightnaare. 

Well,  all  that  did  not  prove  very  aQdusing,  and  I  was  very 
glad  to  get  back  to  my  room,  to  which  xnj  father  accompanied 
me,  and  we  had  a  kngis^itm  conversation^  .  : 

But  I  was  woril  out,  and  in&te^d  of  talking,  I  cried  the 
l¥hole  ttme>  ;  Among  others,  he  spoke  to  me  about  M-^,  saying 
that  mamma  had  doubtless  indic^fef^d,  him  to  me.  aa  an  exqelleot 
partly  bvit'that  he  would  not^ake  a  atep  to  arrange  the  match, 
as  M —  was  nothing  but  a  golden  beast.  I  hastened  to 
reassure  him.  After  that,  we  spoke  of  everything.  Father 
tried  to  affect  firmness,  but  I  did  not  yield  an  inch,  and  we 
parted  on  excellent  terms.     Moreover,  he  di^layed,  as  has 
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been  his  manner  for  soine  time  past,  an  exquisite  delicacy,  and 
in  his  dry,  bluff  way,  said  to  me  things  so  tender  that  they 
touched  me  deeply.  I  do  not  trouble  myself  on  account  of 
his  sister  T — ;  I  tvtn  told  father  that  she  dominates  him,  and 
that,  for  this  reason,  T  can  not  count  On  him^ 

"  Me!*'  he  exclaimed,  "Oh,  no!  Why,  of  all  my  sisters  she 
is  the  one  I  care  for  the  least.  Rest  easy;  wheii  she  sees  you 
here,  she  will  fawn  upon  you  like  a  dog,  and  you  will  see  her  at 
your  feet." 

Sunday,  September  ^d  {August  22^).^ — It  appears  that  I  am 
amusing  myself.  I  have  been  borne  in  a  rug  like  Cleopatra; 
I  have  tamed  a  horse,  like  Alexander;  and  I  have  painted  like 
—  someone  who  is  not  yet  Raphael. 

This  morning  a  number  of  us  went  fishing.  Extended 
upon  a  rug  (I  pause  to  say  that  it  would  not  do  to  have  any- 
one suspect  me  of  rolling  on  the  ground)  on  the  bank  of  the 
river,  which  is  deep  and  beautiful  at  this  point,  in  the  shade 
of  the  trees,  eating  watermelons  brought  by  the  crocodiles  from 
Poltava,  we  passed  comfortably  enough  a  couplie  of  hours. 
On  the  return  it  was  that  I  played  Cleopatra,  letting  them 
carry  me  in  the  rug  as  far  as  the  gate,  and  there  We  met  Michel 
and  Kapitanenko,  who  improvised  a  litter  for  me,  by  joining 
hands;  and  finally,  Pacha  carried  me  by  himself.  Having  thus 
exhausted  the  various  means  of  locomotion,  T  found  myself  at 
the  foot  of  the  grand  staircase,  which  I  mounted  without 
assistance;  but  with  Michel  still  dangling  at  the  end  of  my  train. 

I  was  charming  at  breakfast— I  mean  as  far  as  my  toilet 
goes.  I  wore  a  Neapolitan  blouse  of  pale-blue  cripe  de  Chine^ 
triipmed  with  old  lace;  a  long  skirt  of  white  taffeta  and  rich 
Oriental  stuff,  striped  with  wjiite,  blue,  and  gold,  draped  in  the 
most  perfect  manner.  You  could  not  imagine  anything  more 
odd  and  pretty. 

While  some  were  playing  cards  and  others  howling  at  the 
heat,  someone  spoke  of  the  Isabella  horses,  praising  their 
youth,  strength,  and  freshness. 
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For  several  days,  the  question  of  my  riding  one  of  them  had 
been  discussed;  but  it  had  aroused  a  torrent  of  fears»  and  I 
had  not  urged  the  matter.  Finally,  to-day,  partly  through 
shame  of  my  cowardice  and  partly  to  give  the  crocodiles  some- 
thing to  talk  about,  I  ordered  one  of  the  animals  to  be  sad- 
dled. 

While  I  was  waiting,  my  father  kept  glancing  from  me  to 
the  crocodiles^  and  seemed  contented  with  the  impression  I 
made.  My  costume  was  odd,  but  still  very  becoming,  and  I 
wore  upon  my  head  a  piece  of  white  foulard,  low  over  my 
forehead,  drawn  together  behind  and  with  the  ends  hanging 
down,  after  the  manner  of  the  Egyptians,  covering  all  the  back 
of  my  neck.  They  brought  the  horse,  and  there  was  a  chorus 
of  objections.  Finally,  Kapitanenko,  in  memory  of  his  service 
in  the  horse-guards,  mounted  him;  but  as  soon  as  the  horse 
started,  he  was  so  bounced  about,  that  the  charitable  spectators 
began  to  laugh  as  stupidly  as  could  be. 

The  horse  reared,  stopped  short,  ran,  and  Kapitanenko 
declared,  in  the  midst  of  the  general  gaiety,  that  I  could  ride 
him — in  three  months*  I  looked  at  the  trembling  beast,  whose 
skin  was  everywhere  covered  with  veins,  as  when  the  wind 
wrinkles  the  surface  of  water,  and  I  said  to  myself:  "  You 
must  give  these  people  an  exhibition  of  your  false  bravery,  my 
child,  you  must  behave  like  a  girl  of  high  degree,  so  that  the 
crocodiles  shall  have  nothing  to  say  to  your  disadvantage.  You 
are  afraid.^  So  much  the  better,  for  those  only  are  brave  who 
are  afraid  and  do  battle  with  what  they  fear,  ^avery  does  not 
consist  in  doing  a  thing  which  others  are  afraid  of  and  which 
does  not  alarm  you;  but  real,  true  bravery  is  the  forcing 
one's  self  to  do  something  that  one  fears." 

I  ran  upstairs,  put  on  my  black  habit  and  a  black  velvet  cap, 
and  descended  again  to  mount  the  horse.  . 

I  walked  him  first  slowly  about  the  lawn,  with  Kapitanenko 
by  my  side  on.  another  horse.  Feeling  the  eyes  of  the  com- 
pany fixed  upon  nae,  I  returned  to  the  veranda  to.  reassure 
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th^m;  my  father  and  another  gentleman  entered  a  cabriolet, 
the  others  took  ttmirplaces  in  the  priftde's /rMi<r,  and  followed 
by  the  two  carriages,  I  rode  down  the  avenue.  I  don't  know 
how,  but  qufte  simply  it  seemed  to  me,  I  trotted,  then  galloped, 
and  returned  to  the  carriages  to  be  overwhelmed  with  flat- 
teries. 

I  was  delighted,  and  my  scarlet  face  seemed  to  breathe  fire 
like  the  nfostrils  of  my  horse.  I  wias  radiahtf  A  horse  that 
had  never  been  ridden! 

In  the  evening  there  were  fireworks,  the  houses  were 
illuminated,  and  my  initials  were  displayed  oti  all  sides.  There 
wa»  a  village  band  and  the  peasants  danced. 

The  table  was  laid  oh  the  other  side  of  the  houSe,  and  we 
walked  through  the  curious  crowd. 

"  Why,  it  is  a  regular  church  prdcessibn,*'  ^aid  k  woman  in 
the  crowd,  "and  there  is  the  body  of  Our  Lord." 

In  fact,  we  were  lighted  by  torches,  and  Michel  carried  my 
train,  and  you  know  that  they  carry  on  Good  Friday  a  picture 
representing  the  body  of  Jesus. 

Michel  performed  some  acrobatic'  feats,  while  the  villag^e 
boys  watched  him  in  amazement;  clinging  to  the  ropes  and  the 
swings,  and  looking,  in  the  darkness,  like  the  figures  swinging 
on  gibbiets  one  sees  in  ghastly,  old  engravings. 

I  was  surrounded  by  the  people,  and  both  men  and  women, 
to  gain  my  favor,  loaded  me  with  compliments  like  this,  for 
instance:     ' 

**  The  horse  was  beautiful  this  aftembon,  but  the  rider  far 
surpassed  him!"  ^  -     -  •         • 

You  know  how  1  adore  to  mix  with  the  common  people,  so  I 
spoke  to  them  all  and  came  very  near  joining  iii  the  dancing. 
Ah,' the  dance  Of  our  peasants,  apparently  innocent,  but,  in 
reality,  clever  as  the  Italian  dances,  is  a  real  Parisian  cancan, 
and  a  very  seditious  cancan,  not  to  say  anything  more.  They 
do  not  false  their  legs  as  high  as  their  heads,  which,  morfeoVer, 
Is  a  very- ugly  fashion;  but  the  tnan  and  the  wdinati  turn, 
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approach  each  other,  pttrstie  one  another,  ind  afl  this  with  lit- 
tle cries,  gestures,  and  smiles  that  make  you  shiver. 

The  yoarig  girls  dance  Kttle  and  Very  sttnply. 

We  ordered  something  f of  them  to  drink,  and  taking  leave 
of  the  amiable  savages,  t  condtldett  to  go  to  bed;  but  I 
stopped  upon  the  staircase  as  I  did  the  other  evening,  and 
Paul  and  the  others  grouped  themselves  upon  the  steps  below. 
Chocolateisang  tm  a  Nicene  song,  to  my  great  satisfaction. 

Aft^r  the  song,  came  instrumental  music. 

I  drew  fromihe  vioHntthe  most  linhcard-of  souuds,  piercing, 
crying,  hideous,  whkih  made  me  laugh  heartily,  and  riiy  laugh- 
ter, with  the  furious  aeiompanlmertt,  sent  the  rest  into  cotivul- 
sionSj  even  Chocolate:  *  -      • 

Thursday^  September  ith  {August  26tA). — The  everyday 
costume  of  a  Little  Russian  woman  consists  of  a  garment  of 
heavy  cloth,  with  large,  puffed  sleeves,  and  enibroidered  with 
ted  and  bliiej  and  a  pliece  of  black  eloth,  maifufactured  bythe 
peasants,  and  which  ')s  wrapped  about  the  figafe  from  the 
waist  down.  Thia  sort  of  apron  is  shorter  than  the  main  sfar- 
ment,  the  embroidery  of  which  is  seen  below  the  apron.  The 
apron  is  held  up  only  by  a  colored  woolen  beh.  A  quantity 
of  necklaces  are  worn  and  a  ribbon  is  bound  about  the  head. 
The  hair  is  arranged  in  a  net,  from  the  end  of  which  hang 
several  ribbons. 

I  sent  and  boaght  such  a  dress  from  the  peasants,  put  It  on, 
and,  accompanied  by  our  young  men,  went  into  the  village. 
The  peasants  did  not  reeognixe  me,  for  I  was  not  dressed  as  a 
young  lady,  but  entirely  as  a  peasant,  a  girl — the  married 
women  dress  differently.  On  my  feet  I  wore  black  slippers 
with  red  heils. 

I  bowed  to  everybody,  and,  when  we  reached  the  cabaret,  we 
sat  down  near  the  door. 

When  my  father  saw  me,  he  was  surprised,  but  delighted. 

''What  won't  she  do  next?"  he  cried.  He  made  us  all  four 
enter   his   open   carriage    and  drove   us  about  the   streets. 
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I  laughed  immoderately,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  good 
villagers,  who  wondered  who  this  young  peasant  was  who  was 
being  driven  about  by  "the  old  lord  *'  and  "  the  young  gentle- 
men,"   Papa,  however,  is  not  old. 

A  Chinese  tom-tom,  a  violin,  and  a  music-box  amused  us  iri 
the  evening. 

Michel  beat  the  tom-tom,  I  played  the  violin,  (played,  may 
the  Lord  forgive  me),  and  the  music-box  played  itself. 

Instead  of  retiring  at  an  early  hour,  as  is  his  custom,  the 
author  of  my  being  stayed  with  us  until  midnight  If  I  have 
made  no  other  conquest,  I  have  made  my  father's.  When  he 
speaks,  he  seeks  n^.apprqbation;  he  listens,  to  me  with  atten- 
tion; he  lets  me  say  what  I  like  of  Aunt  T — ^  and  he  agrees 
with  me. 

The  music-box  was  his  present  to  the  princess;  we  all  gave 
her  something;  it  is  her  birthday. 

The  domestics  are  delighted  to  serve  me  and  to  be  delivered 
from  the  **  French."  I  even  order  the  dinners.  And  to  think 
that  I  looked  upon  this  as  a  strange  house,  and  was  afraid  of 
its  habits  and  its  regular  hours! 

They  wait  for  me  as  at  Nice,  and  I  fix  the  hours  for  every- 
thing myself. 

My  father  adores  gaiety,  and  he  is  not  accustomed  to  it  in 
his  own  family. 

Friday^  September  %th  {August  2'jth). — Misrcrable  fear,  I 
will  conquer  you!  Did  I  not  take  it  into  my  head  yesterday 
to  be  afraid  of  a  gun?  It  is  true  that  Paul  had  loaded  it, 
that  I  did  not  know  how  much  powder  he  had  put  in,  and  that 
I  was  unacquainted  with  the  gun.  It  might  have  exploded, 
and  that  would  have  been  a  stupid  death;  or,  I  might  have 
been  disfigured  for  life. 

So  much  the  worse!  It  is  only  the  first  step  that  counts; 
yesterday,  I  fired  at  fifty  paces,  and  I  fired  to-day  without  any 
sort  of  fear.  I  beilieve — heaven  forgive  me-^that  I  hit  the 
buirs-eye  every  time. 


^ 
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If  I  succeed  with  Paul's  portrait,  it  will  be  a  miracle,  for  he 
will  not  sit  for  me,  and  to-day  I  worked  only  fifteen  minutes. 
I  was  alone;  no,  not  entirely,  for  opposite  to  me  was  Michel, 
who  has  dared  to  fall  in  love  with  me. 

All  this  brought  us  to  9  p'clock.  I  loitered,  and  loitered, 
and  loitered,  seeing  how  impatient  my  father  was.  I  knew 
very  well  that  he  was  only  awaiting  our  departure  to  fly  into 
the  forest — ^like  a  wolf. 

I  again  held  my  court  upon  the  stairs.  I  love  stairs,  because 
by  them  we  go  up  higher.  Pacha  was  to  go  away  to-morrow, 
but  I  said  so  much  this  evening  that  perhaps  he  will  remain; 
although  it  would  be  more  sensible  of  him  to  go,  for  to  love 
me  as  a  sister  is  dangerous  for  a  country-bred  gloomy  dreamer 
of  twenty-two.  With  him  and  Michel,  I  am  at  my  best,  so  of 
course  they  are  very  fond  of  me;  but  when  I  am  with  stupid 
men,  I  become  stupid  myself.  I  do  not  know  what  to  say  that 
will  be  intelligible  to  them,  and  I  am  afraid  every  instant  that 
they  will  suspect  me  of  being  in  love  with  them.  Like  that 
poor  Gritz,  for  instance,  who  thinks  every  girl  is  longing  for 
him,  and  sees,  in  the  least  smile,  traps  and  plots  against  his 
celibacy.     Do  you  know  the  derivation  of  that  word,  celibacy? 

Coelebsy  in  Latin,  means  forsaken;  it  comes .  also  from  the 
Greek  word  KotloSy  which  means  empty,  worthless. 

Oh,  celibates!  empty,  worthless,  forsaken  creatures! 


As  soon  as  I  heard  my  father  go  out,  I  rushed  into  the 
princess'  room,  threw  myself  on  her  bed,  then  brushed  Pacha's 
hair,  patted  Michel  on  the  head,  and  said  so  many  silly  things 
that  I  am  at  this  moment  astounded  at  myself.  May  God 
grant  that  I  do  not  grow  to  detest  Pacha,  the  good  boy,  he  is 
so  honest! 


We  have  been  reading  Poushkine  aloud,  and  we  discussed 
love. 

Ah,  I  would  really  like  to  fall  in  love,  to  know  what  it  is:* 

17 
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but  f>«thi^  I  lia«re  iilti«e«df  lotMl    Iti  that  c^se,  )(y^  is  a  eon- 
(temptible  Chfng;  Di^  on«  pidcs  up,^nly  to  throw  ^"w^y  again. 

•«  Toft  ^11  M¥dt  l&fe^**  «iy  lFath5er  «a!d  to  me.  *      ^^' 

"  If  that  were  true,  I  *^uM  tkafik  liear^n  tof  it/'  I  replied. 
•  'I  lif«Jhtt<>jiitid4'dbViot^ak^o:  '-,.'     = 

'    Vieti,  in  ii%y  di^Mis,  f^ow/  ye*,  but  art  itiaagi«ai*yltero. 

At)tf  A— ^  ?  %9f*«e  %lm?.  -  Nb,  fe  tW^  the  way  one  loves?  No. 
If  iie  were  not  the  nephew  of  a  Cardin^il,  if  he  had  not  about 
•tiitii  pri4B^*^,  <notoks,  ridrw,  t?be  Pope^  I  «hotrld  tiot  love  him, 
y  Bei^d«is,  m^iat  ti^ed  have  I  to  explaifi?  You  knew  all  better 
t^batu  h;  ^yoo  know  that  tlite  moslc  of  the  opera,  and  A —  in  the 
^ifsptca^^,  produced  a  dhafmin^  effect  tipon  me,  and  yoti  must 
iniiow,  atod,  tfui  p&it^.oi  mu^.  It  was  an  amusement,  but  it 
msm  ijiotlovft. 

Wlien,  then,   shall  I  love?    I  aiii   golhf   ag;aiii  to  amuse 
jattfs^%  toscaftcM',  oik  ^1  side^,  ^he  superabundant  aifectton  of 
my  heart;  a^gsAn  to  beccwne  ^nttitisla^ic;  again  to  weep — and 
for  people  wbo  are  4iothlng^ 

iSi»*Mri<5»>»,  Sfpkm^f  ^i'k  {Aicgiist  a^ky^-^The  days  pass,  and 
t  am  tocfog  -f^retiiMi^  tkne  in  the  best  years  of  my  Me.  Even- 
ittgB  wpevk  at  h&fAe,  jests,  and  a  gaiety  of  i^Mdi  I  am  the 
whoile  liead  and  ^ront;  t1*en  goi^ig  tip  and  coining  down  in  an 
arm-chair  miatde  by"  ^Bchc^  and  the  otiher.  I  look  at  toy  shoes 
in  the  g^to^  Ife  I  oKNiie  down-^:-evefy  day  Kke  that. 

What  weariness!  Not  a  t>right  word!  Not  a  cultivated 
JiigrntJictt^jel'  t-;  Ifcnifortnnatrfy,  aiii  a  pedant,  anil  like  to  talk  of 
"tt«e  aiic^enMs'  and  the  ^ieneefs.  ^'ind  anything  of  that  sort 
-feew,'  tf  yon  wh!  Gattis,  and  iwtbing  dse.  1  'w6nfd  "shut 
myself  ap  and  read-;  b«t,  my  obje<A  being  to  make  myself 
loved)  tttatt  w^uld  be  a  Atiraftge  way  to  attain  it.      <  • 

« 

Once  settled  for  the  winter,  I  will  begin  to  study  as  before. 


^ftt  the  ie^emrrtg,  Panl  had  some  difficulty  with  a  servant. 
My  father  encouraged  the  servant.  I  reprimanded  (that  is  ttie 
t^oftiy'niy  iafther,  tirho  swaUmued  the  reprimand.    That  \i  not  a 
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vcTf  frfee  tray  of  ptatting  \t;  ft  rs  sfen^,  arrrrf  my  joufnaf  fe  fciH 
of  it.  I  beg  jan  wiH  bcH«ve  that  f  ainr  not  wfgar  thmngfr 
igitaraffce  amd  iirmtte  ttifgarity.  1  htvt^  Mopfed  a  way  of 
wtitmgy  to  make  things  cancrsfi  and  easily  mrderstcrod. 

WeiJ,  tft€f e  was  discoirtent  fn  tfre-  afrr  1  was  stngry,  aitd  ?n  * 
nay  votcc  wete  heard  ti!*enrf>f?ng'  notes,  wlifcFr  pre^sajBfed  a^storm. 

Patrl  6ot9  not  IriKrw  hoir  to  befraw  ftnnseff r  stmf  f  can  see 
that  my  m-other  was  r^*,  fey  56'  tnAappry'  afboirt  firm: 

SknSay,  Sept^tikt  i<itk\Angtcsft^th).-^Mj  Majesty  (myseff), 
my  farfcef ,  mj  brother,  ati^  my  twtr  cottsfns,  canre  to  Vdttssi 
to-day.  :      I 

I  am  pieced  wftfft  myjielff  tb^y  yfeftt  tO'  nle,  ffattef  nli,  twA; 
alrofe  all,  fdve-fne;  My  father,  wfto,  in  the  begtnnrng^  wished 
to  dethfotoe  mie,  now  ah»Ost!  dorniirfefety  tmderstands  wby  1 
skottW'be  accofdedsov^rergtr  honors,  and,  leaving  oat  a  cer- 
tain pnerffe  asperity  of  Ris  cbaracf er,  accords  them  to  wre! 

Tbi&  dry-ma^,  itntfsed  to  any  fenrily  sentimeht, -^"hows*  me, 
a€  tfmes,  a*  paternal 'aff(i«*t^ari/  whfch  isiidnfsfres  al^  those  about ' 
him,     Paul  has,  in  consequence,  conceived  a  double  nispett 
for  me;  ancf,  as  I  am  piea^ahi  to  evtsfrybody,  ev^erybody  lik^s 
me:-   ''    •     -    *     -  ;»        ••  «     -^      •     ••    ''■•    ■••  *  •      ■  • 

«  Yoir  ha^e  changed  so^mncb,  smce  I  Itevie  seen  you,**  sard 
my  father  to-day.     '  ' 

-How?''     ■     '•  ^ 

**  Why — humph!— that  is  to  say,  if  you  cotffd  rirf  yoarseff 
of  a  certain  Insignrficant  bmstjneness^  (whrch,  besides,,  I  have 
ateo),  yon  Wotrld  beperf'ectfon  and  a  reaf  ffekstrre.*" 

Tlirat  icfeansi— weif,'  bftty  those  who  kiidvr  the ''  man  can 
appreciate  all  the  worlds  mean.  ' 

And  ifhiis  ^venflrr'g,  agaltfi,  he  ptrt  hfs  amw  afcoat  me,  and,  ' 
tenderly  kissing^  me  (an  unheard-of  thifng,  accorUmg'to  PaoF)^ 
hesaidr 

'  **'See,  -!Mttihel'— see,  alT— what  a  daughtler  1  have!    Ther^  is  ' 
a  ^Wwffo'dteserces  tcj  b^  lovedf** 

Do  I  n^e,-  p(apa^  "f  ^m  a  treasure,  Michef,**"!  added,  '^and 
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I  promise  to  let  you  marry  my  daughter;  think  of  the  honor; 
she  may,  perhaps,  be  a  princess  of  the  blood  royal." 

I  write  from  Poltava.  It  has  rained  since  early  morning; 
and,  when  we  were  forced  to  climb  that  Satanic  mountain, 
which  was  in  about  the  middle  of  our  journey,  the  horses 
almost  refused  to  proceed.  My  father  mounted  upon  the  box, 
and  the  coachman  descended  and  ran  along  in  the  mud,  whip- 
ping the  liorses  to  set  them  galloping,  and  not  give  them  time 
to  think  of  the  difficulty.  The  cracking  of  the  whip;  the  cries 
of  the  footman,  the  coachman,  and  papa;  the  mute  astonish- 
ment of  Chocolate — all  formed  an  exciting  spectacle.  It 
reminded  me  of  the  finish  of  a  closely  contested  race. 

We  reached^  the  city  at  8  o'clock,  and  drove  straight  to  the 
prince's  house.  The  prince,  himself,  left  this  morning  at  5, 
to  prepare  his  house  for  our  reception.  It  is  a  small  house, 
very  simple  on  the  outside,  but  charming  within.  Nothing  is 
finished  yet;  but  the  carpets  are  down,  ^nd  the  lamps,  mtr- 
rorsy  beds,  and  a  stock  of  wines  have  been  purchased,  and  are 
in  place. 

In  all  Russian  houses,  there  is,  next  to  the  antechamber,  a 
hall;  the  hall  here  is  all  white;  then  there  is  a  charming,  dark- 
red  salon^  and  a  sleeping-room  for  m,e,  full  of  all  pretty  and 
necessary  articles.  At  every  step,  I  am  confronted  with  del- 
icate attentions.  Fancy!  I  found  upon  my  dressing-table, 
powder  and  rouge!    ^  ._ 

But  arranging  all  this,  occupied  the  time  until  7  o'clock,  and 
when  7  o'clock  came,  just  before  our  arrival,  they  discovered  that 
there  was  nothing  to  eat.  When  we  reached  the  house,  Michel 
pretended  not  to  have  expected  us,  fibbed  very  awkwardly^ 
and,  pitilessly  laughed  at  by  us,  remained  in  a  state  of  con- 
fusion during  the  dinner,  which  waa  brought  from  the  club 
about  10  o'clock.  Some  beautiful  silver  goblets  led  me  into 
temptation.  I  drank  two  glasses  of  wine,  which  flushed  my 
face  slightly,  and  singularly  loosened  my  tongue,  just  enough 
to  make  me  animated.    Still,  I  have  been  gay  all  day. 
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My  father's  plans  have  gone  astray;  all  those  whom  he 
wished  me  to  meet  are  in  the  country. 

When  Michel  left  us  alone,  we  spoke  of  Gritz's  folly. 

"How  stupid  he  is!"  I  exclaimed.  "Now,  now,  listen, 
father  and  brother,  both  of  you.  Did  you  really  think,  with 
my  ideas,  with  all  I  have  seen  and  read,  that  I  would  marry 
Monsieur  M — ?*' 

"  Humph!"  said  my  father.    "Yes,  he  is  Certainly stupiid." 

And  he  looked  at  me,  not  knowing  whether  he  ought  to 
appear  disdainful  or  to  speak  his  real  thoughts,  which  surely 
were:   "  M —  is  a  desirable  match — even  for  you." 

And  now  let  us  retire  to  the  bed  made  by  the  prince 
himself. 

^^  Le  ha  fatto  il  letto!**  Amalia  exclaimed,  "  Un  principe! 
Dio!  Lei  ^  propio  una  reginar 

I  was  just  now  startled  by  piercing  cries.  It  was  Amalia 
who  was  screaming,  because  Paul  had  opened  the  window  of 
the  gallery  and  was  looking  at  her  as  she  took  her  bath. 
What  a  boy!  Pacha  and  the  prince  have  gone  to  sleep  long 
ago. 

I  have  scarcely  room  for  my  writing  materials;  the  table  is 
so  crowded  with  bottles,  vials,  powder-boxes,  brushes,  sachets, 
etc. 

Delighted  over  my  success,  with  my  father,  I  write  privately 
to  myself :  Those  who  do  not  love  me  are  brutes,  and  those 
who  love  me  badly  are  criminals! 

Tuesday^  September  i2tA  {August  ^isf). — A  day  at  Poltava! 
It  is  marvelous.  Not  knowing  what  to  do,  my  father  took  me 
on  foot  through  the  city,  and  we  saw  Peter  the  Great's  column, 
which  is  in  the  middle  of  the  gardens. 

Monday,  at  midnight,  we  left  Poltava;  and  to-day,  Tuesday, 
we  are  in  Kharkoff.  The  journey  was  a  pleasant  one;  we 
engaged  a  whole  carriage. 

I  was  awakened  near  Kharkoff  by  a  bouquet  from  Prince 
Michel. 


•  %^m^o^  is  0  jargp  4xmn  jfi|g;bte4  -tlF  s^9IL  TJ»e  Mel  wkere 
we  are  is  called  the  Gi»u»d  .Eo(tel  a«d  J.u»i^i&ss  its  JMjae. 
Kept  by  ,Aiidr:4(C4,j;x;  the^  Jiw^e -offecs  fsy^ry-carai^nt;  wjorevrer, 
>.ie:hec^»that  tJve  gilckd  jmA  of  t^ie  di^rict,»Mfi,  lwiei*fest, 
ditte,  fi^  tip^,  juid.^jj^Hamize  wJ4;h  the  ieiik^epeiv  «v^hq,  ia  ^ilie 

Queer  manners  they  have  here! 

•i; ^  mj  ^f  4r«ss^  bj  Louia,  a  Frf^h;}a,a^^dfe«»e^:. 

Ti^eo  tdd.aiMl;«pJK^dJbrQ^.      . 

-P<b,  jcift,  I  vmi&d  ML  m^r^^em  aud  ith^s  po^r  xi^ged = jki^^ast^ 
made  me  sad. 

I  met  my  VtKh  Nichi^ai^  itie  fc^ns^t  ^i  tjpe  i^mi^j  «rho 
pretends  to  study  medicine.  My  poor  uncle  and  I  loni^^  ugQ 
mu^  ^  pky  wit^  d<>U|i.t£)gett»^Aand  I  we4  to  beat  him  ^nd 
box  his  ears.  .         •      •      .   ; 

iJdssed  him,  t^y  ip  biifst  uHo  l^e^fiij  '<v^m^^  m,  there 

1 4(7V€  jo^  witia  aU  my  heart  I  «mii  £tUl  itW  sama^  only  ii 
liU^e  ialfer,  Jbh^it  ifi  all^  Dear  Unci^  NkhQ)«i^«  i;  cani  mt  ^sk  f^m 
to  breakfast;  I  am  not  alone  and  there  are  all  sorts  of  strjijig^ 
pooph  b<^,  l7ut  <iQXJ^  <su»4  «0e  /Que  t'a-i|ipri''0^;  ^mrte^y."  . 

ment. 

**  lli^re  Uf  #iofl:hi^g  to  «iH>rry  «ib0*ii/*  ^&i4  my:  £a|Jie«t  ^^  You 
o^Aiiid  Wy^  4]i¥i^(|  iiim  if  you  iri^bed  to,  imi  I  siMiiti  havie 
found  some  good  excuse  to  l>eataie»t*/ 

f*  Father.,  you  ^e  xuoi  kind  *(Hdty,  and  k  kmeiomtospeak 
i^  ii,iwiy  Iwrtfeer,  <  ^fifiongfel" 

..ftfy.  fat})^  -Vj^  simimi  b^^rt  my  drjr  biils^otfts,  ;md  no 
more  was  said.  ,  .       .  ?  •        . 

i#g;<if  Papha'is  4^pftrt*ii3e,  wJ»*te  i*e  came  andlvcittclaBngiiigtfce 
guns,  for,  like  Nimrod,  he  is  a  mighty  biit)t<er  .bofoire  tfbc  Lead. 
Mir.€atl»er  afte4  Mm  tQ  roiaaili);  but  be  is  jo  chslift»be  that 
when  he  has  once  said  no,  he  would  not  change  for  the  irodd. 
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^*  The  InndceM/'*  I  Gsn  m^y  without  C^ctmonj',  bectese  i  ma 
sme  M  kythat''  The  iimoc^nl"  Mninlis  rverythmg.  io  thrlvorM 
erf  ind*  .•  i        • 

2  bo^gettl  him  fa  teth^tn^ 

"  Ddo't  aak-  He  ia  d4»  so-^  i  hnpiare  ;^cm^  foi;  I  con  noi  grant; 
jovf  rdqiNOl." 

I  insisted,  but  in  vain.  I  should  not  have  been  sorry -to  Jwirr 
kepi  ki^  ^apocisiily'  hercaaiic;  I  kderw:  Chat  it  mtii  W^Bb^n^h 
iiapostfible^       >      .  •  .    .  . 

At  t^  sts^QFEi^  W*  wore  met  b^  Lola^  k^  mtthstf  Md  yttcie 
Nicholas,  who  had  come  to  see  me  off. 

Thet«rwa»an  eaotrnMs  dtM^ 40,^9  the  JkgpaHur6vi  fifty- 
seren  voiuoltc^  fot  8«rVlsik..  i  walk6<A  xH  sbetu  the  »Urtion 
with  Paul,  or  Lola^  or  Michel,  or  Pacha,  in  fact,  .Hrhhi  ^adi  in 
his  turn.  , 

*'  ]ln%,  Paclis  fe  very  QitUind/'  said  lola^  When  i  talA  her 
of  his  obstinacy. 

Then>  Wtete  an  eiiofi  ndt  to  }ati|ph,  II  appDodfibed  "^Thff  Iri«)o- 
oent"  aad  nmdflF  kaih  a  IhtWsp^tchy  very  dtyandtrery  o£fend«dy 
and  then,  as  there  were  tears  in  his  eyes  and  as  I  w^  tang-* 
\mg  lo  laUgh,  I;  •  retkcd  'm  order  not  to  spoii  tlior  e&ett  I  had 
pradoc^d*  ' 

One  cdnhi  sicareefy  move  about,  ted  k  wi^s' with  great  d^-i 
ciidtj  th^  wt  reached  out  cKar 

The  crowd  amused  me  and  I. looked  o«tt  of  tho  yffmdtm^ 
They ' josticd  Md  [badh«d  each  otherr  witln  ail  sa*ts-  <>f  Gtiies. 
Suddotlji,  t  i«a»  itartled  by  haairrng  a  ol^arns  6f  boysir'  ioi^iif^ 
pofer  9wl  swd^tec  than  a  wotHao's.  They  n^err e  <!li|ri(S^  & 
church  hymn,  and  it  seemed  lik€»  a  diOiY  of  atlg^b^ 

Tlejr  were?  the  atehbCrt^op^t^  siitg6'i)s,MMud  th«f  wete  chamtlng 
£1  pr^jrar  for.  tlve  viAtmutet^  Eve^yoae  Htsicoir^iied^  iiild  tixi 
cifvinre  hamxotijr/  add  the  toauitif  li)  voides  tooft  iiway  my  brttiith/ 
Whcnttoef  b^d  daished/a^id  I  aatr  ereiybody  watisig  thditr 


■«•«- 


*  Vhoinme  vert. 
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hats  and  their  handkerchiefs,  with  my  eyes  shining  with  enthu- 
siasm and  my  breast  filled  with  emotion,  I  could  do  nothing 
else  than  scream  "  Hurrah!"  with  the  rest,  and  laugh  and  cry. 

The  noise  lasted  for  some  time,  and  did  not  cease  until  the 
same  choir  Intoned  the  Russian  hymn,  "  BojCy  zarta  chrani.** 
But  the  prayers  for  the  Emperor  seemed  insignificant  after  the 
prayer  for  those  who  were  going  to  die  in  defense  of  their 
brothers. 

And  the  Emperor  allows  the  Turks  to  act  like  this!  Heavens! 

The  train  started  amidst  frantic  hurrahs.  Then  I  turned 
and  saw  Michel  laughing,  and  heard  my  isither  sayDoura^  / 
instead  of  Hurrah  ! 

"Papa!     Michel!    Is  it  possible?    What  are  you  made  of?" 

"Won't  you  say  goodbye  to  me?"  asked  Pacha,  very  red 
and  awkward. 

The  train  was  moving. 

^^  Au  revair.  Pacha!"  I  said,  holding  out  my  hand,  which  he 
seized  and  kissed,  without  saying  a  word. 

Michel  was  jealous.  I  saw  him  looking  at  me  for  some 
time,  then  he  threw  his  hat  on  the  floor,  and  rose  in  a  fury.  I 
laughed. 

Here  I  am  again  in  Poltava,  that  detestable  city. '  Kharkoff 
I  knew  better,  I  passed  a  year  there  before  I  went  to  Vienna. 
I  remembered  all  the  streets  and  all  the  shops.  This  afternoon, 
at  the  station,  I  recognized  the  doctor  who  took  care  of  grand- 
mamma, and  I  spoke  to  him. 

He  was  astonished,  to  see  me  so  tall,  although  Uncle 
Nicholas  had  already  told  him  about  me.  I  long  to  return  to 
the  South.  "  iCnowest  thou  the  land  where  the  orange  tree 
blooms?"    Not  Nice,  biit  Italy. 

Friday y  September  x^th  (September  $d), — This  morning  Paul 
brought  me  little  Etienne,  Uncle  Alexander's  son.  I  did  not 
recognize  him  at  first.  I  paid  no  attention  to  the  more  or  less 
pleasure  that  the  sight  of  a  Babanine  causes  father,  but  I 
devoted  myself  to  the  pretty  little  boy. 
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At  last  father  has  taken  me  to^  call  upon  the  notables  of 
Poltava. 

First,  we  went  to  the  prefect's.  The  prefect's  wife  is  a 
woman  of  the  world,  and,  really,  very  amiable.  I  liked  the 
prefect  also.  He  had  a  "  committee  **  with  him,  but  he  came 
to  the  sa/on  and  told  my  father  that  there  was  no  committee 
which  9ould  make  him  lose  the  opportunity  of  seeing  so 
charming  a  young  lady. 

The  prefect's  wife  conducted  us  to  the  door  herself,  and  we 
resumed  the  search  for  people  that  it  was  proper  for  me  to 
meet. 

We  went  to  the  vice-governor's,  to  the  directress  of  the 
Institute  for  Noble  Young  Ladies,  and  to  Madame  Volkovits- 
ky's  (Kotchoubey's  daughter);  the  latter  is  very  well  bred. 
Then  I  took  a  cab  and  went  to  see  Uncle  Alexander,  who  is 
here  at  the  hotel  with  hi3  wife  and  children. 

Ah,  how  good  it  is  to  be  among  one's  own  people!  You 
fear  neither  criticism  nor  injustice.  Perhaps  my  father's  fam- 
ily seems  to  me  cold  and  unpleasant,  through  contrast  with 
ours,  which  is  extraordinarily  loving  and  united. 

Talking  business,  love,  and  scandal,  I  passed  two  hours  very 
agreeably;  but,  at  the  end  of  this  time,  messages  began  to 
arrive  from  my  father,  and,  as  I  replied  that  I  was  not  ready 
to  go  yet,  he  came  himself,  and  I  tormented  him  for  more  than 
half  an  hour,  loitering,  seeking  for  pins,  my  handkerchief,  etc. 

At  last  we  left,  and  when  I  thought  that  he  was  a  little 
calmed  down,  I  said: 

"  We  have  been  very  impolite.*' 

"Why?" 

•' Because  we  have  been  to. see  everybody  except  Madame 
M — ,  who  knows  mamma  and  who  knew  me  as  a  child." 

And  then  we  had  a  long  discussion,  which  ended  in  a  refu- 
sal to  go  there. 

When  the  prefect  asked  me  how  long  I  was  going  to  remain 
with  my  father,  I  said  that  I  hoped  to  carry  him  back  with  me 
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^  Did  yoa.  he«r  ^at  the  pr^^dt  «a4<i  fH»^n  yoti  saW  tlM  you 
wanted  to  carry  me  back  with  you?"  asked  the  iUastfidus 
a«thor«f  mydsy^. 

«-No,  whatr      ' 

^  H*  said  t^9t,  hekig  mafefcat^of  the  noWllty,  !:  wotlld  have 
^  to  obtacA  permkBiofi  fno^  idhe  fnTmislitr/^ 

^.W«li,  ask  ilTttt  oft«e):«o  that  ai^thlfif  need  detain  tis  here 
too  long." 

j^  Vefy  woH.*^ 

**  ThKjn  JTQU  ^ria  go  with  4&eT* 

"  Yes." 

**  Are  you  «{>ea&ilig  sertouslyf* 
-•  ♦*Ve».".  •'•*''    ■•..-*••     •    : 

it  im«  past  8-o'ctocki  a^dd  tbedarkness  of  the  carriage  per- 
mitted me  to  »ay  anything  'witho^it  my  face  betraying  me. 

Saturday y  Sept€0nb6r  16/^^4/;!).— I  oo*ntiriiie  to  be  cotrtented ; 
the  flattpriep  of  the  governor  «krfd'h«  wife  Have  increased  my 
father's  'estec^m  for  me. ' 

The  ^tfect  tHat  I  produce  flatters  him,  and,  fn  fact,  i  am  not 
angry  myself  when  anyoiie  says:  **  Yon  ktiow  Bashkirtseff's 
daughter's  agreatbeattty."  (The poor  imbccllfes,  they  have 
^never  «e«tt  anything.)  ;    .      , 

Gav^vftBiy  Sunday,  Sepi^mhf  ifik.-^hWt  wkUlng  for  my 
future  cekbrtty,  I  went  to  a  hunt  in  masculine  attire,  with  a- 
game4>a:g  «t«mg  ovfer  my  ^oalders:  We  set  out,  triy  father, 
Paul,  th4i'pi4rtce,  fend  I  in  ^' ckat-d-hanc,         ^     ' 

Now,  I  can  not  find  a  word  to  describte  the  eictitrion/for  I 
do  not  know  the  name  of~weli,ilft  fact,  <4vefylhmg  appertain- 
ing to  the  chase.  The  brambles,  the  reeds,  the  shrubs,  the 
t#^*B  wei<f  aH  so.thttk  tMt  »^e  ebu!d  scarcely  hikke  oUr  way 
through  th^m,  the  ^if  was  dellgMfult^  pure,  there  was  no  stm, 
and  a  Wght  mhi  whlcli  defigfited  the  hunters,  who  were  warm. 
We  walked,  walked,  walked. 

I  iliada  *he  to«r  df  -a  i^mall  lake,  rriy  gun  loaded  and  ready 
•  ^  ^^M,  hoping  evexy  mome'nt  to  see  a  duck  rise;  but  nothing! 
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I  wds  fccgtmAij?  <o  wonder  if  T  shotild  it6t  ftt  at  tfte  ifeaitts, 
which  werecmwlttt^  abcrtrt  my  f(*c<,  oif'W  Mithrf,  \Wra  ValHrecf 
behind tti^,  stiyrf  trfio^:!  felt,hdd*hfe  eye*  {irfpttcfctrrfj^  fi)tfed;iiy6n 
me  iftray  tost^tuftrit  aittm.  ^ 

•  1  foiiwcF  the  harpfjprf  ita^uw— -tha*  ?iaWy  itt^diutt  wWcih  fsr 
ne^cfr*  fcHtrfrf  fit  Francet^^d  ^hot  ar  crt)\r  that  ted  perdiied  an 
the  tdp'  of  an  oa-k,  sirtpfettitigf  itotfttng;  kff  <fre'n»ref  so  aHrhfs 
attention  Wd»  dfetfracferf  by  «y  father  and  Michef,  who  hiad 
thrown  thethiiefte^  onr  iht  gtoxmtl  in  the  mkfrffe  of  a  deatirtjf. 

t  pttBetf  out  hfs  tail-fe^hets  arid  made  mysretf  art  atgfrettte. 

The  others' dfd  Mt  fife  otfcJ^e'/theybfrly  Waited. 

A  mother,  who  thinks  her  child  is  dead,  and  de^d  by  her 
oWdt  fkttlt,  Who*  h  not  ctn^ft  of  fts^  death,  afid  ^ho  does  itot 
date  to  1  Aqtttre  test  •  hei  f eaYs^  may  be  cotiffrtm^d-^thaf  mother 
strdtfeftly  fttd^' ag«?flf  that  chiM'yho  ha-s  catrted  hersamo^h 
anrgabh,  Who*  hds  made  her  doirbt  aird  sttfler'  so  macih.  Ah, 
that  mother  mcrst  be  Happy!  ft  seem?  t&  hie  that  tfrar  fs 
aFmost  Whitt  1  eiperfende  in  reeovetmgf^myvdfte* 

After  feughftfg  heattflf  in  the  sa^on,  I  stopped  d  m'oment, 
and^uddfetify  1  cbuM  sin^. '  ""   ^     '      ' 

I  Owe  thti  to-  Doctor  Wafitzk/s'  remedy. 

T*rti&f,  SepftffAet  i^//*.— I  am  wi^riedwtth  A^arfngf  ^f^ht- 
inPgr  alltteiotrt  tc/ my  famffy,  w^di  I  can  trot'reiseht.  I  coufd 
have  closed  my  father's  motfth,  ff  I'  had  ttot  been  afraid  to 
lose  my*  fweafts^  uo-  ^  ewd.  He  is '  gfood  to  nfe,  ^(nd  t  dm  will- 
ing to  acknowhsdgli  ft.  How  (htufd  dff6'  be  Otherwfse  to  a 
bfPgfrt,  e*a0^t^d,  agtWaAle,  swcfet,  anfd  good  g'irf  (fori  am  ill 
thart  here,  and  hd'  say^  it  h?ntself]f;  who  asfe  hdthitig  of  rtim;' 
wflW'  ha»  etfta&t(f  pay-hhir  a  yisft  of'cdinte'Sy,  airfd  who  gratfft^s^ 
his  vanity  under  all  aspects?  '         '  . 

Wheit  1  '€fit&d6  fhyroom,  f  Ibtrged  to  thro^  mysetf  OA  tlie 
floor awtf'ery,  birt  1  ffe^rainred  myseff,  amf  the*  fedrngf  p^s^ed" 
away.    TFfat  h  wh^t  F  shalf  a'lvd^ays  d6. '  I  rrhist  not  g^v^  peo- 
ple who  are  twdWemrt  t(s  me  the  power  ofmUkitkff  me  siiffer. 


M8  JOUItNAL   or   MAIUE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

When  I  suffer  I  am  humiliated;  it  disgusts  me  to  think  that 
such  or  such  an  one  has  been  able  to  make  me  suffer. 

Well,  in  spite  of  all,  life  is  the  best  thing  in  the  world. 

Friday y  September  22^. — I  have  certainly  had  enough  of  it* 
The  country  stuns  me— ^paralyzes  my  intellect  I  have  told 
my  father  so,  and,  as  if  I  had  told  him  that  1  wished  to  marry 
a  king,  he  began  to  show  me  how  foolish  it  was,  and  to  criti- 
cise my  fapily  again,  I  did  not  agree  with  what  he  said,  (One 
may,  ^ay  certain  things,  but  one  does  not  care  to  hear  them  said.) 

I  told  him  that  the  reflections  on  my  family  were  all  the 
result  of  Madame  T — *s  falsehoods.  I  have  not  yielded  to 
my  good  aunt,  and  I  have  employed:  the  best  -means  to  shake 
her  influence. 

Oh,  Rome!  the  Pincio,  which  rises  up  like  an  island  from 
the  plain,  broken  here  and  there  by  aqueducts;  the  Porta  del 
Popolo;  the  obelisk;  the  churches  of  Cardinal  Gastolo,  which 
are  on  each  side  of  the  Corso;  the  Corso  itself;  the  palace  of  the 
Venetian  Republic— those  narrow,  sombre  streets;  those  pal- 
aces blackened  by  centuries — the  ruins  of  a  little  temple  tp 
Minerva,  and  finally  the  Coliseum!  It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  could 
see  it  all  now.  I  close  my  eyes  and  J  walk  through  the  city, 
I  visit  the  ruins,  I  see — I  am  not  one  of  those  who  say:  "  Out 
of  sight,  out  of  mind/'  Scarcely  has  an  object  disappeared 
from  my  sight  than  it  acquires  a  double  value.  I  think  of  it  in 
all  its  details,  I  admire  it,  I  love  it. 

I  have  traveled  much  and  seen  many  cities,  but  two  only 
have  excited  my  enthusiasm  to  the  highest  pitch. 

The  first  was  Baden-Baden,  where  I  passed  two  summers 
when  a  child;  I  can  still  remember  the  lovely  gardens.  The 
other  was  Rome.  Rome  made  a  very  different  impression 
upon  me;  but  stronger,  if  possible. 

It  is  the  same  way  with  Rome  as  it  is  with  certain  persons 
whom  one  does  not  like  at  first,  but  for  whom  love  increases 
little  by  little.  This  is  the  way  lasting  affections  are  formed^ 
which  are  very  sweet  without  the  anguish  of  pasision. 
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I  love  Rome^-nothing  but  Rome. 

And  St.  Peter's!  St.  Peter's,  when  a  ray  of  light,  penetrating 
through  the  roof,  falls  upon  the  floor  and  forms  shadows  and 
luminous  tracks  there  as  regular  as  the  architecture  of  its  col- 
umns and  its  altars*-a  ray  of  the  sun,  that,  by  the  aid  of 
shadows  only,  has  erected  in  this  temple  of  marble  a  temple  of 
light. 

With  tafy  eyes  closed,  I  transport  myself  jto  Rome,  and  it  is 
night;  artd  to-morrow  will  come  the  Mppcpotamt  ixom  Poltava. 
I  must  be  pretty.     I  will  be  so. 

The  country  has  done  nie  enormous  good;  my  complexion 
has  never  been  so  fresh  and  transparent. 

Rome!  and  I  shall  not  go  to  Rome!  Why  hot?  Because  I 
don't  wish  to.  If  you  knew  what  that  resolution  has  cost  me, 
you  would  pity  me.    Wait!  my  tears  are  falling. 

Sunday,  September  24M,  1876. — It  is  beginning  to  be  cold, 

and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  profound  disgust  that  I  was  aroused 

at  7  o'clock;  at  8,  I  tried  to  gain  a  few  minutes  more,  and  at 

9,  I  was  in  the  salon,  my  black-velvet  cap  On  my  head,  and  my 

habit  caught  up  so  as  to  show  my  embroidered  boots. 

^      The  hunters  were  all  there:  Kamenski,  a  Porthos  in  appear- 

f  ance;  Volkovitski,  a  fury  ix<ym  Ipkigenia  in  Taurisj  Pavelka, 

;    a  frightful  lawyer;  Salko,  a  wretched  architect;  Schwab^,  the 

[  owner  of  seventeen  hounds;  Lioubowitch,  a  TV^/Vi^;!/*/^  almost 

as  enormous  as  Kamenski;  a  man  whose  name  I  do  not  know; 

my  father;  Michel,  and  Paul. 

They  all  examined  the  guns,  discussing  the  cartridges,  taking 
tea,  and  exchanging  stupid  and  vulgar  witticisms.  I  do  not 
include  in  this  my  father  and  our  own  two  young  men. 

I  rode  with  my  father  and  our  two  guns;  four  carriages  fol- 
lowed*  us  closely. 

Do  you  know  how  a  wolf-hunt  is  conducted  in  Russia?  To 
begin  with,  excuse  my  blunders  on  the  subject  of  sport,  for  I 
really  know  nothing  about  it."     This  is  how  it  is  arranged: 

The  hunt  is  announced  in  the  district  a  week  ahead,  through 


the  starosta  or  bailiff,  so  jtt^  h^  ^ay  cpUect  ,f^.  o^M^siary 
XUu?)bej'.Q/;ue!Q;  but,  o^  acm»«!i  of  s^<^  at  P<^lt^y5^,o»}5ri2o 
<:^fli^  Uqxx^  thjerje.  AlU>g^tbec,  th^^  w^fie  apo  ajy^fi.pf,^^pt, 
^  jj^ts  )v^jp5.tr^tqjaed  oy^r  a  Jme  ^te^n^tlHig.  fPiOrito  f^xn^m^^^ 
Prip(^  :g:.0jtcfe)u|^yp  who  a?4j>d,u/Dt  pon^  Jw«fpJf,^fteJ|t  Hi9  .««**. 
,  J  ^ jiijr^r^ci.  •  Aijr  fetj)«?f. .  pJ,a«^  up  i^  ^i?  i^Q  .p^riipHlac  <vd«r, 
on  each  side  of  the  path.     He  counted  us  and  then  made  ^q 

they  distributed  pikes— long  ppj^s  vKH  a|i  ii^  Jli^f^  4?  ^*  ip 
jtU^  i?p4,  J 14;^.  a^f  )jir.efe  i^.^i^^  l?y  the  .ftwiaftt  ^G^ilJe►  Tkese 
pikes  are  used  in  a  cojf^41y  '^^y  Jt^  kiU  ^<K^  &$As|#  j»^  m» 
fC4|i^tot  ia  th^  I^U  :..  ,.'■'.'    5^. 

jh^  p§f^  ^^  ^r«t$^f^  in  f^^  4  w*y.  f hftt  tte  btt»t$  ve 

caught  in  then^^^r  hiiyi^£:rfi9fiapii^lyialo|i£^^pa6li.oii  9Ach 
^4^  of  wbicii  -t|i^  huftt^rs  fttfi,  ^fHbtis^i^ 
.  Jt  ^^s^«»f5.t9  bfgif>-  yh.^  JPi<?Wsb  ^t^Wi^  «  bo«sebttck-r». 
lyeigring  w .  oiUfto^  ^a^)  }ike  ^  ^^ki|#^  .  wcj  e»rr>ijig  a  pike 
^vhlpMi  tbpi^gl*  bQ  Jyi?fi  P«  lapif/aebftak,  fe^9te>d  to  the  groiiiMl 
and  abovg  to  ^^ia4TTTg?J*9P^4  ?i)«^yit  ftiwl  «ipy^  iVOltiiii  without 
.doiftg  ai»ytj?wig> 

J^ffftn^^  my  gw,  fl4j*J^d  »y  ga^Wrbfig,  «*ich  oontgined 
4   popfoetrfi^dk^mhi^f  ?^^  f»y   glpv^,   o^lfhftfl-waftd  was 

.  T^n^  4>f  W  4teft?  k  tfe»  mi^t  of  tte  ltW«Bt,  uritb  fl  loailed 
and  cocked  gun  in  my  hands,  daiop  /feli,^  adjI  tb(blsC)i}ghiy  eoid. 
M J  lrte#l  Jb#^Jfi  €unlciiHp  tte  ^jau»(i<to»pcdby*y«Bteiday's 
f^lfi  ^bif  h  i^^i^^  jth^  e^i4  aiwi  n^^idt  walkinif  difteuit 

What  t^H^k  jq^  i\^  I  4i4  fM  f^<>PO.  40  I  waf  alone?  Nothing 
ejl^^Qfi^ji^ary. .  Jtoptoi4  fif#fefarMMrh^  was  visible  through  the 
trees — sky,  a  gray  and  cold  sky;  then  I  Iooke<]|  MWjnd  me.  I 
^fm  t*}l (f^^ #}i)^f}y  *i«g^4- by Mtamti. .  FinftUyj  InDticod my 
^t^^'^  ^gj^lp  IffQg-  ((Ki  ihie  grotind.  I  s^mtshed  myself  on  tt 
and  h^m  t4>  t^iilk^  lu^  tJlQu  I  fdfc  ^Mi^rtbiog  \rarm  b^]d« 
{fif,     ^  M.^ffi^/.   ,  J^fi;^i^t»fi{  tbme  animalfi)  faotji  tame   and 


tfita-^niAgf-^^oat  l^t^e  black  dog  sm^  the  two^  mtk  ^\$kdk  dogs: 
Jonk  I.  and  Jdfk  II. 

At  tdst  I  he^td  k  sbdt— (the  ^igtiftb— ^if»d  them  tht  ctie§  6f  Aie 
l^dlMM^  th^tf^  (Mill  fftf  AWaf,  A^  ihcy  «^Mle  n€!«lr€(rf  my  dream- 
iness disappeared,  and  when  they  were  near  enough  to  raise  irt 
ttie  tfte  fedui^  #feicf^  «h€^  efi<eA  of  ^  eraw6  afway^  €a*js*,  even 
Whea  they  fettghy  I  toste,  sietz^  !ny  gvttt^  and  (^ei^d/ 
The?**  ^6utd  cdme  -neaf ei^,  tmtil  J  heArd  the  blows  wi«b  wl»kh 
they  ^^i6  ^rtkirfg  «hd  bti*h<-*  to  ittake  the  tkAse  gteatdr. 

I  deettied  t^ety  InstAat  ttyheAi'  tHe  btwhe*  hretikmg;  for^e 
wolves  pfcffer  the*  tfiicftdr  ftru^.  ■ 

llrey  wcfe^hotfthfg  ItMid^  ttttif  kmd6f,  and  wfcen  the  fifdt 
meti  dppe Ar^stf,'  my  fteart'  jtfttiped.  I  believef  that  I  ttiembl^id  for 
a  ttotttcfrttr  tHJt'thc  tueti  rfrotis  tto^fttg  before  tbem-*the  net* 
were  empty.  After  inspecting  them,  nothing  was  fe^tfffd  bwt  a 
pwof  ham,  wMch  the  glartt  Kjinrien^ki  WfJcc!  with  a  kick-^the 
abominable  brute! 

Compliments  went  round  about  the  pobt^'iucfk,  and  #e  W6nt 
gaily  to  the  open  plaJnf,  Wlii6*re,  behfrtd  ft  hes^p  of  ^faw  6f  hay, 
it  Was  arYaftgedto  take  a  meal  of  $alt  meat  afld-dfink  brandy. 
The  peaisantft  wer^  feasted  on  toast  i^heep,  p^s,  Aftd  braiidy. 
This  is  natural  in  Ru<»i^iA,  aild  scems  to  them  magnHI<j€*iW. 

Thode  honeit  animals f—*rffall  I  cart  them  mea?— examined 
with  ctfnosity  this  creature,  a  Rtlkr  more  woman  than  man, 
who  cartied  a  gun  atid  smJPed  at  thertl  freely.  My  father 
discussed  horses  with  the<ri.   I  thhik  he  talked  Sefvfan  polUkd; 

After  resting,  we  took  4o  the  thick  woods  agjfcih;  bat  siii^e, 
instead  of  the  woTf,  wehuinted  hart s^  it  was-  fteeessary  to  walk' 
contmtioitsJy,  following  the  tw^rtty^nitte  dogs^  an^  tl^eir  keepef,- 
which  Prince  Kotefrotrbey  ^M  ye^efday.  ... 

-'  The  9tiA''d*mfc  ottt,  andJ  shOfild'  have  feft  gSy;  if' fatigue  had 
not  talcefi  the  place  6i  tWe?  dampness.  Aft^f  two  hours-*^  walk- 
ing, we  had  not  «een  evert  a  hafe's  tafff.  This  made  me  Impa* 
ttem,  afid  flrldirtg  ouf  earriagiEf,  I  rettifned  wfth  nty  f athtt  lo 
the  paternal  roof.  '    /    . 


1 


87^  JOURNAL  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFP. 

I  took  a  perfumed  bath,  dressed  myself,  and  went  down  to 
meet  the  others,  who  had  brought  in  three  hares. 

I  was  adorably  pretty  (that  is  to  say,  so  far  as  I  can  be 
pretty);  but  it  was  useless;  none  of  these  monsters  resemble  a 
man. 

With  the  peasants  I  am  talkative  and  familiar,  with  those 
who  are  my  equals  in  education  I  am  agreeable  enough,  I 
think;  but  what  was  I  to  do  with  these  rustics?  To  avoid 
talking  to  them,  I  gambled  and  lost  loo  francs  to  the  giant. 

They  started  gambling  again  and  I  went  to  the  library  to 
write  a  letter  to  a  horse-dealer  at  St.  Petersburg.  Of  course 
the  prince  followed  me,  and  after  havipg  asked  to  be  allowed  to 
kiss  my  hand,  which  I  permitted  without  showing  too  much 
disgust,  the  little  fellow  looked  at  me,  sighed,  and  asked  my  age. 

**  Sixteen." 

"  Well,  when  you  are  twenty-five,  I  will  ask  you  to  marry 
me. 

"That  is  charming!"  I  said. 

"  And  then  you  will  repulse  me  as  you  have  to-day." 

This  brilliant  day  ended  with  a  concert  on  the  stairs.  My 
voice — ^that  is,  one- half  of  it — delighted  them,  but  I  believe  that 
they  admire  without  understanding  anything. 

Monday^  September  25///. — My  father  took  me  to  the  gallery 
to  see  a  peasant  wedding-party,  which  had  come  to  salute  us. 
The  marriage  took  place  yesterday.  The  husband  wore  the 
usual  costume — black  boots  to  the  knees,  large  trousers  of  a 
dark  color,  and  a  swita  (a  sort  of  cloak,  folded  from  the  waist) 
of  a  natural  maroon  cloth,  woven  by  the  country  women;  an 
embroidered  shirt,  of  which  the  front  is  visible,  and  a  colored 
ribbon,  instead  of  Howers,  in  the  button-hole. 

His  wife  wore  a  skirt  and  jacket  shaped  like  a  mau's,  but  of 
material  of  a  quieter  shade  of  color.  Her  head,  instead  of  being 
dressed  with  flowers  and  ribbons,  like  the  girls'  heads,  was 
wrapped  up  in  a  silk  handkerchief,  which  hid  her  hair  and 
forehead  without  covering  her  ears  and  neck. 
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They  came  into  the  room^  followed  by  the.  best  men  and 
bridesmaids,  and  by  those  who  had  negotiated  the  marriage. 

Husband  and  wife  knelt  three  times  to  my  father. 

Wednesday y  September  27M. — I  had  a  laughing  conversation 
with  my  father,  which  gave  me  a  chance  to  say  anything.  He 
was  hurt  by  my  last  words  the  day  before  yesterday. 

He  complains;  says  that  he  has  led  a  life  of  folly;  that  he 
has  simply  amused  himself,  but  that  he  finds  something  want- 
ing; that  he  is  not  happy. 

"With  whom  are  you  in  love?"  I  asked,  laughing  at  his 
sighs. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  know?" 

Here  he  blushed  so  strongly  that  he  put  his  arms  up  to  hide 
his  face. 

"Yes,  tell  me."     . 

"With  mamma." 

His  voice  trembled  so,  that  I  had  to  laugh  to  hide  my 
emotion. 

"  I  knew  that  you  would  not  understand  me,"  said  he. 

"  Excuse  me;  but  this  matrimonially  romantic  passion  is  so 
little  like  you." 

"  Because  you  mistake  me.  But  I  swear  it.  I  swear  to  you 
it  is  true.  Before  this  portrait  of  my  grandmother,  before  this 
crucifix,  the  blessed  gift  of  my  father,"  and  he  crossed  him- 
self before  the  picture  and  the  cross  hanging  above  the  bed. 

"  Perhaps,"  he  continued,  "it  is  because  I  always  imagine 
myself  young  as  formerly,  because  I  live  in  the  memory  of  the 
past.  When  we  were  separated,  I  went  almost  mad.  I  walked 
as  a  pilgrim,  to  pray  to  the  Virgin  of  Ahtirna;  but  they  say 
that  this  Virgin  brings  misfortune,  and  it  is  true,  for  things 
became  more  and  more  entangled.  And  then,  shall  I  tell  you? 
You  will  laugh.  When  you  lived  at  Kharkoff ,  I  went  there, 
alone,  in  disguise.  I  took  a  carriage,  and  watched  your  rooms. 
I  stayed  a  day  to  see  her  pass,  and  then  returned,  without  hav' 
ing  been  detected." 

18 
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**  U  BbJit  were  truer,  it  would  be  very  oH^fctliAg"  I  i^id 
'*  Notr^  iffH  f8ie>    &tiice  We  Afe  spedieiflg  of  yotir  maHMfi 
has  she — hacsdhe  ^ea  av^fs^km  for  jne?'' 
*^  ArersfGTO!    'Why?  '(  Cettsdnly  wcT^mwie  M  411" 

'•  Not  at  att^  I  flte»ur«ryo«L." 
.  Tbcdk.  wcr  talktd  it  oveiV  sit  iMglh.  . 

I  spoke  dl  her^sd  of  ^siiim,  wtiidk^  «te  i^  ntsd  h^b#^  to 
me,  ever  since  I  can  remember  anythiiig.5 

It  irasiaUr^  I  wsls  ^toepy-^^at  home  1*  shottld  bdi^  i&ppefd, 
written,  and  read. 

At  8  this  morning,  we  were  just  st«rtii%  fot  f»lt8W&^  ^htn 
Mantf.  HUkftm  K^,  mpeber  of  Factof  arrivtsd.  Sli^  19- nn 
amiable  hunchback,  a  little  affected.  We  took  tea  togfHli^,- 
and  then  started.     My  father  has  been  called  UMtfa  td  j»**ide. 

It  was  cold,  and  it  rained  every  now  and  thm^  1  i6t>k  a 
watftk^  ^uod  theii  we  went  td  st  ^koffaph^r.  I  posed  ^  a 
peasant  standing,  sitting,  and  lying  down — asleep. 

We  Doet  G^^. 

'*  Yim  have  niei  my  datighter?^'  aslced  my  fstthen 

"Yes,  Monsieur,  I  have  met  her." 

-  ^' YdiT' ieem  riot  tneet  afintr  girlycan  yd^i^Aod  tbefetii^  no 
ilnet,  and  lievet  hasi  been." 

^^I  beg  your  pardon^  sif^  there  Were  sucb  m  the  time  of 
Olyihpds." 

'^  Ycrai  pay  cempliments^  I  set,  Motisfeor  O-^."  . 

The  Qcatlemxa  is  rather"  plaisx^  rather  dark^  fsctber  respect-' 
^bie^  passably  po^ite^  ati  adveMtirer^  a  gamMery  Md  fairly 
hoBorabie.  At  Paltava  he  is  lool&ed  an  as  mcnt  cultavat^d  and 
pabkihedv 

^  Th^  §ar^t dold  of  the  wititer  cdmpeUed me  td  pmt  on  myf ara. 
Steok'  u^).  aa  they  bare  been^  they  keep  the  odor,  they  bad  in 
Rcnae-^-anddhl  thiftddoo-!  these  fur») 

Did  yoo  cvdr  notkre  bo^l^ia  peifufiiey  a  taise,  a  ooloet  tSui 
carry  you  to  any  place?    To  pass  a  winter  in  ¥sti&T   ©b^  no! 


Z^rs^y.Sl^ett^r  J>^.--  J  J^e^p  frofll  ^jeiW*.  •  I  W^t  U> 
go  away.  I  am  mbiip^  ^ex€.  I  toi^  ^/  tit»e,  ;tp7  Wne.  ,1 
39^  Jioisiff^t^.  I  riist  J/5ufifer.  I^m  ijI-ta*ippwJ— |:b^t  is 
ih^i^iftitl!  ,      .,j,    .-.^  ,^,.  ^    ....... I 

This  life  ^$  4i^i«^^4g.to  mc; .  -0*,  QofJ*  X3b,.ji?s4f?!  take  me 

Friday,  Sfpi^fnkir  i?i^*.^I..v^  .(o  4e»p^f)a|;^  .y^tftrd^y.  It 
perated  me.     I  was  ready  to  climb  over  the  w^i^  ^(i  \  v^t 

F)M^'j»  it^Q^iifm  aimgirf  r»^    Wby?    B^^oan^  ^^  ha«  i^aid 

lip^l^ifeo^ '  of  4Wr    Fjn^iiy,  wlj|^.  I  hi^fi^ed  Jw  to  J^t, bw  coixwe, 

j'^  Wp!  »Pi  tee  nsHHft  stay  ftw^yj  y-Qu  .^fe  unb^ppj  l>er^  and, 
having  notfeing.  fe^t^  tQ  ^<>,  w<ili  ti)r«e»t  binj,     ife  GgJ^  twu^ 

|;it>  je*e,  ^ttiJ^  «msh^  .4iid  ^tiipe^i^/* 

T©  nirbieH  I  r«pli^  wkb  p^ffiect  i^v>dpf ; 

**  I  do  not  think  that  P^cb*  wUt  be  offen(kid  with  ;?jy  frieaily 
{HcdiMtry.    If  I  J^gh 4fi<i't«a«9  Mm  ^Xi\A%  jit  i^.feapaw^  he 
««'f»y  li^r  mJ^tifM»-^»oist  my  l^rptbp^'* 
'  She  lodlMd  -lit  oie  j»  )9Qf  ii«^9  9iid  saM; 

"  Do  you  k^ow  wto*  i^  Jb^  teifijht  ^  f^iJy?" 

•^  To  fall  in  l<jve  witih  Xott^^^in.** 

lostincl^ety  conw^cting  this  pbf*ae  with  PM4y  /Hturs,  I 
blushed  to.  tt^iei^rB* 

Sunday y  Octoi^  f/^*r^We  Ji^«  mikd  on  Prwcff  S^rg^  Kjotd?- 
oubey. 

My  fdiher  dffissed  htm^slf  f^eat^l^y^  €K>  i»4icb^tha^  b^  \rore 
gloves  M  t00  liifht  4  cojor. 

^  wore  white,  as  at  the  races  at  Naples,  only  I  h^  A  tot  .cpr- 
ttved  with  Mack  feathers  of  ihe  pl9s$^  f^slwiaabli^  ,JU>9sian 
shape,  wbich  i  xjk)  not  Uice,  ^i  wbj^  wa|i  {^l>praprigt^» 

/Fhfi  prince's  comUary  b^Ufse  i^  m^  mX^ixov^Q^^xomi^  jt  is 
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the  famous  Dikanka  sung  of  by  Poushkine  when  he  tells  of 
the  loves  of  Mazeppa  and  Marie  Kotchoubey. 

The  property  was  specially  improved  by  Prince  Victor 
Pavlovitch  Kotchoubey,  Grand  Chancelor  of  the  Empire,  a 
remarkable  statesman,  father  of  the  present  prince. 

Dikanka,  for  the  beauty  of  its  garden,  park,  and  buildings  is 
the  rival  of  the  Borghese  and  Doria  villas  at  Rome.  Except- 
ing the  inimitable  antiquities,  Dikanka  is  perhaps  richer;  it  is 
almost  a  town. 

I  do  not  speak  of  the  peasant  homes,  only  of  the  house  itself 
and  its  surroundings.  I  am  astonished  to  find  such  a  residence 
in  the  middle  of  Little  Russia.  What  a  pity  no  one  knows  of 
its  existence!  There  are  many  courts,  stables,  factories^ 
machines,  and  work-shops,  for  the  prince  has  a  mania  for  build- 
ing, manufacturing,  and  ornamenting.  But,  once  the  door  of 
the  house  is  open,  all  resemblance  to  Italy  vanishes. 

The  hall  is  ridiculously  small,  and  one  only  sees  a  fine  noble- 
man's house;  but  none  of  the  splendor,  majesty,  and  divine  art 
which  ravish  the  soul  in  the  Italian  palaces. 

The  prince  is  from  fifty  to  fifty-five  years  old,  a  widower 
for  the  last  ten  years,  I  believe.  He  is  the  type  of  the  Russian 
nobleman,  one  of  those  men  of  times  gone  by,  whom  the  world 
begins  to  consider  of  another  species  than  our  own. 

His  manners  and  conversation  at  first  confused  me,  so  stupid 
have  I  become;  but  after  five  minutes,  I  felt  very  contented. 

Offering  his  arm,  he  took  me  to  the  principal  pictures  and 
through  the  rooms.  The  dining-room  is  magnificent.  I  sat  in 
the  place  of  honor  on  the  right,  the  prince  and  my  father  on 
the  left. 

Farther  away  sat  many  persons  who  were  not  presented  to 
me  and  who  humbly  took  their  places — ^the  tenants  of  the 
Middle  Ages. 

All  was  going  ravishingly,  when  I  felt  ill,  my  head  swam, 
I  rose  from  the  table;  fortunately,  the  meal  was  over. 

I  entered  the  Moorish  room,  sat  down,  and  almost  fainted. 
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They  showed  me  the  pictures  and  statuettes,  the  portrait  of 
Prince  Basile  and  his  bloody  shirt  hanging  in  a  closet  of  which 
the  picture  is  the  door.  I  was  taken  to  see  the  horses,  but 
could  see  nothing.    Then  we  left. 

Saturday^  October  14/^.-^1  have  received  some  gowns  from 
Paf  is.     I  dressed  and  went  out  with  Paul. 

Poltava  is  a  more  interesting  town  than  people  think.     The 
first  remarkable  thing  is  the  little  church  of  Peter  the  Great;  it 
is  wooden,  and  to  preserve  it  a  brick  casing  has  been  built. 
Between  this  casing  and  the  walls  of  the  church,  a  man  can . 
pass. 

Right  beside  the  church  is  a  column,  erected  in  the  very 

place  where,  after  having  gained  the  battle  of ^  June, 

1709,  the  Emperor  deigned  to  rest  himself,  seated  on  a  stone. 
The  column  is  in  bronze. 

I  entered  the  old  wooden  chufch,  knelt,  ai>d  touched  the 
floor  three  times  with  ray  forehead.  It  is  said  that  by  doing 
this  the  first  time  one  enters  any  church,  whatever  one  wishes 
will  be  brought  about. 

Following  up  my  curiosity-hunting,  I  went  to  see  the  great 
convent  of  Poltava. 

It  is  on  top  of  the  second  hill.    Poltava  is  on  two  hills. 

There  is  nothing  remarkable  there  but  the  altar-stand,  which 
is  in  wonderfully  carved  wood. 

^  It  is  there  that  my  ancestor,  the  father  of  Grandpapa  Baba- 
nine,  is  buried.     I  made  a  bow  to  his  tomb. 

Tuesday y  October  i^th, — ^We  played  croquet. 

'^  Pacha,  what  would  you  do  to  any  one  who  bad  offended, 
cruelly  offended  me?" 

"  I  would  kill  him,"  he  answered,  simply. 

"  You  have  fine  words  on  your  tongue,  Pacha;  but  you  are 
laughing." 

"  And  you?" 

They  call  me  the  devil,  the  Jiurricane,  the  demon,  the,  stoiin. 
,    •    .    I  am  all  these  since  yesterday. 
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Whea  1  becdflWe  calmer,  1  pfwpo&mfed  Hhc  most  diverse  vi^cws 
on  few.  • 

My  €o«s*A  l»aid  i^*calFy  br<D«rf  tfeoflgHts,  atrrd  Diatite  mfgfit  have- 
borrowed  from  him  his  divine  t&rer  for*  Bte^trice     * 

••I  sUmlfl  ito  d-diMbt  be  m  rwe,**  daifd  he-,  «* 5ot  I  sh^ff  never 
marry.** 

'♦  Wha«  fei  Ibgrt^  you  i»B»w>eenf  ?  We  vrttip  y<srtttg  people-  wfto 
t»&  kiteetbai.*" 

"  B^ca'tfse'— •*  he  eoflrtmiferf,  "  I  shotrfd  wish  my  love  id  larst 
fcvever,  a«  leasst  in  tma^ridttfOft  prwtemrrgf  itS'  diriri^  pJurity 
and  strength.  Marriage  extinguishes  love  just  as  it  inspires  it.* 

iraug^cf."      •'  '•  " 

"Verf  gaad,'''said  his  nfotJher,  whSfet  t*e  ferrfbte  orator 
bitfsfced  antf  sfcraffrlr  back  coitifitserf  by-  Ws.  own  wopdte. ' 

All  this  time  I  was  looking  in  the  fflh'rGr  ancf  crcrttrrtg*  my 
hair,  which  wa*f(5o»ltm'^overillhe  forefr^ad. 

"Take  tfhSf,'*  T  satd  to^ "  Thi*-  IntioceAt,"  throwftrg  Wiffd  tnft* 
of  |iE)fd^n-  rfed  fhtearfs'.    *  I  ■  give  fteitt*  to  yon  ag  a  ^dnv^eiTfr.  * ' 

He  not  only  took  them,  but  his  voice  arrf  gfance  trembted, 
artd  T^eftt  1  waAted  to-  take  themftacfe,  he  looted* at  mestrangel'y , 
like  a  child  who  has  received  a  toy  which  hethrrrJrs  a  treastire. 

I  gave  my  eotttftr  **-Gorftfiie  *'  ta  re^,  after  this  h6  teft  tfre 

Corinne  and  Lord  Melvil  were  wafliihig'  a'c'foss'  the  ftrfdge  csV 
Sf.  Artgefa  *^Cf ossfng  th?s  brfd^  '•  says  Z^^  ifift?/z;//,  "  oh  m^ 
return  from  the  Capitof,  f'ffrst  darerf  fhfrtUr  of  you*.**  There  rsr 
nothing  particular  mtftTS  seftteifice^but,  iast  night,  it  had' a 
stithvge-  ^ect  orf'me.  Moreover,  1  feef  ft  every- time  I  open 
the  book. 

Has  anyone  ever  saJd  anythfrig'  fifre  this  t(t  me? 

TTiewr  i*  ^mef Wng  ina^c^l  '^rf'tfeifee  wcffds,  sftnple  as  they 
seem.  Is  it  then  simplicity?  Perhaps  it  is^  an  associa^fofr  of* 
ideas.  '•  '  * 

V^Hdfay-,  ftiflb*r'2d/#.^tff^'S^' fh'^^tfi^  6i  ffte  mbt^iffng, 

with  the  earth  lightly' pbwttef^cf'Wttfi  snow,  fflce  Itfadame  B— 's 


face,  we  were  hunting.  Mfchid  broagtit'liit  paek  ^i  grey- 
hounds. As  soon  as  we  were  in  the  fields,  I  motHlWcd  my 
toarsfg  ^itbout  taking  off  m^rtdcnlowhiNSh  I  laisteodd  V6ulid  my 
waist  with  a  belt.     I  had  three  dogs  to  lead. 

The  kost,  the  snow,  the  horses,  ati4t^<ittiidiit^lteai<fe  of  the 
hcmnds  tlied  me  with  lAefiiigiht    I  Mt  t!r]Hnif4iatit. 

Pacha,  also  riding,  was  very  aiaiabfe^  wliidi  «utt$  hiM  iMufly 
jtiuidistturbsfiK.  Hovavej^aoHMhifeduing^^Metemtierisnotto 
be  disdained. 

**  Pacha,  there  is  a  person  irko  kMO^ftme  hoirfbiy  (reassure 
yourself,  it  is  not  Aunt  T — )  and  I  should  like  to  ^zteniiinate 
this  person  in  a  polite  way." 

'' Good,  use  cfltt!" 

^TTttly?" 

"Tjyttr 

''  On  jv)ur  wt)i$[  bE  honor;,  ^  wM  not  6pealc  ^  HT* 

"On  my  word  of  honor." 

Owing  to  tlMioe  few  words,  (here  ifi  (pow  a^oft^  altiance 
between  me  a«d  **  The  Innocelit.*' 

We  have  to  €peak  «oft]y,  in  Snglisb,  whenever  his  mother 
i$  away. 

Pacha  wished  to  continue  his  love-making.  I  -gav«  Wm  my 
two  fingers  to  kiss,  and  lent  him  some  poetry  of  Victor  Hugo. 
I  treat  him  like  a  brother,  whkth  Ke  l#.  ^ 

Monday y  October  2^d. — YaMii^rday,  we  pcfccked  <Kif selves  in  a 
coup^  with  six  horses,  and  started  for  Poltava. 

The  trip  was  pleasant.  The  tears  that  f%tt  -on  leaving  the 
paternal  roof  brought  about  general  emotion,  and  Pacha 
exdiakmmA  that  lio  was  "iiia^ly  'in  ^V6. 

"  I  fmrnxlt  btrwa,**  hecdSd;  ♦'but  I  wiMAot  eoy  W«eh'whom!" 

"  if  yoo  ^B?  not  in  iove  w^th  me,*'  I  «ded;  '*  I  dete^  yonV* 

My  feet  were  cold,  he  took  olf  his  doak  and  wrapped  them 
in  It. 

"  FAcha,  s^ar  to  x^  me  the  tr^tfef 

"  I  swear  it" 
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"  With  whom  Arc  you  in  love?" 

"Why?" 

"  It  interests  me;  we  are  relations,  I  am  carious  and — and — 
it  amuses  me." 

•*  You  see>  it  amuses  you." 

''Of  course,  but  do  not  take  offense.  I  am  interested  in 
you,  and  you  are  a  br^ve  lad." 

''  You  see  how  you  are  laughing,  and  you  will  make  fun  of 
me  afterward." 

"  With  whom  are  you  in  love?" 

"With  you!" 

"Truly?" 

"  On  my  honor.  I  never  speak  as  they  do  in  novels.  Do 
you  want  me  to  fall  on  my  knees  and  talk  a  lot  of  nonsense?" 

"My  dear  friend,  you  are  imitating  someone  I  know." 

"  As  you  please,  Moussia;  but  I  am  telling  the  truth." 

"But  it  is  folly." 

"Possibly,  but  it  pleases  me.  It  is  a  hopeless  love,  just 
what  I  required.  I  wanted  to  suffer,  to  be  tormented,  and 
then,  when  she  has  gone  away,  I  shall  have  something  to 
dream  of,  something  to  regret.  I  shall  feel  myself  a  martyr^ 
it  will  be  happiness." 

"Innocent!" 

"  Innocent?    Why  *  Innocent?* " 

"  But  we  are  brother  and  sister." 

"No.    Cousins." 

"  It  is  the  same  thing." 

"Oh,  no!" 

Then  I  began  to  tease  my  lover.  Always  the  one  I  do  not  want! 

I  set  out  with  Paul,  sendittg  Pacha  back  to  Gavronzi.  At 
the  station  we  met  Count  M. — ,  and  he  politely  gave  me  the 
assistance  I  required  in.  the  Cars. 

They  woke  me  at  the  third  station,  and  as  I  passed  in  front 
of  the  count  whom  I  believed  asleep,  I  heard  him  say:  "  I 
kept  awake  specially  to  see  you  piass." 
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They  were  waiting:  for  me  at  Tcbermakovkay  but  I  retired 
at  once,  thoroughly  tired. 

My  uncles  Etienne  and  Alexander,  with  their  wives  and  chil* 
dren,  came  to  see  me  in  bed. 

I  will  return  to  my  own  friends.  I  am  no  sooner  here  than  I 
feel  better,  there  I  shall  be  at  rest 

I  have  seen  my  nurse  Martha. 

Tuesday^  October  34M. — I  had  no  childhood;  but  the  house 
in  which  I  grew  up  is  dear  to  me  and  awakens  my  emotions.  I 
know  everybody  and  everjrthing.  Our  servants,  from  father  to 
son,  growing  old  in  our  employ,  look  astonished  to  see  me  so 
grown,  and  I  should  enjoy  some  sweet  memories,  were  not  my 
mind  poisoned  by  tormenting  thoughts. 

They  called  me  Mouche,  Mouka,  and  as  I  could  not  aspirate 
the  Russian  ^,  I  called  myself  with  a  French  pronunciation, 
Moucha,  which  means  martyrdom.    A  mournful  coincidence. 

I  dreamed  of  A —  for  the  first  time  since  I  left  Nice. 

Dominica  and  her  daughter  came  in  the  evening,  after 
receiving  my  letter  written  this  morning.  We  stayed  a  long 
while  in  the  dining-room  which  communicates  with  the  sitting- 
room  by  an  undraped  arch. 

My  Agrippina  dress  was  a  great  success.  I  sang,  walking 
up  and  down  to  master  the  timidity  I  always  feel  when  I 
sing. 

Why  should  I  write?  What  have  I  to  tell?  I  must  bore 
people  terribly.    Ah,  have  patience! 

Sextus  V.  was  only  a  swine-herd,  and  Sextus  V.  became 
Pope. 

I  will  begin  again. 

With  Lola,  there  seemed  to  come  a  breath  of  Rome.  We 
seemed  to  be  returning  from  the  opera  or  the  Pincio. 

My  grandfather's  library  gives  a  wide  choice  of  rare  and 
curious  books.     I  selected  some  to  read  with  Lola. 

Thursday y  October  26M. — Blessed  be  the  railroad!  We  are  at 
Kharkoff,  in  the  house  of  the  famous  host  Andrieux;  we  came 


2M  j(>tfft#A]&  c*-  y^ARtt'  ftiisrflftRfsftin^. 

oo  h4fne1i  ^fittty  yeai^  ^d^-^aMp&paT^  h&t^n.     Otff  (fepart^ 
ure  was  as  brilliant  as  a  display  of  fireWOfka;  W€*  W^f6  Ml  of 

sj<iiip)0  a^d  bofle'^'^yrt.    I  can  bi'e«'tl>e  freely  ttmcfttg  people 

who  wish  me  only  happiness.  '  •  ' 

i  My  awg«r  ha#  pa«fe*d-  aWay/'Afld  agf^iJrt  1  di=^a^ftl  6f  l^i^r'o. 

At  the  theatre,  I  did  not  list^ft  tdthc  play,  but  d^^atMed;  bdf 

then  I  am  at  an  age  when  any  ^bj^t  Offevi  f6od  f&f  6testvAs. 

-  Shall  l^ow  "S^^me  m  ^M  1  work:  h*  P^i^> 

'  Rudi^Y  ^  -cir6itj0si^«e«s  itt^k^  It  Uyrti^,\^  rveatt-lbi'e^kifig. 

My  f atbdr  Iwi^  t^^gf aphdd-  f or  «Wf ' 

FridOfTj  OttolP^  4yfA— it^iirtffWif  frdrtf  TdhetttiaOfeow  i^  0ttt 
at^  ii€8t,  I  fourfldi  ^  lf€i«««r  fftrtft  iWf  fellWf  ^  ^rtd-  ^f!  <h€  cfvdfiftvg^ 
Uncle  Alexander  and  hi«#ifeadvfis^^  ffl^  W  ittki««cl  m^  latlif^if 
ta  take^  fti«  «o»  Itoftid. 

"^V^raeafl  do  iV' datd  NAdiffte;-  •'istlc6€<*d  arid.  i«  wrl!  fee  ^ 
tnw  pteaswe/' 

I  answfered  ift  tiloftosyltafefesy  fdr  I  h^  prottiiied  ttiysetf  to 

In'  fliy  rci&ta  1  haw  ufthtlng  dllf  ih^  iifattg^B  ctti^r:^  with 
gold  m^  mWm    I  win  place  «b« w  ?«  iwy  drartoff •  ?V?  M^  6"^/^/^: 

Sunday,  October  2gth  (i  7M). — I  hav#  ftttbffng  ihe  piCtu Ws  a»'  I  • 
(Sd  ih^.inWfCfe.  •  TiWfy  9«y  ^ti^  ef  tlierti  i*  a  Vett^mJie  afftd  One 
d  T^)t%\  but  I  sfhartl  krlo^  fert  Ni^ev  '  OttcJ^  *^rted,  I  teamed  iCt 
carry  off  everything.  Uncle  Alexander  seemed  displeased;  fetit 
tte  firtft  &ttp^aloii€f  wia6  di^<;dlt.  Onc6  Planed,  I  did  ^hett  I 
pleased. 

^ladiJie  n  tto  prot^tfess  ^*  thf*  itei^hlwfin'g  ^ch6o*^.  Slie 
has,  with  wonderful  energy,  undertaken  the  work  of  cwWitkt^ 
our  peasants.  • 

.  f  went  Otit  this  Dttctftilhg'lftth  Nad^,  t6  see  het  ^hool,  and 
afterward  t^f6d^n9J^lf  iri  IboMtig^ot^^  (Ad  tldtht^  aikl  g}Vifi|f 
tiw^fti  ^W&y  fighi  m4MtJ  €WtKSs»^of  IvoFm^tt'trhOhsId  b^een 
in  service  or  Iive4  nt^  tlJ^litWi^  (J^rtrie'fof  ttFcAi.  I  Wa^obfiged 
l«^  give. 

ffobttbly,  I  f»l>afl  tt^t^r  i^e  tchtttn^ow  stgmtt.   - 1  waw* 


dered  around  from  room  to  room  for  a  long  tifDe^^od  i)t  ^as 

and  charms  in  furniture  and  pictures;  who  bid  th^a^.go^- 
^^y>  good-bye;  who  find  frien^b  j^  £i^gp»^t^.  -ot^  wpOfi  and 
stuffs,  which,  froi3Bi.h^«ii^  b^eii  ^  ^ervipe  #^ad>*ving  been 
under  one's  eyes,  enter  into  ^d^'^  4ifis  «j^  becpiQ^  fi  p^rt  of 
<>oe'fiie3U*t^flq^     .    ..    - 

i^ugjji  (Wi!  .T^,fl[y>^t  /jefijiii^. -f entim£a4;«»  jar«  Jthe|»qi4  easily 
fidic^l^*  .  Wh^<,:^ocbQry  ^isigASy  Uie  JtiigJbf^  delip^y  pf 
sentiment  is  banisjlpye4« 

Wednesday y  November  ist — When  Paol  fin^nt  -out,  [  j^a^rjaJone 
with  that  honest  and  admirable  creei^e»*-;Pdi:ba.   .     . 

"  Dp  I  rsUjl  pl^^e  yftu?" 

"Ah,  M<3A^i^i|L,  fij^tiatito  yp.W  vWunp  tp.j^y?'*    •     . . 

"^eak|isi«ipjyp  WI^jt^q  yoj^  }i|i4e»0ir^i.Bg?  W.h]r  iiH^t  i»e 
t^W|^  ^djnd'  frao^f ?  .1  ^\,  .wft  «^4te  fw  1>f  .OWi/  ^M-l  li»ugj;i  it 
will  be  from  nervousness  and  nothing  else.  Xhen  ifiQ  IwpgAr 
please  you?" 

"  Why?" 

♦^  Wiell,  topcauw--  h^  I  can  mpt  ,say/* 

"  It  is  impossibik>)£^;iii|£l^  u^er^Uod  Y<^* 

"  If  I  do  not  i^AiSfiimym^i^\\  ^nf^sf^i  -jr-w-cw  be.Qa»did 
enough  for  that,  and  I  am  quite  indifferent '  Qofx^Xi^mx  does 
xsqr  .«iied^  ^  H»y  eyet^  di5pk»*sQ  yptt?"  ., 

"Why?",;,...  ..     .,  ;.  ,i      .,    ,     ..    ,.,:...  ..   ,.    ., 

"  B^^^Ml^ls,  *h.e  «K)f>ft»t.f  ♦ttfwa^lf  z^  tfe?ifopiiiQei^t-ir.beth^r  the 

nose  is  fin^/il^j*  Ui^iCjreiik^^irliiejPjfii^  that 

proves  that  love  exists  no  longer." 

"That  is  quite  true.     Who  told  youifc^t?"     '. 

"  Did  Ulysses  tell  you?"  '        . 

"No,"  he  replied,  "  I  can  not  tell.fiKba^icJ^Ar^pisYncu  i  will 
tell  you  candidly:  Your  carriage,  y<3fm  Qp«i^)^e^  «9rn4ir  4ibP¥e  ail. 
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"  Is  it  good?" 

**  Yes,  unless  you  are  acting  a  part,  which  can  not  always  be 
the  case." 

"  True  again,  and  my  face?" 

^*  It  has  beauties  that  may  be  called  classic." 

"  I  know  it.    Anything  else?" 

•*  Anything  else?  There  are  pretty  women  who  pass  by  and 
one  thinks  no  more  of  them;  but  there  are  faces  which 
are  both  pretty  and  charming — and  which  leave  a  strong 
impression,  an  agreeable,  charming  emotion." 

"  Perfect!  and  then?" 

"  How  you  question  me!" 

"  I  am  taking  advantage  of  a  chance  to  know  a  little  what 
people  think  of  me.  I  shall  not  soon  meet  another  person 
whom  I  can  question  like  this  without  compromising  myself. 
And  how  did  you  get  the  idea?  Did  it  come  on  you  suddenly, 
or  little  by  little?" 

"  Little  by  little." 

"Humph!" 

"That  is  the  best  way;  it's  the  most  solid.  What  we  love 
in  a  day,  we  cease  to  love  the  next,  while- 

"  You  are  poetical — ^this  will  last  forever?* 

"  Yes,  forever!" 

Our  talk  lasted  long  and  I  began  to  have  considerable 
respect  for  this  man  whose  love  is  respectful  as  a  religion,  and 
who  has  never  defiled  it  by  a  profane  word  or  look. 

"  Do  you  like  talking  of  love?"  I  asked  him,  suddenly. 

"  No;  to  speak  of  it  carelessly  is  a  profanation." 

"  Still  it  is  amusing. " 

"  Amusing!"  he  cried. 

"  Ah,  Pacha,  life  is  one  long  misery!  Have  I  ever  been  in 
love?" 

"  Never,"  he  answered. 

"  Why  do  you  think  so?" 

"On  account  of   your  character,  you  can  only  love  by 
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caprice.  To-day,  a  man;  to-morrow,  a  dress;  the  day  after, 
a  cat." 

'*  I  am  delighted  when  people  think  that  of  me.  And  you, 
my  dear  brother,  have  you  ever  been  in  love?" 

"  I  have  told  you  over  and  over  again;  you  know  it." 

"  No,  no,  I  do  not  speak  of  that,  but  before?" 

«  Never." 

'^  That  is  strange.  At  times  I  think  I  am  wrong  and  have 
taken  you  for  what  you  are  not." 

We  spoke  of  other  things  and  I  went  to  my  room.  What  a 
man!  No,  I  will  not  think  too  well  of  him,  the  disillusion  would 
be  too  disagreeable.  He  told  me  just  now  he  was  going  to  be 
a  soldier. 

"  To  win  glory,  I  tell  you  frankly." 

This  phrase,  spoken  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  half 
timid,  half  brave,  caused  me  intense  pleasure.  I  Hatter  myself, 
probably,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  ambition  was  once  foreign 
to  him.  I  believe  I  can  recall  the  strange  effect  which 
ambitious  words  had  on  him,  and  one  day,  while  I  spoke  of 
ambition  while  painting,  this  half-grown  man  rose  suddenly 
and  paced  the  room,  saying:  **  I  must  do  some  great  thing! 
I  must  do  something!" 

Thursday y  November  2d, — My  father  teases  me  about  every- 
thing. A  hundred  times  I  make  up  my  mind  to  give  every- 
thing up;  but  I  restrain  myself,  which  causes  me  unspeakable 
pain. 

Sndless  trouble  was  necessary  to  bring  him  to  Poltava 
to-night.  At  the  assembly  of  the  nobility  there  was  to  be  a 
concert  with  a  piano  quartet.  I  wished  to  go,  to  show  my- 
self, and  I  met  with  nothing  but  objections. 

It  is  not  enough  that  he  has  not  procured  the  least  pleasure 
for  me,  that  he  has  driven  away  those  who  were  possibly 
my  equals,  that  he  has  been  deaf  to  my  insinuations  and  even 
to  my  requests  about  a  wretched  amateur  performance!  That 
is  not  enough!    Now,  after  three  months'  coaxing  and  kind- 


n^s,  thr)e€  rrronths'  di^lay  of  wit  and  aitriatrrHty,  I  get— a 
^  strong  objection  to  my  going  to  tliis  miserable  concert!  That 
isftbt  afl/  I  w^  Jtblef to  affraiige tb  fd;t>trt  tfren  cartAe'-at  dis- 
pute on  the  choice  of  mydfes^.  He  warrted  me  to  wear  ar 
woolen  dres^-^a  wttfl^ing  diress.  Hatr  stnalF,  h^tr  trhwrrrfhy  of 
intelligent  beings!     •  ••:.• 

I  did  not  absolutely  need  my  father,  I  had  Narffne'and 
"Cfn-d-e  Afe*anrder,  iP^til  arrdPacha;-  birt  I  made  hiiri  go  from 
caprice,  and  much  to  my  discomfort.  ' 

My  ifather  thofi-ght  m6^  too  fine  antd'  made  itior^  trbable. 
Vfe  feared  that  I  sftotrld  appear  tbd  different  froti  'tft^  ladled 
of ':^bltlat^,'arrd1)egg€^d  me  t^fetited'ro'  dresi^  dfffcrditly'— he 
who  had  wished  me  to  dress  brilliantly  at  Kharkoff.  TTre 
result  was  the  destruction  of  a  pair  of  gfotes,  f  trri^us  eye^,  an 
abothrnaWe  tempeff,"  ahd— rro  change  ih  ttiy  driesa  We  arrhred 
when  the  cfoncbrt  was  hdlf  over,  t  errteiied  on  my  father^s 
arm,  uprfght  and  with  the' air  of  a  woman  safe  ofadmiratrotr. 
N^diffe,  Pair,  arid  Placha  foffowed.'  I  passed  Madame  Afraga' 
wHhotrt'bowrng;  and  we  saf  rn  the  firstf  seats  besfde  her. 

1  caHed  on  Mademoiselle  JCHetrich,  who,  wherf  she  became 
Mkdame  Abaga,  dfd  rtot  'rettfrn'  my  caff.   '  f  assxified  art'friscrieiit^ 
assurance  and  did  not  notice  her  in  spite  of  her  j^ances.     We 
were  at  once  sarrocrnded,  and  tlie  fdlers  of  the  Chtb,  y^Mch  is 
in  tfi^  Same  building;  came  fn  to  fook  on.         ''   ' 

*fTye  coTTcert  *  was  s^oon  over;  and  we  feff,  adcdmpaftfed  by 
several  men  on  horseback. 

'  '""tftdybii  bow  to  Madame  Abaga?''iiiyf^tfti?t  asKed.ihe 
sfev^al'tfrnes.-'  "  *\    ' '"   ''    '    "  '     -       *   ''; 

Thereupon  I  mad^  qTiite^^  speecfrj  aivi^ng  Ifiim  tS  despr^e 
others:  Tefes  and  to  exaiiime  himseff  more.  1  stcrng  hJm  to  the 
q^rck^  s^o  irttrch  ^  that  he  retfcrrrred  to  the  ctat),  "tjut  came  back 
to'Wl  me  that  Madame  \Abaga'  referred  td  alf  the  servants  ki 
the  hotel;  decterirrg  thai:  she  had  retutrred  my  calf,  with  het 
lifece,  the  very  ne^  day. 


My  fisithftr  was  in  goad  spirits.  He  had  been  mjsfdfi  compli- 
mented about  me.  ' 

J&B^h^^  ^cvt^rtlfer  j^4^  ipciobir  2^(t), — ^I  oug1«  to -have 
known  that  my  fattier ^oold  «ili«e  any  opporttinkyy  g^ieat  'or 
small,  to  revenge  himself  on  his  wife;  I  M^  it  tr^igti^ly  in 
my  mind,  but  I  beibvaed  in  tiie  ktudnegft  of  G^.  Mamina  is 
not  at  fault;  it  is  iatpotofeiiible.iOrltVe  wil^  ecidh  >ia  mai).^  He 
has  betrayed  WMtelf  6bdMet(;f .  I  ^tti  i^^w  4a  a  p<Mitilon  to 
fodge.  ':..'-, 

It  iiai9  been  snowing  $ifice  the  morning;  the  eqrth  fs  vA^^ 
and  die  traea  are  «(yrered  with  ito^  ««iilch  pr^d«oes4eUoiou^y 
vagu«  ooloriDg  toward  evening.  It  makes  me  l^ong  to  «ink 
into  the  grayish  fog  of  the  forest— »-it  «e»e«is  to  be  of  anotlMr 
worJd. 

B:iit  the  plea^nt  Fbokmg  oi  the  carriage,  t4ie  deliciouft  scent, 
of  the  first  snow,  the  indistinct  light  of  evening,- afl  tlieee 
catmidg  influences  did  not  'avail  to  diminish  my  indignaition 
«vhen  I  thought  (A  A-^,  a  «n<imbry  ^ich  tracks  me  like  a  wild 
beast  an)d  ailoivs  tne  no  titsmqail  momeiit. 

In  tlie  asuAtfy^  we  were  aca^reely  ki  the  drawing-^room  when 
my  faiher  l!)egaA  to  make  home  throsts^  and,  seeing  that  i 
remained.siient,  eJtciaiiiiedt 

**  Your  mother  declares  that  I  shall  end  my  life  in  the  goiaiitry 
witiihfcri    l^ewerr  ■    ' 

To'  re|iiy  iviculd  iiave  meant  lea^ring  the  ^hoMse  4t  once. 
Another  sacrifice!  I  thought,  and  at  least  I  «halj  hawe  dome 
everything  possible.  I  da«  wever  Xfiaxat  myeeif.  I  remained 
sitting,  and  did  not  utter  a  word;  but  for  a  long  time  I  shall 
nscall  tHat  minstbe.  VLj  4»kKld  ceased  to>  eirenlate  and  my-  heart 
stopj^  beating  a  moment,  twly  to  pa<l|)Stjae  afterward  iike  a 
dying  bird. 

I  took  my  place  at  table,  still  silent  ^»d  delfeewate.  My 
father  recognized  iiis  error  and  beigan  to  fiod  "fault  with  every- 
thing^ and  to  scold  the  servants  excessively  to  makeain  ekcuse 
for  being  angry  afterward.  '  ' 


«» 
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Suddenly,  he  took  a  seat  on  the  arm  of  my  chair,  and  threw 
his  arms  around  me.     I  freed  myself  at  once. 

*^  Oh,  no/'  I  said  in  a  firm  voice,  which  this  time  had  lost  all 
accent  of  fear.    **  I  will  not  remain  with  you." 

"  Yes,  oh  yes  you  must." 

And  he  tried  to  turn  the  matter  into  ridicule. 

**  It  is  I  who  should.be  angry,"  said  he. 

*'  Therefore,  I  do  not  allow  myself  to  become  so." 

Tuesday,  November  *]th, — I  have  broken  my  mirror.  Some 
death  or  great  misfortune  is  to  happen.  This  superstition 
freezes  me,  and  I  am  still  more  frozen  when  I  look  out  of  the 
window.  All  is  white  under  a  pearly-gray  sky.  It  is  long 
since  I  have  seen  such  a  picture. 

Paul,  with  the  natural  desire  of  youth  to  show  new  things  to 
new  people,  prepared  a  little  sleigh  and  triumphantly  took  me 
for  a  drive.  j 

This  sleigh  has  no  right  to  the  name;  it  is  simply  some 
miserable  boughs  nailed  together  and  covered  with  hay  and  a 
carpet.  The  horse,  harnessed  too  close,  threw  the  snow  in  our 
faces  and  sleeves,  in  my  shoes  and  in  my  eyes.  An  icy  dust 
covered  the  triple — lace  on  my  head  and  froze  in  the  folds. 

'<  You  told  me  to  go  abroad  at  the  same  time  as  you,"  said 
Pacha,  suddenly. 

"  I  did,  but  not  from  caprice.  You  could  do  me  a  favor  in 
coming,  and  you  will  not  come.  You  do  nothing  for  me;  for 
whom  will  you  do  something?" 

"  Ah,  you  know  well  why  I  can  not  come!" 

«  Why?" 

''You  know.  It  is  because  in  traveling  with  you,  I  should 
continue  to  see  you,  and  that  causes  me  intense  suffering." 

"Why  that?" 

"  Because  I  love  you." 

''  But,  in  coming,  you  could  be  of  such  use  to  me." 

"  I?    Useful  to  you?" 

^•Yes." 
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"No;  I  can  not  come.  I  will  look  after  you  from  afar.  If 
you  could  only  know/*  said  he,  in  a  low  and  touching  tone, 
**  if  you  could  only  know  how  I  suffer  sometimes!  One  must 
have  my  moral  strength  to  appear  always  calm  and  the  same." 

"  You  will  forget  me," 

"  Neverl" 

"  But  then?" 

My  voice  had  lost  all  tinge  of  raillery.    I  was  touched. 

"Poor  fellow!" 

I  stopped  before  saying  more,  feeling  that  my  pity  was  an 
insult. 

Why  is  it  so  delightful  to  hear  the  confession  of  sufferings 
which  you,  yourself,  have  caused?  The  more  unhappy  one  is 
for  love  of  you,  the  more  happy  you  are. 

"Come  with  us;  my  father  does  not  wish  to  take  Paul;  come!" 

"  You  can  not — we  know  it.     I  will  not  urge  you." 

I  took  an  inquisitorial  air  like  a  person  about  to  be  amused 
at  the  confession  of  some  folly. 

"Then  I  have  the  honor  to  be  your  first  love?  Charming! 
I  don't  believe  it!" 

"  Why?  Because  my  voice  does  not  tremble,  and  tears  do 
not  come  into  my  eyes.     I  have  a  will  of  iron,  that  is  all." 

"And  I,  who  wished  to  give  you  something,  I — " 

"  What?" 

I  showed  him  a  little  image  of  the  Virgin  suspended  at  my 
neck  by  a  white  ribbon. 

"  Give  it  to  me." 

"You  don't  deserve  it." 

"Ah,  Moussia,"  he  said,  sighing,  "I  assure  you  that  I  do 
deserve  it.  What  I  feel  is  the  attachment  of  a  dog,  a  devotion 
without  bounds." 

"Approach,  young  man,  and  I  will  give  you  my  blessing." 

"  Your  blessing?" 

"  My  real  one.    I  have  made  you  speak  in  this  way,  because 

10 
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I  wanted  tb  know  th^^  feeling*  off  tho6^  who  are  in  love,  l^'or, 
fiuppose  thAt  I  should  fall  Iti  lov6  some  dAy,  it  Woiild  ht  Well 
for  hie  to  be  able  to  recognise  the  symptdnik"  '     ' 

^•Give  me  that  imag^i,"  feaid  **The  IilriOceftt/^whbhW  htvtJr 
taken  his  eyes  off  it.  ...:.' 

He  knelt  down  upon  the  chair,  on  the  back  of  Which  I  was 
leaning,  and  tried  to  take  the  image,  but  I  stopped  hiih.  • 

**  No>  nor  arottrid  ths  Aeck/? 

And  I  passed  it  around  his  neck,  still  warih  afe  it  Wais'  from 
contact  With. my  fleih.  '     ■' 

"  Oh!"  he  exclaimed.  **  Thank  you  for  that!  Thank  yoU!^* 
and  he  kisfeed  my  Hand  ^/Ais  mih  da^'rd,  iof  the  fifet  time/' 

WidhiS^y,  'jY^WW^A^^  •  8/>5»^Th#r6  Is*  aA  -^i^b4/'>w^  df  show 

upon  the  ground,  but  the  weather*  i4  eleeip  and  ^m.  *  We  agaih 
went  sleighing  bbt  in  a  largtf  «I^gh)  which  was  d  ml^tak^,  for 

the  snow  is  not  firm  enough  to  support  the  heavy  iron  miners. 
Paul  drove,  and  taking  adtantage  of  a  mortr^At  wh^h  Pacha 
was  not  firmly  seated^  he  lashed  iht  Hori^s  iivi^o  a  fUn,  spatter- 
ing us  with  snow,  and  making  Pacha  yell,  and  my  Venerated 
person  lai^gh.    Hd  drove  us  through  ^uch  road^  and  \tii(y  such 

masses  of  snow  that  we  could  do  nothing  but  beg'  for  mtttCy 
and  laugh*  Sleigh-rldlng,  hoWdver  Serit^U^ly '  urtdertaken, 
always  «eena8  Hk©  a  child'd  gamei  .  - .  «      . 

Paul  was  ori  my  right,  and  Paeha  'on-  my  left.    I -made  him 

put  his  arm  behind  me,  so  that  his  arm,  his  body,  arid  Paul's, 
formed  a  comfortable  a'rm-chain , . 

The  cold  frightened  me  less  than  before.  I  had  dh  bhiy  my 
fur  cloak  and  cap,  and  that  rendered  my  movement^  freer  and 
also  my  words. 

In  the  evening;  I  sit  ddwn  at  the  piano  and  played*  ^'  The 
Reading  of  the  Letter  of  Vena*,**  a  charming  air  fr6m  *<La 
Belle  H^ldne." 

.  "La  Belle  HtStene  •*  is  really  a  delightful  dpera!'   Offenbach, 
when  he  composed  it,  was  at  the  beginning  of  his'  tafeei^,  and 

had  not  yet  debased  h\%  g^ius  by  writing  trivial  operettas. 
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I  played  a  long  time— r  don't  know  what,  sortiething  slow, 
passionate,  and  tender  as  Mendelssohn  •^' '*  Songs  Without 
Words;'' whei^'well  rendered,  aloni  can  be.  '      ' 

I  drank  four  cups  of  tea,  whi!e  we  disaissed  mnsic. 

"It  has  a  great  influence  over  me, ""said  Pacha,  "I  feel 
very  strange. '  It  produces  upon  me  a  sentimental  effect,  and 
as  I  listen,  I  cbuld  say  what  I  would  noft  dare  to  say  other- 
wise/' 1       .    .    .    .  .,.:..,.: 

"  Music  is' a  trditrdss,  Pacha;  beware  of  her,  she  makes  jfou 
do  many  things  yoti  wotild  not'  do,  if  yotir  head  were  cool. 
She  seizes  hold  of  you,  twines  herself  around  you,  makes  you 
lose  your  senfees^^and  then  insttrtlble.**    -   *    •    • 

I  spoke  of  Rome  and  the  clairvoyant,  Alexis. 

Pacha  listened  and 'sighed  in  his'  corner;  and  when  he 
approached  the  light,^  the  expression  of  his  face  told  me',  mdre 
than  all  the  words  in  the  world,  what  the  poor  fdlow  Was 
saffering.    '■'  ■.•■;..   i 

{j^otice  tny  ferodotts  vdhily\  my  eagerness'  to  riote  th^  details  af 
the  ravages  of  which  I  dm  the  cause,  I  am  a  vulgar  coquette;  of' 
— no — simply  a  woman ^         '  ^        .  . 

• ' "  We  are  rtidancholy  this  everting;'*  T  said,  getftly.  ^     ^     ' 

"Ye^,"  he  satd,  with  an  effort,  "yDU  played,  and  I— I  don*t 
know —  I  hare  a  ^oft  of 'fever,  I  think."      -.     ' 

"Go  and  sleep,  my  friend-  I  am  going  upstaii^.  But  first 
help  me  to' carry  my  books." 

Thursday,  No^rember  ^th. — My  Stay  will,  at  least,,  have  been 
of  use  to  tne  m  giving  me  a  knowledge  of' the  splendid  liter- 
ature of  my  countiy.'  But  of  what  do-these  poets  and  Writers 
speak?     i'he South!  '         '  '   '  •        ^     :    .;.     . 

Arid  fii^st  hiu^t  bte  mentioned 'Gogol,  our  humonstic  stai-.' 
His  description  of  Rome  made  nie  weep  ahd  sigh;  but  one 
cati  have  no  idea  of  htm,  without  reading  hhn.  '-   * 

He  Will  be  translated  feoiiie  'dnj.  -  And  those  Who'  have  had 
the  happiness  of  seeing  Rome,  will  understand  my  emotion.    - 

Oh!  When  shall  I  leave  tlits  country,  s6  griajf,  so 'Cold,  -so 
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arid,  even   in  summer,  and   in   the  bright  sunlight?      The 
foliage  is  shabby,  and  the  sky  is  less  blue  than — down  below. 

Friday^  November  loth, — I  have  just  been  reading  over  my 
journal,  and  I  am  disgusted  with  it — anxious,  discouraged. 

Rome!    I  can  say  nothing  else. 

I  have  sat  five  minutes  with  my  pen  in  my  hand,  and  I  do 
not  know  what  to  say,  my  heart  is  so  full.  But  the  time  is 
approaching,  and  I  shall  see  A —  again.  To  see  A —  again, 
frightens  me.  And  yet,  I  think  that  I  do  not  love  him;  I  am 
even  sure  of  it.  But  the  memory  of  it  all — my  sorrow,  my 
uneasiness  as  to  the  future,  the  fear  of  an  affront!  A — !  How 
often  that  name  has  been  written  by  my  pen,  and  how  I  hate  it! 

You  think  that  I  wish  to  die!  Idiots  that  you  are!  I  adore 
life,  such  as  it  is;  and  I  bless  the  sorrows,  the  anguish,  the 
tears  which  God  sends  me,  and  I  am  happy! 

In  fact,  I  have  dwelt  so  much  on  the  idea  of  being  unhappy, 
that  when  I  am  shut  up  in  my  own  room,  away  from  the  world 
and  men,  I  say  to  myself,  that  perhaps  I  am  not  so  much  to  be 
pitied,  after  all. 

Why  weep,  then? 

Saturday y  November  iiM.— This  morning,  at  8  o'clock,  I  left 
Gavronzi,  and  not  without  a  slight  feeling  of — regret?  No;  but 
something  springing  from  the  dislike  we  always  feel  at  leaving 
a  place  to  which  we  have  become  accustomed. 

All  the  servants  came  out  into  the  court.  I  gave  them  all 
some  money,  and  to  the  housekeeper,  a  gold  bracelet. 

The  snow  was  melting;  but  there  was  enough  of  it  left  to 
blow  in  our  faces  during  the  journey,  and  in  spite  of  my  wish 
to  keep  my  face  uncovered,  so  as  to  make  my  philosophical 
observations  like  Monsieur  Prudhomme,  I  was  forced,  by  the 
inexorable  wind,  to  muffle  myself  up  completely. 

I  went  straight  to  the  house  of  my  Uncle  Alexander,  whose 
name  I  saw  upon  the  plate,  and  he  told  me  the  following  anec- 
dote: 

A  gentleman  was  traveling  with  an  officer,   in   the   same 
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failway  carriage.  They  engaged  in  a  desultory  conversation 
upon  the  new  law  concerning  horses.  *'  Was  it  you,  Monsieur, 
who  was  sent  into  our  district?*'  asked  the  gentleman,  of  the 
officer.  "Yes,  Monsieur."  "Then  you  have, doubtless,  reg- 
istered the  Isabella  horses  of  our  marshal,  Bashkirtseff.^ 
"  Yes,  Monsieur."  And  the  officer  described  their  faults  and 
their  good  qualities. 

"  Do  you  know  Mademoiselle  Bashkirtseff?" 

"  No,  Monsieur,  I  have  not  that  honor.  I  have  only  seen 
her;  but  I  know  Monsieur  Bashkirtseff.  Mademoiselle  Bash- 
kirtsefif  is  a  lovely  girl;  she  is  a  real  beauty;  and  her  beauty  has 
something  independent,  original,  ingenuous  about  it.  I  saw 
her  in  a  railway  carriage,  and  my  companions  and  I  were  posi- 
tively startled  by  her  appearance."  "  That  is  all  the  more  agree- 
able for  me  to  hear,"  said  the  gentleman,  "as  I  am  her  uncle." 
"  And  I,  Monsieur,  am  named  Soumorokoff.  But  your  name?" 
"Babanine."  "Enchanted."  "Charmed,"  etc.,  etc.  The 
count  did  not  cease  repeating  that  my  place  was  in  St.  Peters- 
burg, and  that  it  was  outrageous  to  keep  me  at  Poltava. 

Ah!  my  father!  my  father! 

"But,  uncle," I  said,  "you  have,  probably,  invented  all  this." 

"  May  I  never  see  my  wife  and  children  again,  and  may  the 
lightning  strike  me,  if  I  have  invented  a  single  word!" 

My  father  was  in  a  rage,  to  which  I  did  not  pay  the  slightest 
attention. 

Poltava^  Wednesday^  November  i$fA. — Sunday  evening  I  left 
with  my  father,  after  having  seen  much  of  Prince  Michel  and 
the  others,  during  my  last  two  days  in  Russia. 

At  the  station,  there  was  only  my  family  with  me,  but  many 
strangers  stared  curiously  at  our  luggage. 

The  journey  to  Vienna  alone  cost  me  nearly  500  roubles.  I 
paid  for  it  all  myself.  The  horses  came  with  us,  under  the 
charge  of  Chocolate  and  Kouzma,  my  father's  valet. 

I  wanted  to  lake  a  different  man,  but  Kouzma,  devoured  by 
a  desire  to  journey,  begged  to  go. 
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(^hpcolaie  will  keep  a.  sharp,  lookout^  for  K.o^;Kma  is  a  sor^ 
of  abseat-mlnded  idiot,  who  would  let.^he  hprsies  be  stolen 
from  him,  and  even  his  own  clothes. 

He  married;^  girl  who  had  loved  him.. for  iql  Ipag'time,  aiiid 
after  the  <;eremony,  he  fled  to  the  ga^denL^uad-rAm^ined  there 
two  hours,  jweeping  and  complaining:  like  a  -madman.  He 
really  is  a  little  mad,  I  think,  and  his  bewildenr^d  manner  is 
very  noticeable.  .  >-.       .         ,        ' 

My  father, was  in  a  f upae  all  thee , time.  ■.  As  for  me*:' I  walked 
up  and  down  the  platform  as  if  I  were  at.  h<>me^  I^cha  stood 
off  at  a  distance  and  kept  his  eyes  pn  me.  cpo^tantly..  .  . 
.;  At  the  Ijast  moment  it  was  discovered  that  there., was  a.  pack*, 
age  missiing,  then  thjsre  arose/a  n^iniature  tempest  and  theve 
was  a  great. running  tq  and  fro.  An^alia  tfied  .^o  es^cuse  her- 
self, and  I  xeprofached  her  with  serving  me  badly*  The  public 
listened  and  :was  amused^  .which  I  observing^  redoubled  my 
eloquence,  in  .^he  language:  of  Dante..  It.  especially  amused 
me,  because  the  train  was  waiting  for  us.  Theyre  is  pne  good 
thing  in  this  wretched,  country;,  one  ts  Iqrd  and  ;ma$ter  there* 

Uncle  Alexander,  Paul,  and  Pacha  enteri^d  the  carriiagc;  but 
the  third  bell  announced  that  we  were  about  txy  start  a^d  they 
pressed. around  me.  -  .»  ! 

"  Paul,  Paul,"  exclaimed  Pacha,  **  let  me  say  good-bye  to  her, 
at  least,      . »  ^  '.■•■•.•<.  i  /.■ ■> :     : 

"  Let  him  come  to  me,"  I  said.  i  . 

He  kissed  my  ha^d,  aqd  I  touched  with  my  lips  bis  cheek 
near  the  eye.  This  is  the  pustom  in  Kiqssia,:  but  I  never  mbde 
a  practice  of  it.    .  =  ,  ;.',...-••   :  :  i  /  .i  ^.    .     >     .      • 

They  waited  foi;  the  whistle,  and.  it/ was  not  long  before  it 
blew.  .  :  ^. 

!   "Well?"  said  h  .;/.:. 

*>  1. still  havetime,"  said  Pacha. 

The  train  began  -to  move  slowly,  and -Pacha  commenced  to 
speak  very  quickly,  bpt  not  knowing  what  he  said*        .: /.•» 
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V^  Yes,  adieu,  ir«>«?^."^ 

He  leaped  upon  the  platform,  after  having  again  kissed  my 
haxkl — >thekids  of  a.'  faithful  and  reipectful  dog. 

.  1^  Well,  wciif*  called  .my  father,  from  within-,:  for  we  were  in 
the  passage-way  of  the  car. 

I  can)e.toi:him,  bnit  so  afflicted  by  the  sorrow  of  which  I 
was  the  cause,  that  I  immediately  laid  down  and  closed  my 
<^es  to  be  free  to  thamk. 

Foot  Pacha!  dear,  noble  boy,  if  I  regret  anything  in  Russia 
it  is  that  heart  of  gold,  that  loyal  char^er^  that  direct  and 
manly:  ^irit.  \     •   \      ■     '    ■ 

Am  I  really  s^ry?  Yes.  A*  if  it  were  possible  to  be 
insensible  to  the  just  pride  of  having  such  a  friend!     . 

Thd  night  from  Tuesdajrtoi  Wednesday,  i  slept  very  well 
in  a  bed,  as  if:  I:  were^  in  a  hotel. 


I  am  in  Vienna.  Physically  speaking,  my  journey  was  per- 
fect. I  slept  well,  ate  well,  and  was  well.  Thatls  the  chief 
thing,  and  possible  only  in- Russia,  where  the  railway  carriages 
are  heated  and  have  dressing-rooms. 

My  father  was'' passably  pleasaiit.  We  played  cards  amd 
amused  ourselves  by  et^itteii^i^g  our  fellow-4ravelers'.  Bat  this: 
evening  fae  w^disd^eable  in  his^own  peculiar  way. 

He  took  a  box  at  the  opera,  but  refused  to  aboompany  me, 
unless  we  wentin  our  traveling'dTesses.  •       ' 

.  "You  take  advantage  of  njy  position,-*  I  said;  *.'but  I  will 
not  permit  anyone  to  tyrannize  over  rfle.  I  shall  not  go.  Good- 
night." 

And  here '/I  am.  in  my  own  room.  My  position?  Yes,  I 
haven't  a  sotf,  foi?  1  have  only  drafts  upon  Paris,  which  will  be 
of  no  use  to  me  until  I  arrive  there/ 

•  Before  abandottiiig  my  horses,  I  gave  jo®  roubles  to  Kouzma 
and  that  left  be  with  only  ftiy  driafts.'  I  told  this  to  my  father 
wh6  was  offended,  and  took  the  most  noble  attitude,  excl^m- 
ing  that jexpense  was  iK^hiiig  t6  him,  and  to  spend  for  me  was 
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a  mere  trifle,  in  comparison  with  what  he  had  been  accustomed 
to  spend  all  his  life. 

This  place  really  seems  like  Europe  and.  civilization;  the  fine, 
lofty  houses  raise  my  spirits  as  high  as  their  topmost  story. 
The  low  structures  of  Poltava  crushed  me  down.  I  do  miss, 
however,  the  fine  light  we  had  in  the  railway  carnages  yes- 
terday. 

' Saturday,  November  iZth, — We  arrived  in  Paris  this  morning 
at  5  o'clock. 

We  found  a  dispatch  from  mamma  at  the  Grand  Hotel, 
where  we  had  rooms  on  the  first  floor.  I  took  a  bath  and 
waited  for  mamma;  but  I  was  in  such  low  spirits  that  nothing 
roused  me. 

She  arrived  with  Dina.  Dina  cheerful,  tranquil,  and  con- 
tinuing her  work  of  sister  of  charity,  of  guardian  angel. 

You  can  imagine,  probably,  that  I  was  never  so  embarrassed 
in  my  life.  Papa  and  mamma  together!  I  did  not  know  what 
to  do  with  myself. 

There  was  some  little  friction,  but  nothing  remarkably  dis- 
quieting. 

Mother,  father,  Dina,  and  I  all  went  out.  We  dined  together 
and  went  to  the  theatre.  I  drew  back  into  the  darkest  corner 
of  the  box,  and  my  eyes  were  so  heavy,  with  sleep  that  I  saw 
scarcely  anything. 

I  slept  with  mamma,  and  instead  of  tender  words,  after  so 
long  a  separation,  there  escaped  from  my  lips  only  a 
torrent  of  complaints,  which  soon  ceased^  however,  for  I  fell 
asleep. 

Monday f  November  20th, — After  dinner,  we  went  to  see 
"  Paul  and  Virginia,"  the  new  opera  by  Victor  Mass^,  which 
has  been  very  highly  praised. 

The  Parisian  boxes  are  instruments  of  torture;  we  were 
four  in  a  box  which  cost  150  francs-,  and  we  could  not  move.   ' 

An  interval  of  one  or  two  hours  between  dinner  and  the 
theatre;  a  large,  fine  box  and  an  elegant,  becoming  gown. 
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Under  those  conditions  I  can  appreciate  and  love  music.  But 
everything  was  precisely  the  opposite,  which,  however,  did  not 
prevent  me  from  listening  with  all  my  ears  to  Engally,  the 
Russian  prima-donna,  and  from  gazing  with  all  my  eyes  at 
Capoul,  the  darling  of  the  ladies.  Certain  of  admiration,  the 
fortunate  artist  took  as  many  attitudes  as  a  fencing  master  and 
uttered  ear-splitting  notes. 

It  is  already  2  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Mamma,  who  forgets  everything  to  think  only  of  my  com- 
fort, had  a  long  conversation  with  my  father. 

But  he  answered  with  jests  or  with  sentences  which  showed 
a  revolting  indifference. 

Finally,  he  said  that  he  understood  perfectly  my  conduct; 
that  even  mamma's  enemies  could  see  nothing  to  find  fault  in 
it,  and  that  it  would  be  proper  for  his  daughter,  who  had  now 
reached  the  age  of  sixteen,  to  have  a  father  for  a  protector. 
So  he  promised  to  go  to  Rome  as  we  proposed. 

If  I  could  only  believe  it! 

Friday^  November  2<^th, — Until  this  evening,  everything  pro- 
gressed well  enough;  but,  all  at  once,  they  began  a  very 
serious,  calm,  and  frank  conversation  in  regard  to  my  future. 
Mamma  expressed  herself  in  all  respects  in  the  most  admira- 
ble manner. 

Then,  you  should  have  seen  my  father.  He  half  closed  his 
eyes,  he  whistled;  but,  as  for  answering — oh,  dear,  no! 

There  is  a  Russian  dialogue  which  is  characteristic  of  the 
nation  and  which  can,  at  the  same  time,  give  an  idea  of  my 
father's  manner  of  dealing  with  a  subject. 

Two  peasants: 

First  peasant — We  were  walking  together  along  the  road. 

Second  peasant. — ^Yes,  we  were. 

First  peasant. — We  found  a  coat 

Second  peasant, — ^We  did. 

First  peasant, — I  gave  it  to  you. 

Sicond peasant. — ^You  did. 
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'  Firsf  jl>edsttHi,—^on  took  it. 

Secvrtil  peastiHt, — 1  did. 
*  First  peasant, — ^Where  Is  it? 
•   Sect/id  peasant— '^httt  is  what.> 

First  peasant, — The  coat.  ^ 

^  Swond pettsant, — ^What  coat? 

First  peasant, — We  were  walking  along  -  the  ro5id. 

Second  peasant, — Yes.  - 

First  peasant. — ^We  found  a  coit. 

Second  peasant, — We  did. 

First  peasant.— i  gave  it  to  you.  . . 

Second  peasant, — You  did. 

First  peasant.— Mo^  took  It.  '  .      ' 

Seto/td peasafd, — I  did. 

First  peasant.— W\\txt  is  it? 

ili^ih^Adr/?^:^/.— Whete  Is  What? 

First  peasant— ^)\t  coat. 

Second  peasant, — What  coat? 

And  so  on,  ad  infinitum.  But,  as  the  subject  possessed  no 
element  of  drollery  for  nie,  1'  felt  as  if  I. should  stifle,  and 
SOtifi^thihg  tose  tip  in  my  thi-oat  which  l^urt  me  frightfully, 
especially  as  I  would  not  p^tmlt  myself  to  ery; 

I  asked  permission  to  return  with  Dina,.  leaving  mamma  and 
■  her  husbaiid  at  the  Russian  reStautailt.     . 

For  a  Svhole  hour  I  remained  motionless^  with  my  iJps 
pfessed  tightly  logetbei:  and  an  oppression: on  my  chest;  knowing 
neither  t^hat  ■  I  was  thinking  of  nor  what  was  going  on 
around  me. 

Then  my  father  came  to  me,  kissed  my  j;iair^  niy  hands,  and 
my  tace,  with  hypocrlticai  murmurings,  and  said  to  me: . 

"  The  day  when  you  shall  have  real  need  of  my  aid  or  pro- 
tection, say  a  word  to  me  and  rwill  ^trelch  out  my  hand." 

I  gathered  together  such  strength  as  remained  to  me,  and, 
clearing  my  throat,  I  repliedV  -^  \   . 

"  The  day  has  come;  where  is  your liand?'* 


joORNAt  or  MARIS  bAshkirtsi^f:  299 

**  You  have  no  need  of  me  at  pres^tj*  ■  he  answered,  hastily. 
*«Yes,  I  have  need  of  you:*'       '    .    • 

«No,  no."  •..•...':.•      ^  -   .  .    . 

And  he  tried  to  change  the  subject. 

"  Do  you  thiflk^  father,  that  the  day  will  come  when  I  shall 
need  money?  On  that  day,  I  would  become  a  singer  or  a 
music  teacher;  but  l  would  never  ask  anything  of  you!'* 

He  was  not  dff ended.  He  was  too  weil  'satisfied  to  see  that 
I  was  so  unhappy  that  I  had  no  strength  to  say  or  do  any- 
thing more. 

Saturday^  Nwember  2$tA. — Mamma  was  so  unwell  that  she 
cottM  not  think  of  going  to  Versailles.  Our  friends  came  for- 
us.  I  wa^  dressed  in  white,  as  usual,  with  a  bownet  of  black 
velvet,  which  made  a  charming  combination  with  my  blonde 
hair.  .It  was  raining.  After  we  were  seated  in  the  train,  a 
gentleman,  decorated  and  still  young,  entered. 

'*  Perinit  me,  my  dear,"  said  the  baroness,  **  to  present  to  you 
Monsieur  J.  de  L — ,  one  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Napoleonic  party." 

I  bowed,  while  oth^r  introductions  went  on  about  me. 

The  "deputies'  train*'  recalled  to  riie  the  trains  which  ran 
to  the  pigeoh-shbotih'g  matches  at  Monaco;  only,  instead  of 
guns,  the  gentlemen  earned  portfolios.  ' 

The  Messieurs  de  L —  placed  us  in  the  front  row,  dn  the 
right,  above  the  Bonapartists;  so  that  we  wete  exactly  opposite. 
the  Republican  benches.  The  hall,  or  at  least  the  President's 
arm-fcbair,  and  the  tribunal  reminded  me  again  of  the  pigeon- 
shooting;  but  Monsieur, Gr^vy,  instead  of  holding  the  string 
of  thfe  -cages,  tapped  a  bell,  which*  did  hot  prevent  the  Left 
froni  interrupting  manj  tinies  th^  excellent  speech  6t  the 
keeper  of  the  seals,'^ Monsieur -' Dufaure.  He  is  an  honest* 
man,  and  he  has  struggled  bravely  and  wisely  against  the  infa- 
mies of  the  Republican  dogs. 

N(W^mVer  2^th\—^i  father  has '  gone:  For  the  fitst  t ifn^  in- 
four  months,  I  breathe  f reefy;  *^  '• 

November  «8/>4,— Mamma  took  m$  to  see  Doetor  FjluVel, 


dOO  JOURNAL)  OF  MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

and  he  examined  my  throat  with  his  new  laryngoscope.  He 
said  that  I  was  afflicted  with  catarrh^  chronic  laryngitis,  etc. 
(which  I  do  not  doubt,  considering  the  bad  condition  of  my 
throat),  and  that  to  be  cured  I  must  have  six  weeks  lof  ener- 
getic treatment.  This  means  that  we  must  pass  the  winter  in 
Paris.    Alas! 

My  father  iis  simply  delightful!  In  the  first  place,  he  made 
me  spend  money  while  I  was  staying  in  his  house;  then,  he 
did  not  pay  for  my  journey,  and,  as  he  was  ashamed,  he  sum- 
moned Uncle  Alexander,  embraced  him,  and  assured  him  that 
he  would  return  me  my  expenses.  He  need  not  have  said  it, 
he  will  never  be :  asked  'for  anything.:  Then  he  allowed 
Kouzma  to  accompany  those  wretched  hordes.  I  paid  their 
transport  and  Kouzma*s,  and  now  mam^ma  has  just  opened  a 
letter  from  this  man  to  father. 

"  I  await  yout  orders,  Monsieur,  detained  on  the  w^y.  As 
for  Chocolate,  I  have  sent  him  back  to  Poltava,  according  to 
your  orders.'* 

Without  counting  that  my  dear  father  compelled  me  to  give 
500  roubles  to  Kouzma,  which  Kouzma  is  now  spending. 

Upon  my  word,  it  was  a  fine  present  he  made  me! 

"You  deprived  your  daughter  oi  all  society  so  that  no  one 
could  make  comments.  You  hid  her  because  you  did  not  wish 
people  to  see  what  she  is,  as  you,  yourself,  never  gave  a  sou  for 
her  education,"  mamma  said  to  him.  And  he*  answered  with 
fiat  and  revolting  jests,  without  denying  or  explaining  any- 
thing. 

Friday^  December  ist — Yesterday,  we  left  Paris.  Mamma, 
with  her  thirty-six  packages,  reduced  me  to  d.espa,ir.  Her 
cries,  her  alarms,  and  her  boxes  were  so  bourgeois. 

Well,  let  it  pass!    . 

Nice,  Saturday,  December  2d, — My  aunt,  herself,  brought 
me  my  coffee.  I  unpacked  some  trunks  and  became  myself  for 
the  first  time  since  my  journey.  In  Russia,  I  needed  the  sun; 
in  P^ris,  gowo^ 
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Please  observe  the  way  I  have  to  live.  Packing,  unpacking, 
trying  on  gowns,  t)urchasing,  traveling.  And  that  is  all  there 
is  of  it! 

When  I  went  down  into  the  garden,  I  found  Monsieur  Peli- 
can with  Doctor  Broussais,  Ivanofif,  grandpapa's  oculist.  Gen- 
eral Wolf,  General  Bihovitz,  and  the  Anitchkoffs. 

But  I  left  them  ail  to  go  and  see  my  women  of  the  Rue  de 
France. 

What  a  reception! 

They  told  me  of  all  the  marriages,  deaths,  and  births. 

I  asked  how  business  was. 

"  Bad,*' they  told  me. 

"Ah!"  I  cried,  "everything  is  bad  since  France  has  become 
a  republic." 

And  then  I  talked  and  talked.  When  they  heard  that  I  had 
seen  the  Chamber  at  Versailles,  they  drew  back  with  great 
respect,  and  then  pressed  about  me.  Then,  with  arms  akimbo, 
I  made  them  a  ispeech  full  of  strong  expressions  and  Nicene 
exclamations,  and  showed  them  the  Republicans  with  their 
hands  in  the  people's  money-bags.  "  Like  my  hands  in  this 
rice!'*  and  I  suited  the  action  to  the  word  by  plunging  them 
into  a  sack  of  rice. 

After  so  long  an  absence,  the  skies  of  Nice  transport  me, 
and  I  feel  light-hearted  as  I  breathe  the  pure  air  and  look  at 
the  transparent  sky. 

The  sea  scarcely  gilded  by  the  sun  half  hidden  behind 
clouds  of  soft,  warm  gray;  the  emerald  verdure — how  beauti- 
ful it  all  is  and  how  good  it  is  to  live  in  this  paradise!  I 
started  to  walk  down  the  Promenade,  forgetting  my  uncovered 
head  and  the  numerous  passers-by.  Then  I  returned  for  a 
hat,  and  took  my  aunt  and  Bihovitz.  I  went  as  far  as  the 
Pont  du  Midi,  and  returned  overwhelmed  with  sadness. 

Well,  really,  my  family  have  their  good  points.  We  played 
cards,  We  laughed,  we  took  tea,  and  I  was  penetrated  with  a 
sense  of  conlfort,  to  be  in  the  midst  of  my  own  people  and 
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surrounded  by  my  dear  dogs — Victor,  with  k^  grieat  black 
headj  Pincio,  whitens  snow;  Bagatelle  and  Prater. 

All  this  was  before  my  eyes,  and  at  this  moment  I  can  see- 
tl?e  old  men  playing  their  game,  the  dogs,  .the  dioing-rpanv — 
oh,  it  oppresses  me,  stifles  me!  I  would  like  toiiy  away  from 
it  all,  but  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I  were  bound  down,  as  ia  a 
nightmare.  I  can  not  bear  it H^  I  was  not  made  for  this 
life,  I  can  not  bear  it! 

For  an  instant  I  felt  some  satisfaction  on  speaking  of  ^rious 
things  to  the  old  men;  but,  after  all,  they  are  obscure  old  men. 
What  good  can  they  do  me? 

I  have  such  fear  of  remaining  in  Nice,  that  it  is  driving  me 
almost  crazy.  It  seenis  to  me  that  thl«^  winter,  too,  wiil  be  lost 
and  I  shall  do  nothing. 

They  deprive  me  of  the  means  of  working^      i 

General  Bihoyitz  sent  me  a  large  basket  of  flowers,  and 
to-night  mamma  watered  them  to  keep  them  from  fading. 
Well,  these  little  nothings  drive  me  wild;  this  affectatipa  of 
the  manners  of  the  middle  class  ma^es  me  desperate! 

Ah,  divine  pity!  Ah,  I  swear  to,  you  that  I  mean  what  I 
say!        ..  .  ,.'.•.. 

I  returned  from  the  pavilion  through  the  eachanting  moon- 
lightj  which  silvered  my  roses  and  magnolia^*   . 

The  poor  garden,  which  has  given  n)e  oijily  sad  thoughts 
and  atrocious  vexation! 

I  ca^e  up  to  my  ropni.with  wet  eyes,,  and.sa4,  very  sad. 

The  memory  of,  Rome  makes  me  faint!  But  I  donoti¥ish 
to  return  there.  .  We  shall  go  to  Paris,.    .   .! 

Qh,  Rome!  May  I  ^ee  thee  onceagain  9r  die  berel  I,hold 
my  breath  and  draw  myself :  up  as  if  I  would  stretch  myself  to 
Rome,  ' 

Sundayy  Decemhr.  j^sC-r-Jj^y  pnly  amusements  are  the  chaages 
of  the  sky«  Yesterday,  it  was  clear,  and  the  moon  glittered  like 
a  pale  sun,  this  evening,  the  sky  is  covered  with  dark  clouds* 
broken  here  a^d  ,^t^ere  with,  patchjBS  as  clear  and  bright  as 
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yesterdaf.  I  noticed  this  as  I  crossed  the  ^zt^}\  on  the  way 
from  the  pavilion  to  my  room.  In  Paris,  we  have  not  this  iair, 
this  Terdtire,  and  the  perfumed  dew  of  tbtsi  night. .   : : 

Tkyrsii^^  J?ei!tmdfr;^tA.-^Tht  little .  dopiestic. .  wonri^ft  dis*. 
courage  me.  I  occupy  myself  with  serious  reading,  and  I  aee 
with  despair  that  I  know  so  little.  Never^  it  seoms  to  me, 
shall  I  know  it  all.  I  envy  the  withered,  wiirtkled,  ugly 
savants.  I  am  feverish  to  study,  and  there  is  noooe  to  tel!  tne 
how.  '    "•  '   '  '  *    *    .' 

Monday^  December  iiM* — ^£tety.day  I  gfow!  fonder  land 
fonder  of  painting*  1  wodied  (iiearly  all  day,  then  I  played  a 
little,  and  it  affected  my  head  and  my  hearti  I  had  to  have  a 
two  hours'' coonrecsition  with  grandpapa  opoh  the  historyi  of 
Russia,  to  bHng  me  inck  tb  my  normal  condition.  I  detest 
beings  sensitive^  In  a  young  girl,  it  takes  all  pleasure  away  f  I'cm 
a  host  of  things. 

Grandpapa  is  a  Hvtng  encyclopedia. 

I  know  one  person  who  Idvds  me,  understands  .me,  pities 
me,  who  employs  every  hour  in  isGforts  to  make*  me ;  happier; 
someone  who  Will:  do  everything  for  me  and  will  succeed; 
someone  who  will  never,  betray  me  again-^^altluxigh  that  hap-, 
pened  once-t-andi  that  person  is  Mjpts^^..  .i  .<     ....  .. 

Let  us  expcict  nothing  from  men,  for  we  wiB  have  only 
deceit  and  sorrow. 

Bat  letuS'believe  firmly  in  God  and  our  own.  strength.  And, 
faith!  since  ^we  are  ambitious,  let  us  justify  our  ambition  by 

doing  soiwthing. 

Monday^  December  i8M. — Yesterday,  I  was  awakened  by  a 
maid  who  broi^ghtme  my^  father's  card  with  thesfe  words  writ- 
ten on  itr  *^  I  am-at  the  H6tel  du  Luxembourg  with  my  sisters; 
if -you  oan,'Comeatonce."ii .  /  ...;      ...;.«, 

After  consultation  with  my  mother  and^my  aktnt,  at  dxacdy  i 
o'clock  I  responded  to  this  invitation;  but^  before  entering,  I 
otice  inore  tasked  myself  if  it  were  proper.  Before  I  conld 
tosw^r  the  question^  Aunt  H^ldneand  my  father  'camgixnit  tie 
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the  carriage,  greeted  me  very  affectionately,  and  took  me  up  to 
their  apartments. 

Aunt  H^l^neandthe  princess  spoke  to  me  of  the  Cardinal, 
and  advised  me  to  go  to  Rome  and  capture  his  nephew  and 
his  money. 

"  The  poor  little  thing,"  I  said;  "  he  is  below  there." 

«  Where?" 

"InServia." 

"  Why,  no,  he  is  in  Rome." 

"  Perhaps  he  has  returned,  for  they  are  no  longer  fighting 
there.  I  dined,  yesterday,  with  a  Russian  volunteer,  who  has 
just  arrived  froiii  Servia." 

Then  they  spoke  pf  Aunt  Tutcheff,and  I  denounced  her  in 
glowing  terms,  threatening  her  with  a  suit  for  libel. 

When  anyone  attacks  my  mother,  or  my  family,  they  can 
defend  themselves!  But  let  no  one  touch  me,  for  as.  sure  as  I 
am  a  defenseless  creature,  whom  it  is  cowardly  to  slander,  I  will 
bravely  avenge  myself!  And  for  an  excellent  reason,  too; 
because  I  am  afraid  of  nothing. 

San  Remo^  Saturday ^  December  2^d^ — Shall  I  take  my  father 
away  with  me?  He  consents  to  go,  for  two  days,  but  with 
mamma.  While  waiting  for  mamma,  to  whom  I  have:  tele-* 
graphed  to  come,  I  passed  a  few  hours  at  the  Villa  Rocca,  with 
Princess  Eristoff.  My  Aunt  Romanoff,  heroic  creature, 
remained  in  tiresome  solitude  at  the  hotel.  She,  naturally, 
does  not  wish  to  mingle  with  the  people  I  have  to  meet.  But 
do  you  see  the  part  she  plays,  to  indulge  my  caprices?  I 
adore  her. 

Monday y  December  25M.— We  left  San  Remo  yesterday-^my 
father,  my  mother,  and  myself.  What  were  my  thoughts  during 
the  journey?  Charming  reveries  and  ;cloudle$s  fant^ies  over- 
powered ^1  other  sentiments,  and  gave  me,:  as  usual,  a  life 
detached  from  human  affairs. 

It  was  a  very  agreeable  state,  which  was  interrupted  by  the 
stopping  of  the  train  near  the  station  of  Albiasola,  because  M 
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a  landslide.  We  had  to  get  out,  seize  our  luggage,  and  walk 
some  little  distance  to  take  another  train.  The  scene  by  the 
flickering  light  of  the  torches,  against  the  black  sky,  was 
picturesque. 

The  accident  caused  us  to  enter  into  conversation  with  our 
traveling  companions,  one  of  whom  was  an  officer  in  the 
army. 

They  helped  us  with  our  bags,  during  the  difficult  walk.  The 
officer  was  quite  intelligent  and  well  read,  and  to  his  astonish- 
ment, I  entered  into  a  lengthy  and  serious  political  discussion 
with  him. 

As  soon  as  it  was  day-light,  I  took  the  seat  next  the  window, 
in  order  not  to  lose  for  a  single  instant  the  sight  of  the  country 
about  Rome.  Why  do.  I  not  know  how  to  express  all  the  beau- 
tiful things  I  thought,  and  that  so  many  others  have  said  so 
many  times  and  in  such  a  charming  way? 

I  was  entirely  occupied  in  recognizing  the  various-  familiar 
places.  The  engine  was  already  under  the  glass  roof  of  the 
station,  while  I  was  still  seeking  for  a  sight  of  Saint  John  of 
Latran. 

The  Spanish  ambassadress,  who  had  come  to  meet  some 
friends,  was  at  the  station.  I  turned  my  head  away  when  she 
recognized  me.  I  was  ashamed  to  come  to  Rome;  it  seemed 
to  me  that  I  would  be  regarded  as  an  intruder. 

We  went  to  the  same  old  hotel,  and  had  the  same  apart- 
ment. I  mounted  the  stairs,  and  leaned  against  the  balus- 
trade in  the  same  place  where  I  stood  that  evening.  I  am 
now  occupying  the  red  room,  and — will  you  believe  it? — think- 
ing of  Pietro. 

Wednesday y  December  27M. — Mamma  was  speaking  of  Rossi, 
when  that  amiable  man  came  ambling  into  the  room. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  after  the  first  greetings,  "  that  poor  Pietro 
A —  has  lost  his  uncle." 

"  Yes,  poor  fellow.     Did  he  inherit  anything?" 

"  Only  some  silver  plate." 

ao 
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Then  everybody  talked  at  once.  After  which,  with  com. 
mendable  frankness,  I  asked  Rossi  what  people  had  said  of 
me.    We  spoke  Italian,' 

"You  understand,"  I  added,  "that  people  do  not'lpfiow  us^ 
and  they 'might  very  easily  take  me  for  one  of  those  foreigners 
who  come  to  Rome  in  search  of  a  husband." 

We  talked  quite  a  long  time,  and  I  believe  that  I  am  con- 
virided  that  tHie  pnblio  attachfed  no  importance^o  thei  niattar: 

*<  bJobne  thought  of  him  as  a  match  for  you,"  :said  Rossi; 
<^  he  is  a  poor  fellow  who  has  neither  fortune  nor  posicion* 
In  the  beginning  they  may  have  thought — But,  at  all  events^ 
you  have  given  him  a  shock,  andi  .perhaps,  he  will  now  reform." 

"But  he  Is  past  redempti^m.*' ' 

'  **  Ohj  no;  poor  fellow,  he  sttffcrs  much." 
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NicCy  Wednesday^  January  iiih. — When,  then,  shall  I  know 
what  this  love  is  that  people  talk  so  much  about? 

I  could  have  loved  A—;  but  now  I'  despise-  him.  I  loved 
the  Duke  of  H—  madly,  when  I  was  a  child — a  love  due 
entirely  to  the  fortune,  the  name,  and  the  extravagances  of  the 
duke,  and  to  an  itndgination  which  knew  rio  bounds. 

Tuesday^  January  23^. — Last  night,  I  had  an  attack  of  despair 
which  started  me  moaning  and  which  made  me  throw  the 
dining-room  dock  into  the  sea.  Dina  ran  aftet^  me,  suspecting 
some  teriible  design  on  my  part,  but  it  'was  Only  the  clock. 
It  was  made  of  bronze,  with  a  **  Vit-gihia-Iess  Paul,"  in  a  very 
pretty  hat  and  with  a  fishing-rod  in'  his  halnd.  Dina  came 
into  my  room  and  seemed  very  much  amused  over  the  episode 
of  the  clock.    I  laughed,  too.  • 

Poor  clock. 

The  Princess  Souvaroff  has  come  to  make  us  a. visit. 

Thursday y  February  1st — The  ladies  were  disposed  to  go  to 
Monaco  and  enjoy  themselves  by  Idsing  d  few  miserable 
hundreds  of  friancs.  I  brought  them'  batck  to '  reason  by  one 
of  my  most  bitter  discourses,  and  we  went^  niamma  aind  I,  ,to 
take  an  airing  and  then  to  call  on  the  Countess  of  Ballore,  who 
is  so  pleasant  and  whom  we  have  neglected  iii  the  most  ill-bred 
manner.    We  saw  Diaz  de  Loria,  the  Incohipirabie  singer.    , 

1  went  to  the  Th^ktre-Frangaise,  where  Agar  of  the  Com^die- 
Frangaise  was'giving  a  performance^  I  heard  "  Les  Horaces^ 
The  nariie  of  kome  resounded  twenty  times  in  my  ears  in  a 
superb  and  sliblime  fashion. 

On  my  return,"  1  read  Livy.  The  heroes,  the  folds  of  the 
.^gas,  the  Capitol,  the  dome,  the  masked  ball,  the  Pincio! 


308  JOURNAL  OF   MARIE    BASHKIRTSEPF. 

Oh,  Rome! 

Rome^  Thursday^  February  ^ih. — I  went  to  sleep  at  Vinti- 
mille,  and  only  awoke,  morally  and  physically,  at  Rome. 

Against  my  will  I  am  obliged  to  remain  until  evening,  for 
the  train  does  not  leave  for  Naples  until  lo  o'clock.  A  whole 
day  at  Rome! 


I  left  Rome,  went  to  sleep,  and  I  am  now  in  Naples.  I  did 
not  sleep  so  soundly,  however,  but  that  I  heard  an  ill-natured 
gentleman  complain  to  the  conductor  of  Prater's  preseace 
in  the  carriage.     The  gallant  conductor  took  the  part  of  our 

But  here  is  Naples.  Are  you  like  me?  When  I  approach 
a  great  and  beautiful  city,  I  grow  restless  and  my  heart 
beats,  and  I  fee]  as  if  I  should  like  to  own  the  whole  city. 

It  took  lis  more  than  an  hour  to  reach  the  Hdtel  du  Louvre. 
There  was  a  blockade  in  the  street,  yells  and  confusion. 

The  women  here  have  enormous  heads;  they  look,  like  the 
women  that  are  exhibited  in  the  menageries  with  serpents, 
tigers,  etc. 

In  Rome,  I  love  only  what  is  old.  In  Naples,  ther^  is  nothing 
pretty  that  is  not  new. 

Sunday^  February  iith. — 'To  understand  our  position  in  the 
midst  of  the  Toledo,  you  must  know  that  this  is  the  day  on 
which  they  throw  coriandoli  (confetti  with  chalk  ox  flour). 
Whoever  has  not  seen  it^can  not  imagine  the  scene — the 
thousands  of  hands  at  the  end  of  thin,  dark  arms,  the  rags, 
the  superb  cars,  the  feathers,  and  the  gilding;  but  especially 
the  hands,  the  fingers  of  which  move  with  an  agility  that 
would  drive  mad  with  envy  Liszt  himself.  In  the  midst  of 
the  shower  of  flour,  and  theories  of  the  howling  piultitude, 
we  felt  ourselves  taken  away  by  Altamura  and  almost  carried 
to  his  balcony.  There  we  found  a  nun^ber  of  ladies,  who 
offered  me  refreshments,  smiled  at  me,  and  were  very  pleasa^it. 
I  went  into  a  room  which  was  half  dark,  and  there,  wrapped 


JOURNAL   OF   MARIS   BASHKIRTSfiFF.  309 

in  my  Bedouin  mantle  from  head  to  feet,  I  began  to  shed  tears, 
at  the  sam^  time  admiring  the  antique  folds  of  my  drapery. 
I  was  very  sad,  but  it  was  a  sadness  which  gave  me  ipleasure. 
Can  you  understand,  like  me,  what  it  is  to  be  happy  in  our 
unhappiness? 

Nafles^  Moniayt^  February  z^^th, — I  continued  my  excursions 
to-day,  and  we  visited  San  Martino,  an  old  convent,  and  I  have 
never  seen  anything  more  interesting.  Museums  usually  chill 
one,  but  that  of  San  Martino  amuses  and  delights.  The 
antique  carriage  of  the  Syndic  and  the  gallery  of  Charles  III. 
fascinated  me;  and  the  corridors  with  their  mosaic  floors  and 
the  ceilings  with  their  grand  mouldings.  The  church  and  the 
chapels  are  something  marvelous,  and  they  are  of  such  mod* 
erate  size  tHat  all  the  details  can  be  admired.  Polished 
marbles,  precious^  stones,  .mosaics  in  every  corner,  above  and 
below,  on  the  ceiling  as  well  as  on  the  floor.  I  do  not  think 
that  I  saw  many  remarkable  paintings— yes,  those  by  Guido 
Reni  and  SpagnolettQ.  Then  there  were  the  patiently  wrought 
works  of  Fra  Buenaventura;  the  ancient  porcelains  of  Capo  di 
Monte;  the  portraits  on  silk  and  a  picture  on  glass  represent- 
ing the  episode  of  Potipbar'swife. .  The  court  of  white  marble, 
with  its  sixty  columns,  is  of  rare  beauty. 

Our  guide  told  us  that  there  were  only  Ave  monks  remaining, 
in  the  monastery;  three  brothers  and  two  laymen  who  lived 
somewhere  upstairs  in  a  neglected  wing. 

We  went  up  into  a  sort  of  tower,  with  two  balconies  sus- 
pended one  above  the  other.  It  made  me  feel  as  if  I  were  on 
the  top  pf  a  precipice;  but  the  view  is  wpnderfully  beautiful. 
You  can  ^^  the  mountains,  the  villas^  the  plains,  and  Naples, 
through  ^  sort  of  blue  mist,  which  is  really  oaly  the  effect  of 
distance. 

"What  is  going  on  in  Naples,  to-day?"  I  asked,  listening. 

"Nothing.  It  is  only  the  usual  noise  of  the  Neapolitan 
pe9ple,"  replied  the  gv<ide,  with  a  soxile. 

"  Is  it  i^lways,  so?"  - 
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"Always," 

There  rose  up  above  the  roofs  a  clamor,  a  continual  yelling- 
like  uninterrupted  explosions  of  voices,  of'whiteh'one-can  form* 
no  idea  in  the  city  itself.  It  really  gives  you  a^ort  of  a  shock, 
and  the  noise  rising  up  with  the  blue  mist  makes  you  strangely 
conscious  of  the  height  at  Mrhich  yon- stand,  and  gives  you  the 
vertigo.         .    '  .     i 

Thejnarble  chapels  delighted  nib.  The  country  that  possesses 
what  Italy  does  is  the  richest  country  in  the  world.  I  compare 
Italy  to  the  rest  of  the  universe  as  a  magnificent  picture  to  a 
whitewashed  wall. 

How^id  I  dare  tio  jiKlge  Naples  last  yeslr?  I  hadn't  even 
seen  it.  •  ' 

Saturday y  Marirk  $d.^^Thin  evening  I  went  to  the  tihurch 
Which  is  in  the  hotel. itself;  there  is  a  great  diafmiri  indulg-- 
ing  in  meditations  upon  love,  when  one  i^ln-a  church.  You 
see  the  priest,  the  images,  the,  light  of  the  cstndles  shining 
through  the  obscurity  and  —  I  was 'traitspoftdd  to  Romelir 
Divine  ecstasy,  cele&tla!  perfume,  delicious  transports,  oh,  to 
be  able  to  describe  it  on  paperlF!*  ..'•.■■.. 

The  sentiments  I  felt  could  onlybe*  expressed  in^ong. 

The  columns  of  St.  Peteif's,  its  marbles,  its  mosaics,  the 
mysterious  depth  of  the  chureh,  the  overwhelming  splendor  of 
the  majesty  of  art,  antiquity,  the  Middlfe  Ages,  great  men, 
monuments,  it  was  all  there.  -  -    )        ' 

Saturday/ At  arch  31^/.— ^What  is  the  use  bf  *  Complaining? 
My  tears  will  effect  nothing.  \  am  doomed  to  be  unhappy. 
That  always,  and  then  artistic  fame.  •  And  if  ■  I  feilf  'A^, 
have  no  fear,  ?  wHl  not  live*  to  fust  somewhere  iti  the  practice 
ofthexfomestieWirtues/     '-  '  "  '  ^     '  ♦      "'' '' 

I  do  not  care  to  speak  of  love,  because  I  have  done  s6  with- 
out avail.  I  will  no  longer  appeal  to  God  to  bless  me,  for  I 
Wanttd'die.      ;•"••■•       •    -  ••■-  '    ••      ':  -^  '•'•' 

My  God,  Lord  Jesus  ChHst,  tet  tne  die?    My  life  has  beerfi 
short,  but  the  lesson  learned  has  been  a  hard'  bnfe    I  t^^ant  to 


d!e.  t  am  as  tncbhdrent  ^^tid  as  disordered  as  what  1  write,  and 
I  detest  myself  as  I  detest  everything  that  is  miserable.  Let 
me  die!    My  God!    Let  me  die!    1  hive  had  enough  of  it! 

Let  me  hscve  a  peaceful  death!  Let  me  die  singing  some 
beautiful  all:  of  Verdi's.  No 'rebellious  feeling  rises  within 
me  as  before,  when  I  wished  to  live  exp^essfy  that  o^Aets  might 
not  rejoice  and  tridmph^  Now  it'  is  a  matter  of  supreme 
indifference  to  me;  I  suffer  t66  mudi. 

Suhday\  April  u/.— I  am  like  the  p^tiertt,  untiring  chemist 
who  passed  his  nights  before  his  retorts  in  oMer  not  to  miss 
the  expected  and  longed-for  moment.  It  seems  to  me  that  // 
Is  going  to  happen  every  day,  and  I  think  and  wait,  and  after 
all  what  do  r  know?  I  examine  myself  curiously  and  with 
eager  eyes,  aaid  I  ask  myself  Anxiously  if  perhaps  this  may  not 
be  it.  But!  ha^e  formed  siich  an  opinion  of  //, that  1  have 
arrived* kt  the  conclusion  that  //  does  not  exist,  or  that  //  has 
already  happened,  and  that  it  was  nothing  s6  very  wonderful 
after  all.  ' 

But,  how  about  all  my  imaginings  and  the  books  an(^  the 
poets?  Would  they  have  had  the  audacity  to  invent  some- 
thing which  does  not  exist  in  order  to  cover  up  natural 
vileness? .  t^b!  .tor^  in  that  case,  we  could  not  explain  our 
preferences. 

t^aples^  Friday^  April  inth, — The  King  (Victor  Emmanuel) 
arrived  yesterday,  and  this  morning  at  lo  o'clock  he  came  to 
pay  a  visit  to  the  Prince  of  Prussia.  At  the  moment  of  his 
arrival,  I  was  standing  on  the  stairs,  and  as  be  came  face  to 
face  with  me:  t  said: 

"Two  words,  Sire,  I  implore."' 

"  What  do  you  wish?"  ^ 

"Absolutely  nothing,  Sire,  except  to  be  able  to  boast  all  my 
life  that  I  have  spoken  to  the  kindest  and  the  best  King  in  the 
woria." 

"  You  are  too  good,  and  I  thank  you  very  much.'* 

**  That  is  absolutely  all.  Sire." 
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"  I  thank  you;  I  do  npt  know  bow  to  thank  you;  you  are 
very  good." 

And  he  squeezed  my  hand  in  both  his  own.  Inconsequence 
of  this,  I  shall  keep  my  gloves  on  for  a  week.  It  i§  because  I 
have  my  gloves  on  now  that  my  writing  looks  so  odd.  I  shall 
have  very  long  nails  in  a  week. 

What  do  you  think  of  me?  I  was  not  very  pauch  frightened! 

In  doing  what  I  did,  I  took  everything  into  account^  except- 
ing myself.  To  anyone  else,  the  adventure  would  have  brought 
a  host  of  charming  things;  to  me,  it  brought  only  a  mass  of 
disagreeable  things. 

Doenhoff  came  from  the  palace,  where  the  prince  had  been 
to  return  the  King's  visit  The  King's  aid-de-gamp  said  to 
him:  "What  a  queer  thing  it  was  for  that  young  girl  to  stop 
the  King!"  And  the  Prince  of  Prussia  told  the  King  that  the 
young  girls  of  Russia  are  devoted  to  the  rpy^l  family,,  that 
they  commit  all  sorts  of  follies  ifor  the  Emperor,  and  that 
they  are  as  pure  as  the  angels  of  heaven.  Thanks,  sausage- 
maker! 

Doenhoff  said  a  lot  of  things;  in  fact,  he  came  to  reas- 
sure us. 

After  foolish  agitation  and  terror,  I  am  beginning  to  recover 
myself.  I  have  never  in  my  life  been  so  frightened.  In  one 
hour  I  lived  two  years.  How  happy  everybody  who  has  never 
spoken  to  the  King  must  be! 

All  my  family  have  gone  out  to  walk.  Humbert  and  the 
Princess  Marguerite  have  arrived.  Doenhoff  is  just  opposite 
our  windows,  talking  to  the  gentlemen  in  waiting  on  the  King. 
(I  have  taken  off  my  gloves.) 


When  we  returned  from  the  races,  we  found  a  strange  gen- 
tleman in  the  antechamber.  I  was  about  to  ask  who  he  was, 
when  Rosalie  ran  up  to^me,  and  taking  me  aside,  said:  "Come 
quickly,  but  don't  be  excited." 

"Who  is  he?" 
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**  He  is  one  of  the  King's  aids-de-camp,  and  this  is  th« 
third  time  that  he  has  been  here;  he  comes  from  the  King.** 

I  went  up  to  the  man,  and  in  an  instant  we  were  all  in  the 
sa/iffi.  He  spoke  Italian,  and  I  answered  him  in  that  language 
with  a  facility  which  surprised  me. 

''  Mademoiselle,"  he  began,  <'  I  come  from  the  King,  who 
has  sent  me  as  a  special  messenger  to  express  to  you  the 
regret  he  feels  that  he  may  have  caused  you  any  unpleasant* 
ness  yesterday.  His  Majesty  has  learned  that  you  have  been 
scolded  by  your  mother,  who,  perhaps,  thought  that  the 
King  was  annoyed.  It  is  not  so,  however,  the  King  was 
delighted,  enchanted;  he  has  spoken  of  it  constantly,  and  this 
evening  he  called  me  and  said:  '  Go  and  say  to  that  young 
lady  that  I  thank  her  for  the  act  of  courtesy  she  showed  me; 
tell  her  that  her  sweetness  and  her  generous  impulse  have 
touched  me  greatly;  that  I  thank  her,  her  and  all  her  family. 
Far  from  being  angry  I  am  enchanted,  and  say  that  to  her 
mamma,  sua  mammae  tell  her  that  I  shall  always  remember  it.' 
The  King  saw  that  your  action  sprang  from  your  heart,  and 
it  is  that  which  flattered  hinx  The  King  knows  that  you  have 
nothing  to  ask  for  from  him,  that  you  are  foreigners,  and  that 
is  the  very  thing  that  has  touched  him.  He  has  spoken  of 
it  constantly,  and  he  has  sent  me  to  make  his  excuses  for  any- 
thing you  may  have  had  to  suffer." 

Mamma  made  Count  Doenhoff  believe  that  I  had  been  shut 
up  for  twenty-four  hours  as  a  punishment  for  my  escapade,  and 
the  rumor  soon  spread,  especially  as  I  remained  behind  the 
blinds  of  the  balcony,  while  Dina  went  to  walk  with  mamma. 

I  had  interrupted  the  aid-de-camp  ten  times,  and  finally  I 
burst  out  in  a  perfect  flow  of  words  expressive  of  my  grati- 
tude* and  delight. 

The  King  was  too,  too  good  to  think  of  reassuring  me.  I 
was  an  idiot,  who  thought  that  I  was  in  my  own  country  and 
was  seeing  my  Emperor,  whom  I  had  once  spoken  to.  (That 
is  true.)    I  should  be  in  despair  if  the  King  had  been  in  the 
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least  annoyed  by  what  I  had  done.  I  had  been  terribly  afraid 
that  I  hdd  Offended  the  King;  perhaps  I  frightened  him  by 
my  brusque  manner*—  ,        ' 

*^  His  Majesty  is  never  frightened  .\yhen  a  bdla  r4ig0tza  is  in 
question,  and  I  repeat  to  you,  in  the  name  of  the  Kingr-they 
are  his  words,  I  addnothing^^tbat,  far  from  being  anooyM,  he 
is  enchanted,  delighted,  gratefuL  You  have  given  him  great 
pleasure;  The  King  I  noticed  you  last  year  at  Rome  and  at  the 
carnival  of  Naples,  and  th^  King  was  very  much  displeased 
with:  Count  Doenhoff,  whose  name  he  has  made  a  dote  of^ 
because  he  told  you  sometbingand  prevented  you  from  seeing 
the  King  when  he  left."  ,    .     . 

Imust  state  here,:  that  Doenhoff,  in  hifi  alarm,  looked  the 
door^  whicb  I  did  not  (perceive^  being  too  excited  to  dream  of 
seeing  the  King  agaia' 

^^  I  have  said  all  this  ia  the  name  of.  His  Majesty,  repeating 
only  his  own  words." 

"  Well,  Monsieur,  repeit  to  him  mln(e;.s^y  to  the  King  that  I 
am  delighted  and  only  too  mtich  honored,  thaft  his  thoughtful- 
ness  touches  .me  to  the^^  highest  degree,  that  I  will  never  forget 
the.  King's  goodness  and  exquisL4ie:delieacy,ithaJt  lam  too 
happy  and  too  honored*  Say  to  the:  Kin^^  that  I  acted  Uke  a 
goose^  but  since  he  is  not  too  angry—"  . 

"Enchanted,  Mademoiselle."  ..    , 

"  It  will  be  my  happiest  memory,  a  Howl  is  ifppssibte  not  to 
adore  the  royal  family  when,  they  are  so  good  and  so  affable? 
I  can  understand  tiiotoughly  the  love  the  people  have  for 
the  King,:  Prince  Humbert,  and  the  Prmcess  Marguerite," 
And  finally,  the  gentleman  asked  mamma  to.giv^ihjm  her:ciird 
that  he  might  deliver  it  to  the  King.        ^ 

Now,  I  don*t  care  what  anyone  says — qujtist^^^^  contrary, 
Blow^  trumpetsl '  ;.    .  ,-...;. 

From  the  moment  that  I  knew  that  the  King  was  not  angry, 
I  have  been  in  heaven!  : 

'■■  They  are /saying  ir^  the  hotel  t)ial  he  kiasod  my  h^nd.  .   . 
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Doeahoff  has  come  from  the  pal^K^e,  where,  there  was  a 
dinner  with  130  covers.  Th^  King  ^^oke  of  me  apd  repeated 
many  times:  "  She  is  excessively  preijty/.' 

The  KiMg  is  a  good  judge,,  aud.liis  opinioti  ha9rXaised<  me 
wonderfully  in  the  eyes  of  poenjioff  and  everyb<?dy  else, 

Tuesday y  Aprif  ijih^ — :Ev^ry  citizen  ^fnust  serve,  his  time  in 

the  army;   in  th^j  same  way  p^\k   person.tmu^t   serve  bis 

appr^^iceship  Iq  love.    I  have  4ope  sq,  ax^d,  I  a|^  fre^  until 

1  receive  new  orders* 

Remittuntur  eipeccata  multa  quare  dilexit  muit^m.  Duld^re^ 
sunt  lacrywa  oranHum  quamgaudia  theatrorum.^ 

'  .  AUGUSTIN. 

FJorencey  Tuesday^  May  8M.t-:Po  you  w^^nt  to  know  the 
truth?  .  Well,  make  a  note  of  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you: 
I  love  no  one,  and  I  shall  love  only  the  person  who  will 
flatter  my  self-love — ;my  vanity.  ,    :  . 

When  you  know  that  you  are  loved,  you  jact  for  the  other 
and  you  are  not  ashamed;  on  the  contrary,  you  feel  heroic. 

I  know  well  that  I  shall  ask  nothing  for  myself,  but  for 
another  I  would  undergo  a  hundred  humiliations,  for  such 
humiliations  are  elevating.      ... 

.This  simply  proves  that  the  finest  deeds,  have  their  founda- 
tion in  egoism.  To  ask  an)rthing  for  myself  would  be  sub- 
lime,, because  it  woujd  cost  me  so  much  to  do  so;  why,  the 
very  thought. of  it  is  horror!  But  to  do  anything  for  another 
gives  you  pleasure,  and.. you  have  th^?  air  of  bein^  self- 
sacrificing,  devoted,  and  charitable. 

you.  believ^,  yourself,  in  your  merit  for  the  linie  being.  .You 
ingenuously  believe  that  you  are  charitable,  unselfish,  sublime! 

Friday^  May  iiih. — Havel  said  that  Gordigiani  has  been 
to,  see  us,  encouraged  me,  promised  ^e  an  artistic  future,  found 
much  good  in, my  'drawings,  and  was. very  anxious  to.  paint  my 
portrait?  -'* 

Floreme^  Saturday^  May  \2tJu — My  heart  is  broken  at  the 
idea  pi  leaving,  Fljjrence. 
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To  go  to  Nice!  I  prepare  for  it  as  if  I  were  going  to  cross 
a  desert.  I  would  like  to  shave  my  head  so  as  not  to  have  the 
trouble  of  arranging  my  hair. 

Our  trunks  are  packed,  we  are  going!  The  ink  dries  upon  my 
pen  before  I  can  think  of  a  word  to  write,  so  great  are  my  regrets. 

Nice^  Wednesday^  May  x(ith, — I  have  been  running  about 
all  the  morning  trying  to  find  a  few  trifled  that  I  want  for  my 
dressing-room;  but  in  this  miserable  place,  you  can  not  find 
an3rthing.  I  went  to  a  painter  on  glass,  a  tinsmith's,  and  I 
don't  know  where. 

The  idea  that  my  journal  will  not  be  interesting,  the  impos- 
sibility of  giving  it  interest  by  arranging  surprises,  torments 
me.  If  I  wrote  Only  at  intervals,  I  might  perhaps  do  better, 
but  these  notes  of  every  day  will  be  read  patiently  only  by 
some  thinker,  some  great  observer  of  human  nature.  Who- 
ever shall  not  have  the  patience  to  read  all,  will  be  able  to 
read  nothing  and  above  all  will  understand  nothing. 

I  am  happy  in  my  pretty,  soft  nest  in  the  midst  of  my 
garden  of  fiowers.  Nice  does  not  exist,  I  am  in  my  own 
country  house. 

NicCy  Wednesday y  May  2$d. — Oh,  when  I  think  that  there  is 
only  one  life  and  that  each  minute  brings  us  nearer  to  death, 
it  drives  me  mad!! 

I  do  not  fear  death,  but  life  is  so  short  that  to  waste  it  is 
infamous! 

Thursday^  May  24/^. — Two  eyes  are  not  enough,  if  one 
desires  to  accomplish  anything.  Reading  and  drawing  fatigue 
me  terribly,  and  in  the  evening,  when  I  write  these  wretched 
lines,  I  am  sleepy. 

Ah!  what  a  happy  time  is  youth! 

With  what  delight  I  shall  some  time  remember  the  days 
devoted  to  study  and  art.  If  I  could  only  give  up  a  whole 
year  to  these  occupations,  I  might  achieve  something;  but  a 
day  here,  a  week  there,  means  so  little.  Natures  to  whom 
God  has  given  so  much,  use  themselves  up  in  doing  nothing. 
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I  try  to  calm  myself  with  the  thought  that  next  winter  I 
will  go  to  work  iix  earnest;  but  my  seventeen  years  make  me 
blush  to  the  roots  of  my  hair.  Almost  seventeen,  and  what 
have  I  accomplished?  Nothing.  The  thought  crushes  me. 
For  my  consolation,  I  seek,  among  the  names  of  celebrated 
people,  for  those  who  began  late  in  life;  but,  seventeen  years 
for  a  man  is  nothing,  while  a  woman  at  seventeen  should  be  as 
far  advanced  as  a  man  at  twenty-three. 

To  go  and  live  in  Paris,  in  the  North,  after  the  beautiful 
sunlight,  and  the  calm,  clear  nights!  What  can  one  desire, 
what  can  one  care  for,  after  Italy?  Paris,  the  heart  of  the  civ- 
ilized world,  of  intelligence,  of  wit,  of  fashion— of  course 
people  go  there,  remain  there,  and  like  it;  in  fact,  one  must 
go  there  for  a  multitude  of  things,  to  return  with  more  pleas- 
ure to  God's  country,  the  country  of  the  blessed — ^an  enchanted^ 
marvelous,  divine  country,  of  the  supreme  beauty  and  marvel- 
ous charm  of  which  no  words  can  convey  any  idea! 

People  go  to  Italy  and  ridicule  its  mean  little  villages  and  its 
lazzaroni,  and  they  sometimes  do  this  with  much  wit,  and  often 
with  a  show  of  reason;  but  forget  for  an  instant  that  you  are 
clever  and  that  it  is  very  amusing  to  rail  at  eyerything,r  and 
you  will  be,  like  me,  in  an  ecstasy,  crying  and  laughing  with 
admiration. 

I  started  in  to  say  that  it  is  a  lovely  moonlight  night  and 
that  in  Paris  I  shall  not  have  this  calm,  this  poetry,  these 
divine  delights  of  nature  and  heaven. 

Tuesday,  May  29M. — The  more  I  advance  from  youth  to  old 
age,  the  more  indifferent  do  I  become.  Few  things  move  me 
now,  while  ever)^hing  moved  me  once.  As  I  read  over  the 
record  of  my  life  and  see  how  trifles  made  my  blood  boil,  I 
recognize  that  I  attached  altogether  too  much  importance  to 
them. 

Trust  and  sensitiveness,  which  are  to  one's  character  what 
the  bloom  is  to  the  peach,  are  soon  lost 
I  regret  all  the  more  the  loss  of  this  freshness  of  feeling. 
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because  it  is  never  recovered.  One  Is  mor^  peaceful  without 
it,  but  less  capable  of  enjoyments  Disappbintmeitts  eug^ht 
not  to  have  came  to  me' so  early;  If  I  haxf  ttdt  had' tliem,  1 
should  havfe  become  something  supernatural;  I  feel  it,    • 

I  hare  just  firtlshed  ai  book  which  has  disgai^ed  me  with 
love..  A  charming  princess  in  love  with  a  painter!  Fiet  -1 
don't  mean  to  insult  painters  by  any  stupid  affiectation*  but,  I 
don't  know  why,  the  story  offends  me.  I  have  always  had  aris- 
tocratic ideas,  and  I  believe  in  good  blood  in  men  as  rtiuch  as 
I  do  in  horses.  Gflen,  aiwayd,  indeed,  in  thfe  early  da3rs,  noble 
races' became  so  in  consequence  6f- moral  and  physical  educa- 
tion, the  effects  of  which  wer^traiiS!Siitted'froi!i(i' father  to  son; 
but  what  matters  the  cause^  '         '    *     -  • 

Wednesda;^y  May  30M. — I  Ii€lve1>ei6n  turning  ovei'  the  leaves 
which  co^ntain  the  A —  episode,  and  it  is  really  surprising  how 
wen  I- reasoned.  1  am  amazed  and  filled  with  admifatioh."  i 
had  forgotten  all  those  true  and  just  reflectidns,  and  I  was 
somewhat  uneasy  lest  anyone  should  believe  that!  once  loVed 
Count  A—.  Fortunately,  no  one  can  bdieve  it;  thanks  to  this 
dear  journal. '  No,  t^uly,  I  did  not  think  that  I  had  said  so 
rtiany'  truths,  ^ndy  Above  all,  thdt^ht  theta.  It  wks  a  year 
ago'aad  I  was  afraid  that  I  had  written  nonsense;  but,  no,  and 
I  am  very  much  pleased  with  myself.  Still,  I  can  not  undef- 
stand' holv  I  jcould  haare  behaved  so  foolishly  and  reasoned  so 
well.^  ■'"■-■  '-  \     ■       '  ■  ■'  ..■••■'  =.:.'• 

I  must  recall  that  no  advice  In  the  world  would  haVef  .pre- 
vented nie  fr6m  acting  as  I  did.     I  needed  experience. 

It  gives  -me  a  disagreerable  impression  to' feel  that  1  iami'so 
worldly-' wise;  but  it  is  a  natural  setjuence,' arid,  when  I'becoriie 
iocu^tomfed  to-ft,  I' shall  rise -a^iri  to  that  ideal  ptfrity,  iehicii 
lurks  fofever  somewhere  in  the  soul*  and  then,  it  will  be  still 
better,  for  I  shall  be  calmer,  prouder,  and  happier;  because  I 
*han  krtow'  hdvjr'  tb  appreciate  it,  althbiigfi'  now  J  am!  vexed  as 
if  I  were  judging  another.  ^  "''     ;      '  '  '     •  '-'' 

•  The  wbtnan  who  writer  this  and  the  one  I  desciibfe  are  two 
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di^infct  Wiftg*.  Why  do  ttU  these  tribliIatioh!i  ct)me  to  met  I 
wtite  them  down,  I  atialyscfe  them,  I  copy  my  dtilly  life;  bttt  to 
fHey  to  me  ^ys€^,  the  whole  thing  i§  a  matter-  of  perfect  indif- 
ference* It  iiK  my  pfide,  my  self-love,  thy  intet-ests,  my  eom- 
plexiOtt>  my  eye*,  \^h!ch  Suffer,  Wifcp,  enjoy;  but  />  1  \tA  only 
there  to  look  on,  to  ttatTaie  atid  OOMly  discil^s  ^11  these  great 
tMtlbles,' a^  (Julliver  must  ha:te  fegafded  his  Lilliputians. 
I  hdvd  muoh  mote  that  t  tiiight  say  tn  explanation  of  myself, 

but  let  this  sufikJe.     • 

Mi^Hdi^yy  Jnnt  ii/^.^Last  ^ vetting,  while  they  were  playing 
« tafds,  I  made  a  rough  sketch  of  them  by  the  light  of  two 
flickering  candles,  arid  this  morning  I  transfert^d'  the  players 
to  eaavas.       -^  «     . 

I  was  delighted  to  paint  four  seated  perSoris,  to  make  the 
positiori  of  the  hands  and  the  arms,  and  the  expressions.    I 

had  nwer  before  ddnei  ahythfng  but  heads,*  and  it  Wi!l  delight 

»€  HOW  to  dcattef  these  heads  like  flowers  over  the  eanvas. 

.  xP^HSi,  SaturdAy^  July  ^th.-^\  think  I  can  say  with  truth  that 
I  have  recently  become  more  sensible.  I  see  things  in  a  more 
natural  light,  and  I  have  i^covered  from  many  of  my  illusions 

and  many  of  my  sorrows. 

One's  own  experience  alone  teadhes  tro^  wisdom. 

Sunday,  fufy  tf^tk.^l  ftAi  iso  weary  of  lif^that  1  Should  like 

to  die.  It  seems  to  me  that  nothing  Irt  the  world  Cah  amusfe 
ortnterttst  me*  l4W)^e  notliiftg,  1  want  nothing.  Ves,  I  would 
Ukc  *Kxt  to  bti  ashamed  of  the  condition  to  which  I  have  sunk. 

To  be  able,  in  a  word,  to  do  nothing,  to  think  of  nothing,  to 

live  like  a  plant,  without  having  any  remorse. 

Captain  B-^  passed  the  evening  with  lis,  iitd  we-  talked 
together;  I  'am  disgusted  enough  with  my  cOnversatibnal 
poweirs  8ii^ce=  I  hav^  read  What  Madame  de  8tayi  has  said  in 
regard  to  the  imitation  "Of  French  wit  by  foreigners.  To 
believe  her,one  should  hide  one's  head  and  never  dare  attempt 
to  rival  the  sublime  genius  of  the  French. 

Reading  drawing,  music*--nothing  but  ennui,  ennui^  dnnnt 
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Outside  of  my  occupations  and  my  amusements,  I  need 
some  real,  living  interest,  and  without  it  I  am  bored  to  death. 

I  am  not  weary  of  life,  because  I  have  not  married  yet;  no, 
you  have  too  good  an  opinion  of  me  to  believe  that.  I  ana 
weary  of  it,  because  everything  has  gone  wrong  with  me,  and 
because — well,  because  I  am  weary  of  it. 

Paris  kills  me!  It  is  a  caf^,  a  well-kept,  hotel,  a  bazar. 
However,  I  must  hope  that  with  the  winter,  the  opera,  the 
Bois,  and  my  studies,  I  shall  grow  to  endure  it. 

Tuesday^  July  ijtA. — I  have  passed  all  day  in  seeing  real 
marvels  of  antique  and  artistic  embroideries,  and  gowns  that 
were  chivalrous  or  bucolic  poems.  All  sorts  of  splendors 
which  gave  me  an  idea  of  a  luxury  that  I  had  never  before  even 
suspected.    Ah,  Italy! 

If  I  devote  a  month  twice  a  year  to  my  wardrobe,  it  is  only 
that  I  may  not  worry  myself  about, it  the  rest  of  the  time. 
Dresses  are  so  stupid  when  one  is  occupied  with  them  for  their 
own  sake;  but,  with  me,  dresses  lead  to  costumes  and  costumes 
to  history. 

Wednesday^  July  iZth. — That  one  word,  Italy ^  affects  me  as 
no  word,  no  person  has  ever  done. 

Oh,  when  shall  I  be  there? 

I  should  be  so  angry  if  anyone  thought  that  I  wrote  these 
Ohs  and  Ahs  from  affectation. 

I  don't  know  why  it  is  that  I  imagine  that  I  am  not  believed; 
in  spite  of  all  my  asseverations,  I  some^me^  think  so,  and  it  is 
both  disagreeable  and  stupid. 

You  see,  I  want  to  make  a  change;  I  want  to  write  very 
simply,  and  I  fear  that,  when  comparing  my  new  style  with  my 
past  exaggeration,  people  will  not  understand  what  I  mean. 

Since  Naples,  that  is,  since  my  journey  to  Russia,  I  have 
tried  to  improve  myself,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  I  have,  to  a 
certain  extent,  succeeded. 

I  want  to  state  things  in  a  perfectly  natural  way,  and  if  I 
add  a  few  figures  of  speech,  do  not  think  it  is  for  the  purpose 
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of  fine  writing.     Oh,  no!  it  is  simply  to  unravel,   and  to 
express,  as  clearly  as  possible,  the  confusion  of  my  ideas. 

It  annoys  me  greatly  not  to  be  able  to  write  anything 
pathetic!  I  would  like  so  much  to  make  ot|}ers  feel  what  I 
feel.     I  weep  and  I  say  that  I  weep.    That  is  not  what  I  want. 

\  want  to  be  able  to  tell  it  all  in  such  a  way  that  it  will  touch 
your  hearts. 

That  power  will  come,  and  other  things  witli  it,  but  it  must 
not  be  sought  for.  ' 

Thursday y  July  26M. — I  have  been  drawing  nearly  all  day; 
to  rest  my  eyes,  t  played  the  mandolin,  then  drawing  again, 
and  then  the  piano.  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  like  art,  in 
all  its  branches,  from  the  beginning  up  to  the  moment  of  the 
greatest  development. 

You  forget  everything  to  become  absorbed  in  your  work; 
you  regard  contours  and  shadows  with  respect,  with  tender- 
ness; you  create,  you  feel  yourself  almost  great. 

I  am  afraid  of  hurting  my  eyes,  arid  I  have  not  read  in  the 
evening  for  three  days.  Lately,  everything  looks  blurred  at  so 
short  a  distance  as  from  the  carriage  to  the  curbstone. 

It  makes  me  uneasy.  If,  after  losing  my  voice,  I  should  be 
obliged  to  give  up  drawing  and  reading!  But,  in  that  case,  I 
should  not  complain,  because  it  would  mean  that  all  my 
troubles  have  been  the  fault  of  no  one,  but  simply  the  will  of 
God. 

Monday,  July  ^oth. — It  is  said  that  many  young  girls  write 
their  impressions,  a:iid  Jhat  stupid  Vie  Parisienne  speaks  of  it 
in  a  very  contemptuous  manner.  I  hope  that  I  am  not  one  of 
those  envious,  ignorant,  unsexed  beings,  reeking  through  all  ttie 
pores  with  mystery  and  depravity. 

Fauvel  has  stopped  my  excursions  to  Enghien,  and  will,  per- 
haps, send  me  to  Germany,  which  would  again  turn  everything 
upside  down.  Walitzky  is  a  skillful  doctor,  and  understands 
all  diseases.     I  had  hoped  that  he  was  mistaken  in  advising  me 

to  go  to  Soden,  but  Fauvel  is  of  the  same  opinion. 
21 
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.  lVednesdayy.Augmf  ist'-'^^^Two  si^ntimtahts  are  common  to 
lofty  aad  a^ectionate.  natuxes;  extreme  sensitiveness  to  the 
opiniQU  of  others^  and  extieqse  biUerjsesfr  whea  that  opkiioa  is 

Wbo  was  the.  adorable  creature  who  wrote  that?  I  have 
forgotten^  but  I  have  already  quoted  the  Itnes^.  a  year  ag^o, 
and  I  beg  you  to  think  of  them  sometimes  in  thinking  of  me. 

Sufidajf^  Au£^t/tsJt  ^iA.-^Wh&n  one.  is.  ia.  need  of  kMread,  one 
really  does  not  dare  to  speak  of  sweetmeats.  So>  at  present, 
I  am  ashacoed  to  sipeak.  of  my  artistk)  hopes.  I  no  longer  dare 
to  say  that  to  do.  better  work  I  would  like  such  or  such  airaiag^e- 
meiits^  that  I  want  to,  study,  la  Italy.  ^  All  this  is  very  pamful 
formetusay^,      i....  .......     ,        .    .    . 

Even  if  I  should  be  granted  a//,  I  thiok  I  couid  no  longer 
be  so  happy  as  I  would  have  been  once. 

Confidence  once  Lost,  is  neve|r  vestocedy  ond  this  truth,  like 
everything  that  i$.  irreparable,  saddens  me  unspeakably., 

I  am  disapppiuted  aad  sad^  I  notice  nothings  nobody;  my 
face  is  careworn,  which  takes  away  the.  trt^sti^g  expression  I 
once  had,,  and  makes  me  look  ugly*  I  no.  longer  have  anry- 
thing  to  say;  my  friends  look  at  inei  with  astonishinent  at  first, 
and  then  go  away.  Then  I  try  tp  bq  amusing^  aud  I  become 
queer,  extravagant,  ioipertinent,  and  stupids 

Monday y  August  6fA, — Do  you  think  Ihat  I  am  not  qnea^ 
about  Russia?  Where  is  the  being  unhappy  enough,  con- 
temptible eacugh,  to  forget  his  couatry  when  indan^ex?  Do 
you  think  that  the  fable  of  the.  hare  aiud  the  tortoise^  when 
applied  to  Russia,  and  Turkey^  does  not  trouble,  ooe?  Because 
I  speak  of  this,  that,,  and  the  other,,  does  that  prove  that  I  am 
not  uneasy,  seriously  uneasy,  about  our  war? 
.  Do  you  think  tha-t  190,900  slaughjt^ed  Ru^iaos  woukt  be 
lying  dead,  if  my  prayers,  couid  have  saved  them,  my  anxioiis 
thoughts  defended  them?  • 

Tuesday f,  August  ^tk, — I  have  been  stupefying  nayself  at  the 
Boh  March4^  which  pleases   me  as<  e.verytlnng  that  is  w«U 
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managed  does.    We   had  gueslts   to  supper   with    us;    they 
laughed  and  I  laughed,  but  still — 1  am  sad,  despairing. 

And  it  is  impossible!!    Frightful  wordsf   Hideous,  horrible' 
words!!      To  die,  my  God,  to  die!!!     To  dief!!!    Without 
leaving  anything  behind  me!    To  die  like  a  dogf    To  die,  as  a 
hundred  thousand  women  have  died,  with  scarcdy  their  names 
engraved  upon  thetr  tombs!      To  die  like-— .    Fooi,  fool,  who 
does  not  see  what  is  God's  w'ill!    God  wishes  me  to  renounce  • 
everything  else  and  consecrate  myself  to  art     In' five  years,  I  • 
shall  still  be  quite  young,  still 'beautiful',  perhaps/   But!,  sup- 
pose r  become  only  a  mediocre  artist^  as  so  many  otIiCrs  have  ' 
been?    '  '     ■  '  ' 

With  society,  that  might  answer;  but  to  devote  one's  life  tb 
some  special  thing  and  not  tb  succeed!  

In  Paris,  as  everywhere  else,  there  is  a  Russian  colony. 

It  is  not  the&e  mean  considerations  that  enrage  me,  but  ?t  is 
that,  mean  is  they  ate,  thely  make  me  desperate  and  prevent 
me  from  thinking  of  my  greatness. 

What  is  life  without  sociiety?  What  can  -one  do  when 
always  alone?  This  'thotight  makes  me  hate  the  whole'  world, 
my  family,  myself;  it  makes  hie  blaspheme!  To  live!  To 
live!  Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  God,  Lord  Jesus'  Christ,  my 
God,  come  to  my  aid!       -    •  "  -  ' 

But,  if  1  am  to  consecrate  myself  to  the  arts,  I  must  go  to 
Italy!    Yes,  to  Home.     ' 

This  is  the  granite  wall  against  which  I  dash  my  head  every 
moment.    "  '^  '     '  .     .    .       - 

I  will  remain  here"  '• 

Sunday,  August  tith.-^l  hiave  sketched  the  portrait  of  the 
chambermaid  of  the  house,  Antoinette.  She  has  a  chamAing 
face  with  large,  sbarkllngj  blue' -eyes,  and  a  lovely;  innocent 
expression.' But — ^the  sketch  ^s  always  serccessful— to  know 
how  to  finish  the  picture,  bne  must  have  studied.  ' 

FHday,  August  i*jtfi.—l  am  convinced  that  I  c^n  not'liVe' 
away  from  Rome,    I«  faet,  my  health  1^  fstiUng  visibly,  biit  it 
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is  beyond  my  power  to  do  anything.     I  would  give  two  years 
of  my  life  if  I  had  never  been  in  Rome. 

Unfortunately,  we  only  learn  how  to  act,  when  there  is  no 
longer  any  occasion  for  acting. 

Painting  drives  me  wild!  Because,  in  my  nature,  there  is 
stuff  which  might  be  made  to  accomplish  marvels,  and  I  am, 
as  far  as  studying  goes,  more  unfortunate  than  the  first  street- 
boy,  in  whom  talent  is  noticed  and  who  is  sent  to  school. 
However,  I  have  this  hope  to  console  me:.  That  posterity, 
enraged  at  having  lost  what  I  might  have  created,  will  cut  off 
the  heads  of  all  my  family. 

Do  you  think  that  I  still  desire  to  go  into  society?  No, 
no  longer.  I  am  soured  and  disappointed,  and  I  desire  to 
become  an  artist  for  the  same  reason , that  malcontents  become 
Republicans. 

I  think,  after  all,  though,  that  I  am  slandering  myself. 

Saturday,  August  i8M. — When  I  read  Homer,  I  compared 
my  aunt  when  she  was  angry  to  Hecuba  at  the  burning  of 
Troy.  However  stupid  one  may  be,  or  ashamed  to  confess  his 
admiration  for  the  classics,  no  one,  it  sepms  to  me,  can  escape 
from  a  certain  adoration  of  the  ancients.  You  may  say  that  it 
is  repugnant  to  repeat  always  the  same  thing;  you  may  say  that 
you  are  afraid  to  appear  to  transcribe  what  you  have  read  in 
professional  admirers,  or  to  say  oyer  again  the  words  of  your 
teacher,  but  the  fact  is,  that,  especially  in  Paris,  one  does  not 
dare  to  speak  of  these  things,  one  really  does  not  dare. 

And  yet,  no  modern  drama,  no  novel,  no  sensational  comedy 
by  Dumas  or  George  Sand>  'ever  left  so  clear,  de€jp,  and  real 
an  impression  upon  my  mind  as  the  description  of  the  Siege 
of  Troy.  ^ 

It  seems  to  me  that  I  was  present  at  those  horrors,  that  I 
heard  the  cries,  was  with  Priam'^  family,  with  those  unfort- 
unates who  hid  themselves  behind  the  altars  of  their  gods, 
where  the  sinister  flames  of  th^  fire  which  devoured  their  city 
came  to  seek  them  and  end  their  sufferings. 
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And  who  can  help  a  slight  shudder  in  reading  of  the 
appearance  of  Creusa's  ghost? 

But  when  I  think  of  Hector,  who  had  come  below  the  ram- 
parts with  such  excellent  intentions,  flying  before  Achilles, 
and  chased  three  times  around  the  walls — I  laugh! 

And  the  hero  who  passed  a  thong  about  the  feet  of  his  dead 
enemy  and  dragged  him  this  time  about  the  same  ramparts!  I 
imagine  a  horrible  street  urchin,  galloping  on  a  stick  for  a 
horse,  and  with  an  enormous  wooden  sword  at  his  side. 

I  do  not  know,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  in  Rome  alone  can  I 
satisfy  my  dreams  of  all  things. 

In  Rome,  one  is  at  the  summit  of  the  world. 

I  have  thrown  aside  in  disgust  the  ^'Journal  ctun  Diplomate 
en  ItaUe'\ — ^the  French  daintiness  of  style,  the  politeness,  the 
commonplace  expressions  of  admiration  offend  me,  when 
applied  to  Rome.  To  me  a  Frenchman  always  has  the  air  of 
dissecting  things  with  a  long  instrument  held  delicately 
between  his  fingers,  and  with  eye-glasses  upon  his  nose. 

Rome'  ought  to  be,  as  a  city,  what  I  could  imigirie  myself 
to  be  as  a  woman.  Any  expression  that  has  been  used 
before  and  in  description  of  others,  applied  to  us  is  a  profana- 
tion. 

Sunday^  August  19M. — I  have  been  reading  "  Ariadne,**  by 
Ouida.  The  book  has  saddened  me,  and  yet  I  almost  envy 
the  lot  of  Gioja. 

Gioja  was  brought  up  on  a  diet  of  "Homer  and  Virgil." 
After  her  father's  death,  she  went  on  foot  to  Rome.  There,  a 
terrible  disappointnaent  awaited  her,  for  she  had  expected  the 
Rome  of  Augustus. 

For  two  years  she  studied  in  the  studio  of  Marix,  the  most 
celebrated  sculptor  of  the  time,  and  who  unwittingly  fell  in 
love  with  her.  But  she  thought  of  nothing  but  her  art,  until 
there  appeared  in  her  life  Hilarion,  a  poet  who  made  the 
wHol6  world  yireep  with  his  poems,  and  who,  himself,  turned 
everything  into  ridicule;  a  liiillionaire,  as  beautiful  as  a  god, 
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ftnd  ^dorecl  bj^  qy,erybQdy4.   Wliile  Marix .  adores  iri  silence 
Hilar  ion  makes  himself  loved  out  of,  caprice.  ,  . 

The  ending  of  the  i^tory  is  very  sad,  and  yet  I  would,  with- 
out hesitation,  accept  Gioja's  fate,  la  the  first  place,  she  wor- 
shiped Rome,  and  then  she  loved  with  aJl  her  soul.  And 
although  she  was- .abandoned,  it  was  by  him^  a^d<  if  she  suf- 
fered, it  was  because  of  him.  I  do  not  juaderstand  how  any- 
one can  be  unhappy  at  anything  that  comes  from  the  hand  of 
the  man  one  lov.es^  as  she  loved^  and  as  I  could  love,  if  I  ever 

do  love.    .  \  :..    ■  "       •..:■•       -.:»..... 

She  never  knew  that  he  had.  sought  her  love  onjy  from  a 
whim. 

. "  He  loved  me,"  she  said,  "  and  I  should  have  known  how 
to  .keep  him,"  .  , 

She  achieved  .fame.  Her  name  was  repeatfsd  with  an 
admiration  mingled,  with  amazement..  , .    r     ^ 

She  never  ceased  to  love  hinty  and  he  nevejr  de$cet;ided  to  the 
ranks  of  other  men  in  her  eyes;  she  always  thought  him  per^ 
feet,  almost  immortal^  and  she  did  not  wish  tq  die  tken, 
** because  he  is  alive."  "How  can  one  kill  onp's  self,"  she 
asks^  "  whejQ  the  naan  one  loves  is  still  alive?"  ..    ,    .  , 

And  she  died  in  his  arms,  with  his  voice  murmuring  in .  her 
ears:  "I  love  you/:. 

But  to  love  like  that,  one  must  fii).d  an  Hilai:ion,: :  The  m^n 
one  loves  in  that  way  must  be  the  descendant  of  agreat  family. 
Hilacipn  w^as  the  son  of  anAusti^ian  nobleman  and  a  Greek 
princess.  The  man  one  loyes  like  that  must  oeyer  have  need 
of  money;,  he  must  be  po  weak  player  in  the  game  of  life,  or  a 
man  afraid  of  anything  in  the  world. 

When  Gioja  knelt  ^owa  and  kissed  his  feet,  I  lik^  to  believe 
,that  his  nails  w^re  pink  and  th^  he  had  no  corns. 

There  comes  in  my  terrible- realism!  t   . . 

,This  man,  finally,  must  never  find  the  doors. of  palace  or 
dub  barred  to  him;  never  be  forced  to  hesitate,  before  a 
fttatjUQ  h^  \f  ishj^s  tp  purcbas^^  o^  to  experience  X\^^,  vexation  of 
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not  being  ablt  to  do  something  he  wants  to  do,  no  matter  how 
foolish  that  something  may  be.  He  must  be  cowkrdly  only  in 
love;  but  cowardly  like  Hilarion,  who  could  break  a  woman's 
heart  with  a  smile,  but  who  would  shed  tears  to  see  a  woman 
want  for  anything. ' 

It  is  not  at  all  incomprehensible.  How  do  men  Break  hearts? 
By  not  loving  at  all,  or  too  much.  Is  it  a  voluntary  act?  Can 
they  help  it?  No.  Well,  there  is  no  use,  then,  in  reproaching 
them  in  the  stupid  manner  that  is  the  usual  custom. 

They  are  reproached  by  people  who  do  not  stop  to  tWnk. 

Siich  a  man  should  always  have  a  palace  ready  for  him  in 
all  parts  of  the  w6rld,'  a  yacht  to  cariy  him  wherever  his  fancy 
lists,  jewels  to  deck  out  a  woman,  servants,  horses,  "flute- 
players,  even;  oh,  everything! 

But  this  is  only  a  story!  Very  true;  but  then  this  loVe  is  also 
an  invention.  You  will  tell  me  that  one  loves  men  who  make 
1,200  francs  a  year,  or  who  are  in  receipt  of  art  iiicome  of 
25,000  francs,  who  economize  in  glbves  and  calculate  the  num- 
ber of  guests;  but  it  is  not  the  thing  I  mean.  Oh,  not  at  all, 
not  at  all!    '     V 

In  such  cases  one  is  in  love,  one  is  desperate,  one  poisons 
one'is'self,  one  kills  one's  rival  or  the  faithless  lover  himself;  or, 
perhaps,  one  becomes  resigned.  But  this  is  not  the  slightest 
like  the  love  I  anl  imagining,  not  the  slightest!       * 

Sensitive  as  I  am,  the  least  thing  makes  nie  shiVer. 

**  Matix  and  Crispin  had  sworn  to  kill  him,  but  she  did  not 
understand  revenge.  *  To  avenge  myself  for  what?'  she  said, 
^therie  is  nothing  to  be  avenged.^  And  when  Marix  oast  him- 
self at  hei:  feet  and  swore  tbbe  a  friend  and  an  avenger,  she 
turned  aside  with  hotter  and  disgust.  ^My  fnend?' ishe  said, 
<  and  you  wi^  him  evil?'  "* 

I  can  understand  liow  one  could  wish  death  to  a  man  one 
haslovedy  biit  not  to  a  man  one  loves, 

I  shall  nev6r  We  in  the  waf  I  ^^n  imagine,  if  I  find  only 
what  I  have  already  sfccn.    1  should  be  too  humiliate  in  kirn. 
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Think  of  it!  Lodged  in  a  second-floor  apartment  with  his 
parents!  And  I  would  wager  (from  what  I  icnow  through 
Visconti)  that  his  mother  gives  him  dean  sheets  only  twice  a 
month. 

But  you  must  turn  to  Balzac  for  these  microscopic  analyses; 
my  feeble,  miserable  efforts  will  never  make  me  understood. 
.,  Thursday^  August  2'^d, — lam  at  Schlangenbad!  How  and 
why?  Listen.  Because,  for  some  reason  or  other,  I  don't  like 
to  be  separated  from  my  family;  and,  since  we  must  suffer,  it 
is  better  to  suffer  together. 

The  family  are  lodged  in  a  sort  of  pension  at  Schlangenbad, 
but  as  I  have  had  more  tnan  enough  of  the  Baroness*  pension, 
I  said  that  I  wanted  to  have  rooms  at  the  Badehaus,  which 
is  the  best  place  here. 

My  aunt  and  I,  therefore,  took  two  rooms  at  the  Badehaus; 
it  is  convenient  for  my  baths.      ,    .   .      .    . 

Fauvel  has  ordered  restj^  and  I  have  it  here.  But  I  don't 
think  that  I  am  yet  cured,,  and  \x\  disagreeable  things  I  am 
never  mistaken. 

I  shall  soon  be  eighteen.  That  is  little  for  people  who  are 
thirty-five,  but  it  is  much  for, me,  who,  in  the  few  months  of  my 
existence  as  a  young  girl,  have  had  little  pleasure  and  many 
sorrows. 

Art!  If  I  had  not  in  the  future  those  three  magic  letters,  I 
should  have  died  long  agq. 

But  for  Art,  one  has  no  need  of  any  one,  one  depends  only 
on  one's  self,  and,  if  one  fails,  one  is  worthless  and  ought  not 
to  live.  Art!  I  imagine  it  as  a  great  light  away  off  in  the 
distance,  and  I  will  forget  everything  else  and  press  on  with 
my  eye3  fixed  upon  that  light.  And  now— oh!  no!  no!  now, 
my  God!  do  not  frighten  me!  Something  horrible  tells  me 
that — Ah,  no,  I  will  not  write  it,  I  do  not  wish  to  bring  ill-luck 
upon  myself!  Oh,  God — I  will  try  and  if —  Then  there  will 
be  no  more  to  be  said-^and-r^^y  the  will  of  God  be  done! 

I  was  at  Schlangenbad  two  years  ago.    What  a  difference! 
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Then,  I  had  all  hopes;  now,  I  have  none. 

Uncle  Etienne  is,  as  then,  with  us,  and  he  has  a  parrot  as  he 
did  two  years  ago.  The  same  Rhine,  the  same  vineyards,  the 
f>ame  ruins,  castles,  and  old  towers  with  legends  attached  to 
them;  and  here,  at  Schlangenbad,  delightful  balconies,  like 
nests  of  verdure;  but  neither  ruins,  nor  pretty,  new  houses 
charmed  me.  I  recognii:e  merit,  charm,  beauty,  where  there 
is  any,  but  I  can  love  nothing  except  below  there. 

And,  he'sicles,  what  is  there  in  the  world  comparable  to  that 
sunny  land?  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  it,  but  poets 
have  stated  it  and  wise  men  proved  it,  before  me. 

Thanks  to  my  habit  of  carrying  with  me  "  a  heap  of  useless 
things,"  I  can  make  myself  at  home  anywhere,  at  the  end  of 
an  hour;  my  dressing-case,  my  writing  materials,  a  few  good 
big  books,  my  great  work,  and  my  pictures.  That  is  all.  But, 
with  those,  I  can  make  any  hotel-room  comfortable.  What  I 
care  the  most  for,  are  nay  four,  big,  red  dictionaries,  my  big, 
green  Livy,  a  small  Dante,  a  medium-sized  Lamartine,  and  my 
likeness,  cabinet  size,  painted  in  oil,  framed  in  dark-blue  vel- 
vet, and  enbased  in  a  Russia  leather  case. 

With  these,  my  bureau  has  at  once  an  air  of  elegande,  and 
the  two  candles,  shedding  their  light  upon  the  warm  and 
pleasant  colors,  almost  reconcile  me  to  Germany. 

Dina  is  so  good,  so  sweet!  How  much  I  would  like  to  see 
her  happy!  And  one  word  here!  Nevertheless,  what  a  villain- 
ous humbug  is  the  lifie  of  certain  persons! 

Monday y  August  ijt/i, — I  have  added  a  sentence  to  my  even- 
ing prayer,  five  words:    Protect  our  armies;  oh,  God! 

I  might  say,  truly,  that  I  am  anxious;  but,  in  the  presence  of 
such  vast  interests,  what  am  I  to  say — an3rthing?  I  detest  inac- 
tive compassion.  I  could  not  speak  of  our  war  as  I  could  of 
any  ordinary  subject.  I  limit  myself  to  unswervadfy  admiring 
our  imperial  family,  our  grand  dukes  and  our  poor  dear 
Emperor. 

They  say  we  are  not  doing  well.    I  would  like  to  sec  the 
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Prussians  tn  that  wild,  arid  country,  filled  with  tiaitors  and 
ambushes!  Those  excelleat  Prussians  marched  through  a 
rich  and  fertile  country  like  France,  where  at  every  moment 
th^  found  cities,  and  towns,  with,  plenty  for  them  to  eat, 
drink,,  and  steal.    I  woi|ld  like  to  see  them  in  the  Balkans! 

Without  taking  into,  account  that  we  ourselyes  are  fighting, 
while  tbey^  fox  the  most  part  bought  men,  an4  thea  let  tb«m  be 
butchered. 

Our  soldiers  die  like  4isciplmed  bcu^s,  say  those  who  are 

prejudiced;  like  heroes,  say  honest  pc^ople. 

But  everyone  is  agreed  in  saying  that  no  one  has  ever 
fought  as  the  Russians  arefighting  now,  History  will  verify  that. 

ff>^»tf*/<g(,  4^*^^  29/>^,j-T^  I  .ha4  b^CJi  3.  lon^ 
by  an  obscure  poiat  regarding  the  changjuig  Irom  aa  eianpire 
to  a  kingdom  and  the  ^al  dividing  up  of  Italy,  I  took  one  of 
Am^e  Thierry's  books  and  went  inta  the  woods^where  I  read, 
sought,  and  found  what  I  wanted;  then  I  wandered  forth  in 
search  of  adventuie^  not  knpwing  where  J.  went,  and  vainly 
imagining  encounters  like  the  one  I  described  last  year. 

The  Russians  go  from  bad  to^  worse;  The  news  frqm  the  seat 
of  war  is»  that  the  defile  of  Chipk^  is  still  in  the  bands  of  the 
Russians;  to-morrow,  we  sh^  know  the  result  pf  the.  decisive 
battle.  I  immediately  made  a  vow  not  to  speaka  wor4  until 
to-moryow>  so  that  pur  side  may  ^in^- 

At  eighteen  this  is  aa  absifrdityj  ,Th|$  talentsj  the  hopes, 
the  manners,  the  caprices  of  my  "  sal^  age  '*  h^ve  become 
ridiculous  ^X  eighteen.  To  begtq  painting  .^eighteen  when 
one  has  pretended  before  ^o  be  3i\>W  to  do.  everything  and  even 
better  than  oth^sl  .         /  . 

There  are  soi?ae  who  deceive  others*;  I  have  deoerved  myself. 

Thursda^^  Augmt  sotA.j^l  did  .  not  spe^k  a  word,  and  this 
evening  at  Wie^badj^n  we  leairned  that  th^  Russians  have 
.Ch;lpka,  that  the.  Turks. are  be^en  (at  least  for  the  moment), 
and  that  great  reinforcements  are  coming  to  our  aid. 

Saturday  Se^^mbir  isK — I  am  much  alone,  readin^g  and 
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thinking,  wkh^ci^eii*  txxTifect  me.    Perhaps  this  isWrtf,  btit 
pjsrhapA  atfto  it  is  ba4.    •  ' 

What  guarantee  have  I  that  I  amttdt  eaten  up  with  sophisms- 
atid  fill<sd'vith  errmieotts  ideals?'  '  That  Is  a  question'  that  will 
be  decMed  after  my  death. 

Forgiv^-^Fergiveness,  There  are  a  verb  and  a  noun  much 
u«ed  4»  this  «^rld;    Chpfetlanlty  commands  uH'  td  f drgfvie. 

Wfciat*  forgiveness?  ' 

It  is  the  rentaneiation- of  vengeance  or  the  desire  to  punish. 
But  when  we  had  the  intention  neither"  of  avenging  ourseiVes 
nor  of  punishing,  can  Urt^ forgive?  :Yes;  ahd  no.  Yts]  because* 
we  a«3tire  ourselves  and  others  of  the  fact,  and  we  act  as  if 
the  offense  had  never  been  committed.  No^  because  we  are 
not 'masters  of  ©ur  memories,  and  'so  4oiig  as  we  rememher-;iirt 
\iB,'V€r^6K.f€rg(v€ni'  ...... 

I  ^ss^d  the  Wh61e  day  in  the  house  with  my  Iftmily,  and  I 
mended,  with  my  own  hands,  a  Russia  leather  shoe  belonging 
to  Dliia»  then  I  washed  a  large  wooden  laWe,  as  any  cham- 
bermaid might  have  done,  and  upon  ihe  table  T  set  to  work  to 
make  Far^mki{si  paste  made  of  flour,  water;  atid  fresh  cheese). 
The  family  wsre  amused  to  see  me  kneading  the  moistened 
flour,  with  my  sleeves  rolled  up,  and  upon  my  head  a  black- 
velvet  capj  like  the  one  Fau^f  wears.'  '       '      :    ' 

Thert  I.  put  ori  a  watei*pfoof  and 'Went  withDina  -to  the 
Tyrolese  girl's,  who  sells  a  host  of  little  things;  I  fiisked  het* 
for  M — 'shead.  She  looked  bewildered,  so  Thought  a  beair 
and  we  came  home;  .        -"  -'  ''  »    ^  !......»;  i    -  .  .   i 

Sunday^  SeptemhSr  2d, — How  can  people^,  who  ar6  frefe  to  do* 
as  they  please,  spend  a  day  in  Wiesbaden?'    . 

We  went  there,  nevertheless;  to  see  the  mt)st  ridlctilous 
nation  on  earth  ceiebrdte  th^  defeat  of.  thi?  lAoSt  cultured.  '  ^' 

X  was  sleepy,  and  draifik^  from  time  to  time,  black  coffee -to 
keep  me  awake: 

:  ■  THur9iay--  Septetnhyt^^&fh,^!  will  *  ?^y  in  Pails'.^  *  That  I  have 
finally  resolved  upon,  and  my  mother  will  be  with  me.-    We 
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will  not  quarrel;  and  it  would  be  a  very  good  arrangement  if 
she  were  not  ill,  especially  in  the  evening.  She  has  scarcely 
ljB£t  her  bed  since  yesterday. 

I.  have  decided  to  remain  in  Paris,  where  I  will  pursue  my 
studies,  and  in  the  summer  go  to  some  wateriQg-*place  for 
relaxati^..  Alt  my  paprices  are  at  an  end.  Russia  did  me 
good,  and  Jam  now  completely  reformed.  .  And  I  feel  that  the 
time  has  finally  come  for  me  to  check  my  course.  ^  With  my 
abilities,  in  two  years  I  shall  make  up  for  lost  time. 

And  so^  in  the  name  of  the  Father^  and  of  the  Son^  and  of  the 
Holy  Ghosty  Amen!  and  may  the  Divine  protection  be  with  met 
This  is)  not  an  ephemeral  ded^on  like  so  many  other Sy  but  a  final 
one^ 

Sunday^  September  ^. — I  have  been  crying  to-iday.  The 
beginning  of  my  troubled  life  grieves  me.  M^iy  God  preserve 
me  from  being  regarded  as  a  misunderstood  divinity,  but  I  am 
unhappy!  Many  times  I  have  almost  thought  myself  as 
"  stricken  hy  an  evil  genius,"  and  each  time  I  have  revolted 
against  this  horrible  thought: 

Nunquam  amUhemoHs  vinculis  exuenda! 

There  are  some  who  sugceed  in  ever3rthing,  whjle  with 
others  ever3rthing  goes  wrong.  Against  the  truth  of  this,  noth- 
ing can  be  said,  and  that  is  just  the  horror  of  the  thing! 

i  might  have  worked  seriously  for  the  past  three  years,  but 
at  thirteen  I  was  running  after  the  shadow  pf  the  Duke  of 
H — ^  a  deplorable  thing  to  admit.  I  do  not  accuse  myself, 
because  I  did  not  know  how  I  was  wasting  my' time.  I  regret 
it,  but  I  do.  not  reproach  myself,  at  all  The  combined  cir- 
cumstances of  my  unrestricted  freedom  apd  my  ignorance; 
my  exaltation. which  I  believed  to  be  skepticism  .acquired  by 
an  experience  Qf  forty  years,  have,  stranded  me,  I. know  not 
where,  nor  how!  Qthers,  under  the  same  circumstances,  might 
have  met  with  something  to  lean  upon  which  would  have  per-' 
mitted  then}  to  work  at  Rome  or  elsewhere,  or  a  marriage; 
but  I  had  nothing. 
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I  do  not  regret  having  lived  in  my  own  way;  it  would  be 
strange  to  regret  it,  knowing  well  that  no  advice  would  have 
deterred  me.     I  believe  only  what  I  experience. 

Monday^  September  \oth, — To-morrow,  we  leave.  I  love 
Schlangenbad.  The  trees  are  magnificent,  and  the  air  soft. 
We  meet  no  one  unless  we  wish  it. 

I  know  all  the  paths,  all  the  walks.  One  might  be  happy  if 
only  contented  at  Schlangenbad. 

My  mother  and  my  aunt  do  not  understand  me.  In  my 
desire  to  go  to  Rome,  they  see  the  Promenades  of  the  Pincio, 
the  opera,  and  "  lessons  in  painting."  And  if  I  were  to  pass 
my  life  in  explaining  my  enthusiasm,  they  might  perhaps 
understand  it,  but  as  being  something  useless,  a  whim  of 
mine.  Little  everyday  troubles  have  absorbed  them,  and  then 
we  must  be  born  with  a  passion  for  those  things,  otherwise  we 
never  understand,  however  intelligent,  superior,  and  eminent 
we  may  be.    But  perhaps  I  am  the  one  who  is  stupid! 

I  wish  I  wer6  a  fatalist. 

Parisy  Wednesday^  September  19M. — I  have  been  reading 
over  my  follies  with  A — ,  and  I  fear  very  much  to  be  taken 
for  an  idiot,  or  a  person  who  is  a  little  light.  What  am  I  say- 
ing?   Light,  no!    I  belong  to  a  respectable  family. 

I  was  only  stupid.  Do  not  think  I  call  myself  stupid  from 
prudery  or  coquettishness.  I  say  it  with  the  most  profound 
sorrow,  for  I  am  convinced  of  it. 

And  it  was  I  who  wished  to  conquer  the  world!  At  seven- 
teen, I  am  a  ^/jw^  being— no  one  knows  what  I  am;  but  I  know 
that  I  am  stupid;   A —  is'witness  to  it!  '  " 

And  )ret,  when  I  speak,  I  have  wit;  never,  when  needed,  it 
is-true^  but-— 

Thursday,  September  iotA. — Friday y  September  2tst, — Pro- 
found disgust  with  myself!  I  hate  all  I  have  done,  said,  or 
written.  I  detest  myself  because  I  have  fulfilled  none  of  my 
hopes.     I  deceived  myself. 

I  am  stupid;  I  have  no  tact,  and  have  never  had  any.  Point 
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out.  one  intelligent  word  o^  one  reasonable  actiop  of  mtne 
I^'ottiing  but  stupiditiesl  I  thought  myself  witty;  I  am  ab&vivd* 
1  thought  myself  daring,  and  I.  am  timid.  I  thought  I  hac} 
talent^  and  I  do  not  know  to  what  purppse  I  have  appUoid  it. 
And  with  that^  the  pretension  of  yrriting  charming  things.  Ab, 
heavens!  you  may  take  what  I  h^ve  just  said  for  wit;  it 
sounds  like  it, but  it  is  not;  I  have  discretion  ejQough  tojodge 
m3rself  accurately,  which  seems  lil^e  .mpdesty,-  and.  a  lot  of 
other  things.     I  .hate>  myself  I 

Sa^rday,  September  22d.-r-\  do  not  know  how  it  is,  hut  I 
believe  i  wish  tp  remain  in  Paris.  I  believe  that  one  yeai 
spent  at  Julian's  studio  would  form  a  good  basis  (or.  my  future 
work.  '...'..       ,.'.■",■,•-•■.  ^  ■'■■:■', X  i' 

Tuesday,  October  id — To-dayi  we  removed  to  7.1  Chaoap^ 
Elys^es.  Notwithstanding  all  tb(S,  confusioni  I  had  time  to  ^0 
to  the  Julian  studio,  the  only  scripiis  one  fpr  wojnen.  .  We 

work  from  8  o'clock  to  noon,  and  fi:om  i  to  5  o'clock.  A  nudi^ 

•       .      .^.      ••.'(•4     •      ■•     •  ** 

man  was  poking,  when  Monsieur  Juliaa  rcon^uct^d.  nie  into  the 

room. 

;    Wednesday yOctober  3</.r— Weda^esday  ))ein»g  a  favorable  day 

for  n^e,  and  there  being  in  this  dale  no  fpur  which  is  always 

unfavorable  £pr  nie,  I  ha^t^ned  tp  coQinaence  as  manyi  things 

as  possible.  v    ^  ^  . .  .  <    i 

I  sketched  in  pencil  a  three-quar^  head  in  ten  minutes> 
and  Julian  told  me  he  did  not  eiscpect  so  much  \x\  a  beg^nnen 
I  left  early;.  I  wished  sin^ply  to  m^k^  ^ beginning  to-dsay<  We 
went  to  the  Bpis,  .  I;  gathere$l  fiv^  .oak  leaves  and  tool^  them 
to  Doucet,  who,  in  half  an  hour,.|:utd.n^ade,meia4^liciousrlttt)Q 
blue  sqapular^  ^  But  what  can  I  ^psjre?.^  ,To  be  .a.  millionaire? 
To  recover  my  voice?    Obtain  the  Prix  de  Rome  xxv^A^t  ,i}[\i^ 
navWe  of  ^.  mam? . .  Marry  N^pplfePn  IV .  ?    Eater '  intp  tho-  great 
world?  .   •'        ....  .       .  i 

..  I  desire  tMj^rofnpt  return  ojf  my  vaice^ 

Thursday,  October  4M. — The  day  passes. quickly,  when  we 
sketch  f^rpm.^  to  12  f^nd  .^  ^Q  j  o'ploqk.    The  dis(j9<ncQ  alone 
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requires  one  hour  and  a  half,  and,  besides,  I  was  a  little  late, 
so  I  had  but  six  hours  of  work. 

When  Ifliink  of  the  years — entire  years — I  have  lost!  Through 
rage,  I  am  tempted  to  throw  up  everything,  and  attempt  noth- 
ing; but  that  would  only  make  njatters  still  wofse.  Come  now, 
miserable  and  detestable  being,  be  contented  to  hav6  at  last 
mad6  a  beginning!  At  the  age  of  thirteen,  Imight  have  com- 
meneed !    Four  years! 

I  might  now  be  painting  historical  pictures,  had  I  begun 
four  years  ago.  What  I  know,  only  retards  me;  I  must  com- 
mence all  over  again.  ,   , 

I  was  obliged  to  do,  twice,  th^  outlines  of  the  head  I  was 
sketching,  before  giving  satisfaction.  As  to  the  academy  figure, 
that  was  very  easy,  and  Monsieur  Julian  did  not  correct  one 
line.  As  he  was  not  there  when  I  arrived,  a  pupil  told  tne 
how  to  commence.    I  hkd  never  seeft  an  academy  figure. 

All  I  had  done  until  now  was  but  a  foolish  loss  of  time! 

At  last  r  Work"  with  artists— real  artists  who  have  had  theif 
works  exhibited  at  the  Sa/^m,  and  who  are  paid  for  their  paint- 
ings and  their  portraits,  who  even  give  le$sons. 

Julian  wa^  pleased  with  my  first,  attempt.  "  At  the  end  of 
the  winter,  ydu.  will  be  able  to  make  very  fine  pprtraits,"  be 
said  to  me. 

He  said  that,  among  his  pupilg,  women  were  sometimes  as 
capable  as  the  men.  1  would  haVe  worked  with  the  latter,  but 
they  smoke,  and  besides,  there  is  no  difference,  ^here  was  a 
difference  when  the  women  had  only  the  dressed  model;  but 
since  they  do  the  academy  figure — the  nude  man— theri^  is 
none. 

The  maid  at  the  studio  is  like  those  described  in  novels. 

"I  have  always  been  with  artists,"  she  said;  "I  km  oq 
longer  baurgeoiscy  I  am  an  artist." 

I  am  contented,  contented!  '   . 

Friday y  October  ^th. — ^*^  You  did  that  klQaeV' asked  Monsieur 
Julian,  coming  into  the  studio.        ' 


.■i- 
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"Yes,  Monsieur." 

I  blushed  as  if  1  were  lying. 

"Well  done!    I  am  much  pleased,  very  much  pleased.'' 

"Yes?" 

"  Entirely  satisfied." 

And  I,  then!  Then  followed  some  advice.  I  was  still  dazzled 
by  the  superiority  of  the  others  over  me,  but  I  was  already  less 
timid.  They  were  all  women  who  had  had  three  or  four  years 
of  serious  work  in  a  studio,  and  at  the  Louvre. 

Saturday^  October  6th. — I  have  seen  no  one  since  I  have 
been  at  the  studio. 

"Rest  assured,"  said  Julian  to  me,  "you  will  not  be  long 
serving  your  apprenticeship." 

And  when  mamma  came  after  me,  at  5  o'clock,  he  said  some- 
thing like  this  to  her: 

"  I  believed  it  was  th^  whim  of  a ,  spoiled  child,  but  I  must 
admit  that  she  really  works,  that  she  is  gifted  and  determined. 
If  this  continues,  in  three  months  her  drawings  can  be  received 
at  the  Saion'* 

Whenever  he  came  to  correct  my  drawing,  he  asked  with  a 
certain  defiant  tone,  if  I  had  done  it  alone. 

I  should  think  so,  alone!  I  never  asked  the  advice  of  any 
of  the  pupils,  except  when  beginning  my  academy  figure,  I 
am  becoming  already  accustomed  to  the  manners  of  artists. 

At  the  studio,  all  are  equal;  we  have  neither  name  nor  fam- 
ily; we  are  no  more  the  daughter  of  our  mother,  we  are  our- 
selves, we  are  an  individual,  and  before  us  is  art,  and  nothing 
else.    We  feel  so  contented,  so  free,  so  proud! 

At  last,  I  am  as  I  have  wished  to  be  for  so  long  a  time.  I 
desired  it  so  long  that  I  can  not  yet  believe  it  has  come. 

By  the  way,  do  you  know  whom  I  met  in  the  Champs 
Elys^es? 

None  other  than  the  Duke  of  H — ,  occupying  an  entire 
hackney  coach.  .  The  handsqme  young  man,  somewhat  stout, 
with  copper-colored  hair,  and  slight  mustache,  had  become  9 
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bulky  Englishman,  with  a  very  flushed  face,  and  small  red 
whiskers  extending  from  the  ear  to  the  middle  of  the  cheek. 

Four  years,  however,  change  a  man.  At  the  end  of  half  an 
hour,  I  thought  no  more  of  him. 

Sic  transit  gloria  Ducis. 

How  ifoolish  I  was! 

Monday^  October  Zth. — For  the  head,  we  had  a  new  model, 
that  is  to  say,  in  the  morning.  A  sort  of  caf4  chantant  singer; 
she  even  sang  during  the  intervals  of  rest.  In  the  afternoon, 
we  had  a  young  girl  for  the  academy  figure. 

They  say  she  is  only  seventeen  years  old,  but  I  assure  you, 
her  form  is  much  impaired.  It  is  said  that  those  wenches 
lead  an  impossible  life. 

The  pose  was  difficult;  I  had  some  trouble. 

People  are  ashamed  of  their  nudity,  because  they  believe 
they  are  not  perfect.  If  they  were  sure  of  having  no  blemish 
on  their  skin,  no  badly-formed  muscles,  nor  deformed  feet, 
they  would  walk  about  without  clothing  and  without  shame. 
We  do  not  acknowledge  it,  but  it  is  that  and  nothing  else,  we  < 
are  ashamed  of.,  Can  we  resist  the  temptation  of  showing  any 
perfection  of  which  we  may  be  proud?  From  the  time  of 
King  Candaule,  who  has  ever  kept  to  himself  a  treasure  or  a 
thing  of  beauty  without  boasting  of  it?  However  easily  satis- 
fied we  may  be  with  our  face,  we  are  instinctively  exacting  as  to 
our  body. 

The  sense  of  shame  disappears  only  in  the  presence  of  per- 
fection, beauty  being  omnipotent,  and  supreme  beauty  leaves 
in  the  mind  no  other  feeling  than  that  of  admiration. 

The  girl  at  the  studio  had  straight  and  pretty,  but  large, 
fingers;  and  her  feet,  although  regular  and  not  large,  were 
stumpy-looking. 

I  said  a  little  while  ago  that  beauty  was  omnipotent,  and  it 
is  the  same  with  all  things  that  are  perfect. 

Music  which  allows,  you  t9.  notice  the  defects  ip  the  miscren- 
seine  is  not  perfect.    An  heroic  action  which  leaves  room  foi; 

93 
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any  sentiment  but  admiration,  is  not  the  greatest  act  of  hero- 
ism of  which  you  have  dreamed.  When  what  you  see  or  hear  is 
great  enough  to  control  your  whole  being,  then  it  is  almighty. 

When,  seeing  a  nude  woman,  you  say  to  yourself  it  is  wrong, 
then  that  wdman  is  not  a  specimen  of  perfect  beauty,  since  you 
have  room  for  another  idea  than  that  which  should  enter  the 
mind  through  the  eyes.  You  forget  beauty  to  rematlc  nudity, 
the  beauty  not  being  complete  enough  to  occupy  you  entirely. 
Then  they  who  show  themselves  are  ashamed,  and  you  are 
shocked. 
'  They  are  ashamed,  knowing  that  others  think  It  wrong;  and 
if  it  were  not  thought  wrong,  they  would  not  be  ashamed. 

Therefore:  Perfection  and  absolute  beauty  destroy  and  even 
prevent  the  inception  of  blame,  and  consequently  suppress  the 
sense  of  shame. 

Tuesday^  October  gth, — ^I  sketched  my  singer  in  close  proxim- 
ity. Having  arrived  late  on  Monday,  I  had  the  worst  place  in 
the  stndio  for  this  week. 

"  It  is  not  at  ail  bad,'*  said  Julian;  "I  am  even  astonished 
that  you  have  done  so  well.  It  is  the  most  difficult  pose,  and 
how  can  you  work  so  near?    I  see  you  will  get  on  smoothly." 

This  is  my  world.  My  friends  go  out,  attend  theatres,  and 
I  sketch  while  awaiting  the  carnival  at  Naples,  that  is,  if  my 
ideas  do  not  change  and  nothing  unexpected  intervenes. 

Wednesday y  October  loth. — Do  not  think  that  I  aiii  doing 
wotiders  because  Monsieur  Julian  is  astonished.  He  is  aston- 
ished because  he  supposed  it  only  the  whim  of  a  rich  girl,  and  a 
beginner.  I  am  wanting  in  experience,  but  what  I  do  is  true 
and  life-like.  As  to  execution,  it  is  all  it  could  b6  after  eight 
days  of  work. 

All  my  companions  draw  better  than  I  do,,  but  their  work  is 
not  so  triie  knd  life-like.  What  leads  the  to  bdieve'that  I  shall 
excel  them^  is  that,  while'admitting  their  merits,  I  shall  not  be 
contented' to- be  what  they  aire,  although  begintlefs  ti^u^lly  say: 
ff  I  could  but  sketch  as  this  or  that  onfe! 
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«  ...  I  I. 

They  hav.e.  ha.^;pj:actiqe,  study,  jexperiqnce.;,but,t;hosQ^irls  of 
forty,  will  never  do  better  than  they  do  now.  Those- who.  are 
young,  sketch  well  and  have  time. before  them,  but  no  future. 

I  may  not  succeed,  but  it  will  be  only  through  impatience.   I 
shall  kill  myself  with  pver-work  to  make  up  for  those  four  lost 
years;  it  seems  to  me  it  is  now  too  late. 
.  .  We  shall,  see. 

Thursday^  October  iiM,-r-We,may  ^ry  to  convince  owrselyes 
that  it  is  useless  to  regret  what  is  past;  at  every  instaqt,  \ 
repeat:  Hqw  wqU  all  would  b^  if  I  had  .studied  the  la^st  three 
years!  I  shoijld  now  be  a^reat  ^rtist,  and  I  could,  etc. 
.» Monsieur  Julian  told  the  maid  of  the  studio,  that  Schaeppi 
and  I.  were  his  most  promising  pupilsi  You  4p  not  know  whp 
Schaegpj  .is?  Schaeppi  is  the. Swiss  girl.  Then  Monsieur 
Julian  added  that  I  might  become  a  great  artist, 

I  heard  all. this  from  Rosjalie.  ' 

It  is  so  coldj  I  have  becppae  hp^r^e,  but  I  forgive  ^1,  pro- 
vided I  can  draw. 

And  draw,  why? 

To  compensate  me  for  all  that  I  have  been  deprived  of  since 
the  cominencement  of  the  world]  For  all  that  I  have  wanted 
and  still  want!  To  succeed  by  my  taleiUj  by— -by  whatever 
you  wish,  but  to  succeed!  ^feut  if  I  had  everything  \  want, 
-perhaps  I  would  (Jo  nothing! 

Friday^  October  \2th, — "  Do  you  know,  Monsieur,"  I  said  to 
Julian,  "  I  am  entirely  discouraged.  A  lady  told  me  yester- 
day that  there  was  no  use  in  my  working,  as  I  had  no  talent." 

"  A  lady  said  that  to  you?'* 

"  Why  yes>  aiid  seriously/'  ,..,:.. 

"Well,  you  may  tell  her  that  in  three  nnonths-r-three 
months  is  not  very  long— that  in  three  months  you  will 
draw  her  portrait-77-face^  thiree,-quartei:s,. ,  or  profile,  in  short, 
whatever  she  may  wish,  and  a  portrait  not  l>adly  done,  do  you 
understand?  Resembling  and  not  badly  done?  Well,  ^e  will 
see.    In  three  nK)nths»  and  if  \  say  it  here^  that  all  Ihos^ 
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ladies  may  hear  me,  it  is  that  I  am  not  saying  anything  very 
remarkable,  but  what  will  surely  happen." 

These  were  his  very  words,  spoken  with  a  Marseillais 
accent,  which  twenty  years  of  Paris  have  not  completely 
effaced — and  so  much  the  better.  I  love  the  Southern 
accent. 

Saturday,  October  13M. — It  is  on  Saturday  that  Monsieur 
Tony  Robert-Fleury,  the  artist  who  painted  "  The  Last  Days 
of  Corinth,"  which  has  been  purchased  by  the  State  cihd  placed 
in  the  Luxembourg,  comes  to  our  studio.  Moreover,  the  first 
artists  of  Paris  come,  from  time  to  time,  to  give  us  advice. 

I  had  commenced  on  Wednesday,  and  Saturday  of  the 
same  week  he  was  unable  to  come,  so  this  was  the  first  time  for 
me.  When  he  reached  my  easel,  and  was  beginning  his  obser- 
vations, I  interrupted  him. 

"  Pardon  me.  Monsieur,  I  began  only  ten  days  ago." 

"Where  did  you  draw  before  then?"  he  asked,  looking  at  nay 
drawing. 

"Why,  nowhere." 

"  How,  nowhere?" 

"  Yes,  I  took  thirty-two  lessons  in  painting  to  amuse  myself." 

"  We  do  not  call  that  studying." 

"I  know,  Monsieur, therefore — " 

"  You  had  never  sketched  from  nature  before  coming  here?" 

"  Never,  Monsieur." 

"It  is  not  possible!" 

"  But  I  assure  you — " 

"  You  have  never  had  any  advice?" 

"  Yes;  four  years  ago  I  took  lessons  as  a  little  girl.  I  copied 
engravings."  # 

"  That  is  nothing;  I  did  not  mean  that."*' 

And  as  he  still  appeared  incredulous,  I  added:  **  I  will  give 
you  my  word  of  honor,  if  you  wish  it." 

"Then  you  have  very  extraordinary  talent.  You  are  par- 
ticularly gifted,  and  I  advise  you  to  work." 
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^*  I  have  done  nothing  but.  that  for  the  last  ten  dfiys 
you  wish  to  see  what  I  have  done  before  this  head?" 

^*  Yes.  I  will  finish  with  these  young  ladies  anc 
return." 

"Well,"  said  he,  after  having  visited  three  or  four 
"  let  me  see,  Mademoiselle." 

"Here,  Monsieur/'  I  said,  commencing  with  the  h( 
Archang^lo,  but  when  I  wished  to  show  him  only  t\ 
said: 

"  No,  no;  show  me  all  you  have  done." 

I  then  showed  him  my  unfinished  academy  figure, 
menced  last  Thursday;  the  head  of  the  singer,  in  whi 
found  much  character;  a  foot;  a  hand,  and  the  academy, 
of  Augustine. 

"  You  made  that  academy  figure  alone?" 

*^  Yes,  and  I  had  not  only  never  made,  but  had  neve 
academy  figures." 

He  was  smiling  and  did  not  seem  to  believe  me,  so  I 
gave  him  my  word  of  honor,  and  he  repeated: 

"  It  is  astonishing,  you  have  extraordinary  talent, 
academy  figure  is  not  at  all  bad — not  at  all — and  that  ] 
even  finely  done.    Work,  Mademoiselle,"  etc. 

Then  followed  some  advice.  The  others  heard  all 
excited  jealousy,  because  none  of  them  had  received  an; 
equivalent — they,  pupils  of  one,  two,  three  years,  who 
academy  figures  with  splendid  models  and  who  painted 
Louvre!  Undoubtedly,  more  is  expected  of  them  than  i 
but  still  they  mi^ht  have  been  told  the  equivalent  in  ai 
way. 

It  is  then  true,  and  I — I  will  say  nothing;  it  wouk 
bring  ill-luck — but  I  commend  myself  to  God.  I  fi 
much! 

All  this  cost  me,  during  the  afternoon,  a  chiding  in  th< 
person.  -  The  Spaniard — ^good  enough  girl,  the  most  ol 
in  the  world,  with  a  rage  for  painting  in  her  head,  maki: 
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somewhat  unjust — this  Spaniard,  speaking  of  a  Hollander, 
said,  when  first  coming  into  the  studio,  we  always  caused 
astonishment  by  making  rapid  progress;  that  this  little,  which 
is  a  great  deal  to  those  who  know  nothing,  is  quickly  ficquired; 
that  it  is  only  when  we  know  something,  that  we  have  the  most 
to  learn. 

There  are  but  two  or  three  beginners  at  present!  Do*  they 
progress  a«  I  do? 

Let  us  resume  and  conclude  the  story  of  my  success. 

"Well,  Mademoiselle?"  exclaimed  Jtiliahj  crossing  his  arms 
before  me.  '...:. 

I  was  somewhat  frightened  and  asked  him,  blushing,  what 
was' the 'patter. 

"Why,  it  is  magnificent!  You  work  on  Saturday  until  night, 
when  everybody  else  takes  a  holiday!" 

**  Yes,  Monsieur,  I  have  nothing  else  to  do  and  I  must  do 
something." 

"  It  is  beautiful.  You  know  that  Monsieur  Robert-Fleury 
was  not  at  all  displeased  with  you?"  • 

"Yes,  he  told  me  so." 

'*Poor  Robert-Fleury,  he 'is  still  ailing  somewhat." 

And  the  master,  placing  himself  beside' me,  began  to  con- 
verse— Which  he  rarely  does  -with  any  of  his^pupHfe,  and  which 
is  a  great  compliment. 

After  his  visit  with  us,  that  poor  Robert-Fleury  talked  witB 
that  good  Julian.  Therefore,  I  wished  to  know  something 
more,' (Expecting  only  flattering  things'.  ' 

I  went  to  the  master  as  he  finished  correcting  the  drawing 
of  an  adorable  little  blonde,  who  was  commencing  in  the  sup- 
plem'entary  room.  '     * 

"  Mohsfeur  Julian,  tell  me  wliat  Monsieur  Robert-Fleury 
said  of  me.  I  know  that  I  know  nothing,  but  he  could  judge 
-^a  littk,  how  ram  commeticing,  and  if — " 

*^  If  you  knew  what  he  said  to  me  of  you,  Mademoiselle,  yott 
would  M«riia4ttfle,"  »  -    -^ 
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"  Go  on,  Moasieur,  IwUl  try  to  listen  without  too  mudz — " 

"  He  tcJd  me  it  was  very  iatelligqntlj  done^  that — " 

"  He  would  not  beCeve  that  I  had  never' sketched." 

^'  No,  indeed.  In  speaking  to  me  he  was  still  a  little  incred- 
ulous, so  I  told  him  how  you  made  that  hea^d  of  Axchaug^lo, 
which  I  made  you  dp  over  ag;aii>.  You  reme«\bcry  it  was  all 
like — ^in  short,  like  someone  who  knows  uothing."    . 

"Yes,.Monweur.'* 

And  we  laughed.    AKl  it  was. so  ^^ausing^ 

Now  that  th^  surprises^  ajstonishments^  encouragements, 
incredulities^  all  those  ecstatic  things  for  me  are.  passed^  now 
work  begins, 

^ads^me  D —  dined  with  ,us.  .  I  wa&  cakn,  reserved,  silent, 
and  scarcely  amiable.     I  have  no  thoughts  but  of  drawing. 

While  writing,  I  stopped  and  thought  of  all  the  wdrk  required, 
of  the  tiine,.paitieDce,.  and  difficuliies. 

We  do  not  become  great  artists,  through  talent  and  genius 
alone>  there  is  alwayS:  tha]t.gitilessmfiqhap,ical  work-^r  And  a 
voice  has  said  to  me;  You  will  fe«l  neither  time^  nor  difficulties, 
and  you  will  sucjceed  without  suspecting  it  !^ 

And  I  believe  in  that  voice!  It  has. never  deceived  me,  and 
it  has  announced  me  too  ,m^ny  rnisfortfines.  to  misleiad  i^e  ppw. 
I  believe  in,  it  and  I  feel  that  I  hav©  <:;ause  tQ  believe  in  it. 

I  shall  take  the  Pfrtx  de  R^pie! 

Monday^  October  \^th. — Tha,  following  weare  our  modekfor 
the  week: 

.  *  '       * 

In  the  morning,  aneleven-year-oid  child,;  with  hair  of  a 
rusty  copper  color,  very  interesting  for  the  head. 

In  the  afternoon,  a  man,  named  Percichiai  for  the  academy 
figure. 

In  the  evening — for  the  night  courses  began,  this  evening, 
from  8  to  10  o'clock— another  ma»»  also  for.  the  academy 
figure. 

Monsieur  Julian  was  amazed  to  see  me  there.  In  the  event- 
ing, he  worked  with  us^  and  I  was  much  amused* 
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We  talked  pleasantly  on  politics  and  other  things.  The  cur- 
rent topics  were  the  subject  of  many  piquant  remarks.  But,  as 
he  would  not  give  his  opinion,  I  played  for  him  the  "Marseil- 
laise.*' 

Let  me  see,  how  many  were  we  this  evening?  Myself,  the 
Polonaise,  Farhammer,  a  French  girl,  Am6lie  (the  Spaniard), 
an  American,  and  the  master. 

Dina  was  there.  It  is  so  interesting.  The  light  strikes  the 
model  so  well — the  shadows  are  so  simple. 

Tuesday y  October  i6th. — Monsieur  Robert- Fleury  came  dur- 
ing the  afternoon,  and  accorded  me  particular  attention. 

As  usual,  I  spent  the  whole  day  at  the  studio,  from  9  o'clock 
to  half-past  12.  I  have  not  yet  succeeded  in  getting  there 
at  8. 

At  noon,  I  leave,  breakfast,  and  return  at  twenty  minutes 
past  I,  and  remain  until  5  o'clock,  and  at  night  from  8  to  10;  \ 

which  makes  nine  hours  a  day. 

This  does  not  tire  me  in  the  least;  if  I  could  do  more,  I 
would.  There  are  people  who  call  this  work.  I  assure  you  I 
consider  it  play — I  say  it  without  boasting.  Nine  hours  are  so 
little,  and  to  think  I  can  not  do  so  every  day,  because  it  is  so 
far  from  the  Champs  Elys^es  to  the  Rue  Vivienne,  and  then 
because,  often,  no  one  will  accompany  me  in  the  evening,  } 

which  obliges  me  to  return  at  half- past  6,  and  as  I  do  not  go 
to  sleep  until  midnight,  the  next  day  I  lost  an  hour.      How-  ] 

ever,  in  attending  the  course  regularly,  from  8  to  12,  and  i  to 
5,  I  will  have  eight  hours.  i 

In  the  winter  it  will  be  dark  at  4.  Ah  !  well,  then  I  will 
certainly  go  at  night. 

We  always  have  the  coup^  for  the  morning,  and  the  landau  ' 

for  the  rest  of  the  day.  ^ 

So  you  see  I  must  do  the  work  of  three  years  in  one;  and, 
as  I  go  fast,  these  three  years  in  one  will  represent  six  years 
of  the  work  of  a  person  of  ordinary  intelligence. 

I  am  talking  like  those  imbeciles  who  say  :  "What  another 
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can  do  in  two  years,  she  will  do  in  six  months."    That  is  all 
erroneous. 

It  is  not  a  question  of  speed.  If  that  were  the  case,  we 
should  have  but  to  spend  the  necessary  time.  Undoubtedly, 
with  patience,  we  would  attain  a  certain  result.  But,  what  I 
could  do  at  the  end  of  one  or  two  years,  the  Danish  girl  could 
never  do.  When  I  begin  to  redress  the  errors  of  humanity,  I 
confuse  and  irritate  myself,  because  I  never  have  the  patience 
to  finish  a  sentence  completely. 

In  short,  if  I  had  commenced  three  years  ^go,  I  could  be 
satisfied  with  six  hours  a  day  ;  but  now  I  must  have  nine,  ten, 
twelve — in  short,  as  many  as  possible.  Indeed,  had  I  com- 
menced three  years  ago,  it  would  still  be  better  for  me  to  work 
as  much  as  possible;  but,  after  all,  what  is  past  is  past. 

Gordigiani  told  me  he  worked  twelve  hours  a  day. 

From  twenty-four  hours  let  us  take  seven  for  sleeping,  two 
for  undressing,  praying,  washing  the  hands  several  times, 
dressing,  combing — all  that^in  fact;  two  for  eating  ancj  breath- 
ing a  little,  that  makes  eleven  hours. 

It  is  true,  thirteen  remain. 

Yes,  but  th|E|  going  and  coming  take  me  an  hour  and  a 
quarter. 

Well,  yes,  I  lose  about  three  hours. 

When  I  shall  work  at  home,  I  will  lose  them  no  longer.  And 
then — and  then — if  there  are  people  to  see — the  Promenade, 
jthe  theatre!  . 

I  shall  try  to  avoid  all  that,  for,  to  the  extent  that  I  enjoy 
them,  they  are  only  an  annoyance. 

Thursday^  October  \Zth, — My  academy  figure. seemed  so  sat- 
isfactory to  Julian,  that  he  said  it  was  altogether  extraordinary 
and  prodigious  for  a  beginner.  Perhaps  it  is  not  astonishing, 
but  there  is,  at  all  events,  method — and  the  torso  is  not  bad;  it 
is  really  well  proportioned  for  a  beginner. 

All  the  pupils  came  to  look  at  my  drawing,  while  I  blushed. 

Heavens!  I  am  so  pleased. 
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The  academy  figure  of  ttie  evening  was  so  bad  that  Monsieur 
Julian  advised  me  to  do  it  over  again.  Wishing  to  do  too  well, 
I  spoiled  it  this  evening.    Day  before  yesterday,  it  was  not  bad^ 

Saturday^  October  20th. — Breslau  received  many  compliments 
from  Rcfbert-.Fleury,  I  none.  The  academy  figure  was  good 
enough,  but  not  the  head.  Task  myself,  in  terror,  when  I 
shall  succeed  In  drawing  well. 

It  is  just  fifteen  days  that  I  have  'worked — of  course,  except- 
ing the  two  Sundays.     Fifteen  days! 

Breslau  has  been  at  the  studio  for  two  year^.  She  is,  twenty 
years  old,  I  am  seventeen;  but  Breslau  sketched  a  ^reat  deal 
before  coining  here.  '. 

Ahdl?'  Wretchi  '  ' 

I  have  sketched  for  only  fifteen  days. 

How  well  that  Breslau  sketches! 

Monday y  October  22d. — The  model  was  ugly,  and  the  whole 
studio  refused  to  make  it.  1  proposed  that  we  should  go  to 
see  the  Frtx  de  ttome^  exhibited  at  the  Beaux- Arts.  Half  went 
on  foot,  and  we,  Breslau,  Madame  Simoriides,  Zilhardt,  apd 
myself,  in  a  carriage. 

We  found  that  the  Exposition  had  closed  yesterday.  We 
walked  on  the  quays;  we  looke4  at  old  books  ape}  old  engrav- 
ings, and  tc(.lked  art.  Then,  in  kn  open  hired  carriage ^  we 
weiit  to  tfie  Bois.  Can  you  fancy  me  doing  such  a  thing?  Bi^t 
I  did  not  wish  to  object,  it  would  have  spoiled  their  pleasure. 
They  were  so  pleasant  and  agreeable;  we  are  just  beginning  to 
become  acquainted.  In  ^tiort,  all  would  have  gone  well,  if  we 
had  not  met  my  family  in  the  landau^  and  they  followed  us. 

1  made  a  sign' to  the  Coachinan  to  remain  behind,  they  saw 
nie  and  I  knew  it;  but  I  did  not  care  to  speak  to  them  before 

*  .  • 

my  artists.     I  had  my  cap  On  my  head,  ind  I  looked  dishev- 
eled and  embarrassed. 

Naturally,  my  family  was'furibus.  ' 
'  I  was  terribly  bothered.    '  '        '",  '     > 

In  short,  an  annoying  incident.  • 
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. ,  ^JV^dnesday^.  October  .24/^.-1^10.  theit^Ye^ng.  we  l^ad  a  well- 
formed  young  woman.  ;.   ,.  ' 

Monsieur  Robert-FJieuxy  came   last  night,  s^nd   said   I   was 

wrong  in  missing  the  lesson,  since  I  was  one  of  the  best  workers. 

Monsieur  Julian  repeated  this  to  me,. in  a  very  flattering  manner. 

.  It  was  very  flattering  that  my  ateence  should  be  remarked 

by  a  professor  like  Robert-Fleury. 

In  short,  when  I  think  that  I. might  have  worked  for  the 
last  four  years,. at  the  least — at  the. least— -and  I  think  of  it 
always!  .  ;  i     1,  •  I  : 

Saturday y  October  ^"jth.^r-X  received  many  compliments^  as 
we  say  at  the  studio.  .. 

,  Monsieur  Rp.bert-Fleury  expressed '.a- satisfactory  astonish- 
ment^ and  told  me  I  was  niaking;  surprising  prpgress^  and  that, 
really,  I  had  extraordin^y  talent. 

"  There  are  many  who  could  not  do  as  much  with  so  little 
practice.  This  sketch  is  very  well  done — let  us  understand 
each  other — vpry  well  done  for  you.  .  I  advise  you  to  work, 
Mademoiselle,  and  if  you  work,  i  assure  you  that  you  will 
achieve  something  not  at  all  bad." 

Not  at  all  bad,  were  his  e^ct  word$. 

I  believe  he.  said:  "  There  arc  many.  who.  have  sketched 
more,  aji^d  can  japt  do  a^  p^uch^''  h%V  I  aiQ  not  certain  enough 
to  write  such  a  aa,tt^ring  phrase-      .  • 

I  had  lo^  Pincio,  and  the^  poor :  animal,  not  knowing; where 
to  go,  came. to  the  studio,, whiere  he.  usually  ^companies  me. 
Pincio  is  a  little  Roman  wi:)Updpg-T~whk&as  &q0w,  straight  ^arsi 
eyes  and  nose  black  as  ink.         ,    .     .     /         .  i- 

I  detest  tlwse  little  white,  curly. d<S)gs.:   ..^    : 

Pincio  is  not  at  all  curly;  he  pose^^ so  astonishingly,  so  grace- 
fully, so  like  a  deer  on  a  rock>  that  I  never  saw  anyone  who 
ldid  i^otadmire  him^^    1   ,  -  .  -  . .  .     ,  :.   .     .  ...    ,. 

He  is  almost  a;^.  intelligent  aa  Rosalie  Js  shallow,  Rosalie 
has  gone  to  her  lister's  \y^dding..  She  .started  this  morning, 
after  having  accompanied  me  here. 
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"How  is  this,  Rosalie,"  said  mamma  to  her,  "you    left 
Mademoiselle  alone  at  the  studio?** 

"Oh,  no,  Madame,  Mademoiselle  remained  with  Pincio." 

I  assure  you  she  said  this  seriously. 

But,  as  I  am  a  little  stupid,  I  lost  or  forgot  my  guardian. 

Sunday^  October  iZth, — Schaeppi  has  commenced  my  por- 
trait. 

I  never  believed  that  such  creatures  as  she  existed.  It 
would  never  enter  her  head,  that  a  person  who  is  congenial  to 
her,  could  ever  wear  false  hair  and  powder. 

A  man  who  does  not  always  tell  the  naked  truth  is  an 
impostor,  a  liar,  a  horror.     She  scorns  him. 

Yesterday,  she  and  Bireslau,  thinking  of  my  uneasiness  (I 
was  at  breakfast),  wished  to  bring  Pincio  to  me  immediately; 
but  the  Spaniard  and  others  exclaimed  that  they  were  making 
servants  of  themselves  for  me,  because  I  was  rich.  I  ques- 
tioned her  closely  as  to  what  they  thought  of  me  at  the  studio. 

"  They  would  love  you  very  much  if  you  had  less  talent;  but, 
as  it  is,  they  do  nothiftg  but  criticise  you  when  you  are  not 
there." 

It  will  then  be  the  same  thing  everywhere — ^^I  can  never  pass 
unnoticed,  or  as  others!    It  is  flattering  and  sad. 

The  Spaniard  is  a  girl  of  twenty-five,  who  acknowledges  but 
twenty-two.  She  has  a  passion  for  painting,  and  no  talent. 
However,  she  is  good,  obliging  to  all."  One  would  think  she 
was  paid  to  serve  everybody  and  care  for  the  studio.  She 
triembles  when  Robert- Fleury  or  Julian  pay  attention  to  any  of 
the  pupils.  She  is  jealous  even  oIF  me  who  am  just  com- 
mencing and  who  do  not  know  as  much  as  she,  certainly;  but 
who,  unfortunately,  have  some  talent. 

Saturday^  November  3^/.  —  Monsieur  Robert-Fleury  had 
already  corrected  all  the  others  when  I  arrived.  I  presented 
my  drawings  to  him,  hiding  behind  his  stool  as  usual.  Ah 
well,  I  was  forced  to  come  out,  he  said  so  many  agreeable 
things  to  me. 
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'*  The  outlines  are  not  perfect,  undoubtedly;  but  it  is  astonish- 
ing in  suppleness  and  truth.  This  movement  is  really  very 
good.  Now,  of  course,  you  are  wanting  in  experience,  but  you 
have  all  that  can  not  be  learned.  Do  you  understand?  AH 
that  which  can  not  be  learned*  What  you  have  not,  can  be 
learned,  and  you  will  learn  it.  Yes,  it  is  astonishing,  and  if  you 
will  only  work,  you  will  do  very  good  things,  I  am  sure  of  it," 

"And  I,  also,  Monsieur.** 

It  is  2  o'clock — I  am  enjoying  my  Sunday.  From  time  to 
time,  I  interrupt  this  historical  chronicle  to  look,  at  a  study  of 
anatomy  and  some  rough  sketches  purchased  yesterday. 

Wednesday^  November  yM.-r-It  is  gray  and  damp.  I  live 
only  in  the  bad  atmosphere  of  the  studio.  The  city,  the  Bois, 
is  death  to  me. 

I  do  not  work  enough. 

I  am  young,  yes,  very  ypung  I  know,  but  for  what  I  wanted, 
no — I  wanted  to  be  celebrated  at  the  age  I  am  now.  I  have 
foolishly  and  wrongly  wished  it,  since  I  did  nothing  but  wish. 

I  will  reach  success,  when  the  most  charming  of  the  three 
periods  of  youth  shall  have  passed  away — that  for  which  I 
wanted  all.  For  me,  there  are  three  periods  of  youth:  From 
sixteen  to  twenty,  from  twenty  to  twenty-five,  and  from  twenty- 
five  to— to  whatever  you  wish.  The  other  periods  of  youth 
which  have  been  invented  are  only  consolations  and  stupidities. 

At  thirty  begins  the  mature  age.  After  thirty,  we  may  be 
beautiful^  young — even  younger;  but  it  is  no  longer  the  same 
tobacco,  as  Alexandre  Lautrec,  son  of  the  Wiesbaden  man, 
used  to  say. 

Thursday,  November  8M.— There  is  but  one  thing  which 
could  tear  me  away  from  the  studio  before  the  time,  and  for 
the  whole  afternoon,  and  that  is  Versailles.  As  soon  as  the 
tickets  were  received,  they  sent  Chocolate  after  me,  and  I  went 
home  to  change  my  dress. 

On  the  stairway,  I  met  Julian  who  was  astonished  to  see  me 
leave  so  early.    I  explained,  and  told  him  that  nothing  but 
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Versailles  could'  take  riie  away  frbrri  the  studio.  He  replied 
that  that  was  all  the  more  praiseworthy,  since  I  could  so 
easily  have  amusements. 

"  I  am  amused  'only  here,  Monsieur.'' 

"And  you  are  right!  In  two  months  you  will  see  how  glad 
ydu  will  be  that  it  is  so.'* 

"You  Ichow  that  I  wish  to  become  a  very  strong  artist  and 
that  I  do  not  sketch  for  pastime." 

"  Let  us  hope  so!'  It  would  be  using  an  ingot  of  gold  as  if 
It  wei*e brass,  it'wOuld  be  ia  Sin.  I  Assure  you  that  with  the 
talent  you  have,  as  I  see  by  the  astonishing  things  that  you  do, 
it  will  not  Fequire  more  than  a  year  and  a  half  for  you  to  paint 
really  ^elV*'  • 

"Oh!" 

"  I  repeat  it— really  well."  -        ' 

^*Take  bare,  Monsieur,  1  shall  go  away  enraptured." 

"T  speak  the  truth  ks  you  will  see  for  yourself^  At  the  close 
of  this  winter  you  will  sketch  perfectly  Well;  then  you  will  con- 
tinue to  draw,  and  I  give  you  six  months  to  familiarize  your- 
self* with  the  colors— to  become  an  attist  in  short! "-' 

Merciful  heaven!  While  rolling  toward  the  house,  I  smiled 
and  wept  with  joy,  and  dreamed  that  I  was  receiving  5,600 
francs  ■  per  pdftfait. 

Only  ladles  at  the  statidn  and— until  we  were  installed  in  the 
gallery  We  were  miserable — it'was  raining. 
'  I  must  hot  go  very  often  to  the  Chamber;  it  might  detach 
me  from  the  studio.  I  should'be  apt  to  become  interested  and 
keep  on  going,  each  day  being  a  new  page  of  the  same  book. 
Politics  coiild  become  for  me  such  a  passion  that  I  would  lose 
niy  sleep.  But  my  politick"  are  over  there,  in  the  Rue  Vivienne, 
it'lsthtoiigh  there  I  shall  reach  the  Chamber,  but  in  another 
way. "  One  year  and  a  "h'alf ! ' '  Wliy,  It  is  nothing! 

So  much  happiness  frightens  me. 

A  year  and  a  half  for  portraits— biit  for '  paintings?  Let  us 
say  nwo' or  three  years — ^we  shall  see,   -   :  v 
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I  was  tired  at  3  o'clock,  but  tUis  did.aot  pcey^nt  me  from 
sketching  at  least  for  an  hour.        .   ,, 

Saturday^  November  xoth, — Monsiet^r  Rob«rjt-Fleury  /was 
indisposed,  -Tied — he  corrected  scaxcely  h^lf  ©f.ouf  drawings*. 
Nobody  received  any  complipafenta,.not  evei;i  myself.  I  was  sotne- 
:what  astonished,  as  Julian  was  satisfied,wi>th,  what  J  had  done. 
Yes,  but  i  was  not  quiAe  pleased  with  it ,  I  Avas  .grieY^d. 

We  then  made  rough  sketches^  one  of  mine  was  somewhat  pi 
a  caricature  and  was  a  success.  Julian  made^m^  sign  it^  and 
placed  it  in  his  album.  .  .         .  •    :. 

How  much  more  disagreeable  thin^  aff&Qt  u&  th^n  gQod 
ones! 

For  a  monthyl  have  hed,i:d  nothing  but  enqoucagements^sav^ 
once,  a  fortnight  ago;  that  mpuiing,;!  was  scolded  and  I 
remember  only  that  morning,  6ut  it  is  always  thus  in  every- 
thing.  One  thousand  persons  may  applaud,  and  one  alone  will 
hiss  or  whistle,  and  he  is  heard  above. the  thousand* 

The  academy  figures  of  the  aftcKnoon  and  evening,  were  not 
corrected.  Ah!  but  I  am  excusable!  you  must  remembei  that 
the  models  displeased  me  and  that  we  did  not  commence  iintil 
Tuesday.  On  Mondaiy,.  there  was  :some  disor4ef  because  of 
the  models,  and  then,  moreover^  X  wa^  plac^^  4n  fronit  of.  the 
man,  very  near  and  a  httle  below.  .  The  most  difficult  pose. 
But  no  matter;. it  is  a  bad  sign>  my  darHng^vWhenypa  try  to 
make  excuses. 

Tuesday^  November  13M. — The  opinion  of  Mojisiieujr  Robert- 
Fleury  is  never  in  conformity  with  that,  of  Juliaii,  so  that  the 
latter  often,  abstains  from  saying,  what  he  thinks.  The  gentle- 
men below  have  Robert-Fleury^  Bpulangcj:„  rand  stijl  another. 
We  have  Robert-Fleury  only;,  it  is.  not  just*  , 

There  is  to  be  a  competitfofn..  Eirs^,  a;9oj3apetil|ipj>;/:|f  piaffes, 
that  chance  may  not  givea  disadvant^^geQUS  place  f;o  the  best 
pupil,  and  the  contrary  tot  one  whojdoes  not  know  how  to  make 
the  best  use  of  it.  Then  acompetition  ©f  an  entire  week*  There 
will  be  one  every  two  months  I  believe^  and  Breslau^.  advises 
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me  strongly  to  compete  for  the  places,  which  would  be  of  use  to 
me  in  two  months  if  not  now. 

While  awaiting  the  coup^,  which  was  to  come  at  a  quarter  to 
8  this  evening,  I  studied  my  rough  sketch. 

Wednesday^  November  14M. — I  went  to  the  vicinity  of  the 
School  of  Medicine  to  obtain  different  books  and  plasters.  At 
Vasser's — ^you  know  Vasser  who  sells  all  sorts  of  human  forms, 
skeletons,  etc. — I  have  friends  there  who  spoke  of  me  to  Mon- 
sieur Mathias  DuVal,  professor  of  anatomy  at  the  Beaux-Arts, 
and  to  others,  and  someone  will  come  to  give  me  lessons. 

I  was  enraptured.   The  streets  were  filled  with  students  who 
were  coming  out  of  the  schools;  those  narrow  streets,  those 
shops  where  musical  instruments  are  made,  all  that,  in  short. 
Ah!  I  then  understood  the  magic — if  one  can  express  it  thus 
—of  the  Latin  Quarter. 

I  am  but  the  envelope  of  a  woman,  and  that  envelope  is 
decidedly  feminine;  as  to  the  rest,  it  is  decidedly  something 
else.  .1  am  not  peculiar  in  this.  I  imagine  that  all  women  are 
like  me. 

Ah!  speak  of  the  Latin  Quarter  if  you  like.  It  is  that 
which  reconciles  me  to  Paris.  I  could  imagine  myself  far 
away,  almost  in  Italy— of  another  sort.  ' 

People  of  the  lower  class — otherwise  called  the  bourgeoisie — 
will  never  understand  me;  therefore,  it  is  to  ours  that  I  address 
myself. 

Wretched  young  people,  read  me! 

So  my  mother  is  horrified  to  see  me  m  a  place  where  we  see 
such  things — oh,  such  things!  "  Naked  peasants!**  When  I 
shall  make  a  beautiful  painting,  you  will  see  only  the  poetry, 
the  flower,  the  fruit     You  will  never  think  of  the  manure. 

I  see  but  the  aim,  the  end,  and  I  walk  toward  that  end. 

I  love  to  go  to  booksellers  and  people  who — thanks  to  my 
modest  costume — take  me  for  a  kind  of  Breslau.  They  look 
at  me  in  a  good-natured  and  encouraging  manner,  altogether 
different  from  formerly. 
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One  morning,  I  went  to  the  studio  with  Rosalie,  in  a  cab.  In 
payment,  I  gave  the  cabman  a  20-franc  piece. 
"Oh,  my  poor  child!  I  have  no  change." 
It  was  so  amusing! 

Thursday y  November  isM.— We  had  the  competition  for 
places,  the  outline  of  a  head,  to  be  done  in  one  hour. 

The  decision  will  be  given  Saturday.  I  feel  no  uneasiness; 
besides,  if  I  am  last,  it  will  be  only  justice.  I  have  had  thirty 
days  of  study,  while  the  others  average  one  year  apiece — not  to 
speak  of  those  who  have  studied  outside  of  this  studio, 
studied  seriously,  being  artists  by  profession. 

That  miserable  Breslau  causes  me  some  uneasiness.  She  is 
admirably  equipped,  and  I  assure  you  she  will  get  through,  and 
not  badly.  I  can  not  bring  myself  to  understand  that  she  has 
studied  at  Julian's  for  nearly  five  hundred  days,  sind  I  only 
thirty  days;  that  is  to  say  that,  at  Julian's  alone,  she  has 
studied  more  than  fifteen  times  as  much  as  I  have.  If  I  am 
truly  gifted,  in  six  months,  I  shall  do  as  well  as  she.  There 
are  some  astonishing  things;  but  there  are  no  miracles  in  all 
this,  and  I — I  want  miracles. 

I  am  disappointed  in  not  being  a  great  artist  at  the  end  of 
a  month. 

Friday^  November  16th, — I  went  to  see  poor  Schaeppi,  in  a 
boarding'house  in  the  Avenue-de-la-Grande-Arm^e.  ^ 

An  artistic  mansard,  and  a  neatness  which  gives  it  almost 
an  air  of  opulence. 

Breslau  lodges  there  with  several  other  artists. 
Rough  sketches,  studies,  and  a  lot  of  interesting  things,  the 
artistic  contact,  the  atmosphere  alone,  did  me  good. 

I  can  not  forgive  myself  for  not  knowing  as  much  as  Bres- 
lau.' It  is  that — I  have  never  gone  to  the  depths  of  anything 
in  my  life.  I  know  a  little  of  everything  and  I  fear  to  do  the 
same  here;  but  no,  from  the  way  I  am  going,  it  will  not  be  so! 
Not  having  done  a  thing  before,  is  no  reason  why  I  shall  never 
do  anything.    At  every  first  attempt,  I  am  incredulous. 

28 
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:  Saiurdqf^  JVpvem^ef  i7Mk»^What  displeases  .Monsieur  Rob- 
ert-Fleury  most,  'x9  any  want  of  resembiance;  now,  as  I  always 
catch  resemblances  .eaaUy»,anid  as  Wb  never  lose  the  qualities 
we  possess,  I  am  not  uneasy. 

.  Thie .  decision  in.  the  Competition  waK  giv^n;  there  Were 
eighteen. competitor^.  I  ami  the  thirteenth;  there' kre,  then, 
five  below  me*  It  it  not  do  back  .  The  Polonaise  first;  tha,t  is 
not  juBt!  I  reictived  compliments  for  my  academy  figures.  I 
bought  flayed  figures,  anatomies,  fekeletonik,  and  all  night  I 
dreamed  tJiat.  corpses  wete  brought  to  me  for  dissection. 

But  what  can .  you  expect,  I  am  stupefied,  my  hands  c^n 
only  skefcoht  (1ml'  touch  the  harp« 

.  But  then,  it  is-^abstird  that  Breslau  should  slcetch  better 
than  I.  .     :        . 

My  outline  wits  the  modt  advanced*   :   : 

**  AU  that  i:n  one  hoUr,''  exclaimed  Monsieur  Robert* Fleury, 
**  why^  Bhe-mudt  be  a  demonl'.' 

But  theO)  I  must  tell  yOu  that  Mon^eur  Julian  and  the  others 
said)  in  the  gentlemen's  studio^  that  I  had  neither  the  hand,  nor 
the  manners,  nor  the  disposition  of  a  woman,  and  that  -they 
would  like  to, know,  if ,  in  my  family^  there  were  anyone  from 
whom  I  inherited  so  much  talent,  and  strength,  and  tenacity 
for  worki    . 

All  the  s^me^  is  it  nbt  absurd  that  I  can  not  yet  paint  pict- 
ures? ... 

I  can  not  place  my  characters  well.  I  tried  to  sketch  a 
scene  of  the  studio.  Well,  it  is  not  good,  it  does  tiot  look  like 
anytl)iog.  It  is.  true  that  I  made  it .  purely  from  fancy,  and 
that  I  paid  nojattentiOn  to  the  real  cbatact^ij$tict  of  my  fig- 
ured. -  No-t^it  is  frightful  I 

Sunday^  N&oember  i8/^.— In  the  evening^  I  made  a  rough 
sketch  of  my  wash-stand,  or  rather,  of  Rosalie^  in  front  of  the 
wash-stand;  It  is  quite  life-*like;  the  whole  thing  pleases 
me*  Wheil  I  can  sketch  better,  I  will  do  the  same  thing 
again,  perhaps  even  in  painting.    There  neVer  was  a  .i^ketch 
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of  a  wash-stand,- Vlth  a  maid  in  fi*otit  of  it,  without  love,  with- 
out flowerjr,  withbult  a  broken  vase,  withoufafiatheT-dufeteJ-,  etc. 
J^rtday,  November' 2^^, — That  Wretched  Breslaa  -has  com- 
posed a  picttfre:  **  Monday  Morning,  or  the  Choice  of  a 
Model.^  All  thie  studiof  is  in  it,  and  JiiHart  isf  beside  me  and 
Ani61ie,  etc.  ''  '       '  '   ' 

it  Is  correctly  dbne,''ihe  perspectiteis  ^6&^  so -are  the 
likenesses,  in  fact  everything.  '"■''■  •'■>■:■  -      ^ 

When  one 'Can 'do  a  thing  like  that,  onri'  can  not  feiH''  to 
become  a  great  artist.  -  '-■  '"  '  '    '  " 

'  You  giiess,  do  yba hot?    I  am  jealous:' ''it  is  d"g:6od  thing, 
because  it  will  iirge  me  on".  - '    ^-    ■ 

But  I  have  sketched  only  six  Week^.'  Bfeslau  will  always 
be  before  me,  having  commenced  before.  No,  in  two  or  three 
months,  I  shall  know  how  to  sketch  as  well  as  she  does— that 
is  to  say;  very  wdl.  I  am  ■gtad;'moreoV^ef,'to  find  -^•' Yival 
worthy  of  me.  With  the  others,  I  WOtfld  have  gOne  tt)  sleep. 
Ah!  it  is  terrible  to  wish  to  draw  like  a  mastel^'at  the'^hd'of 
six  weeks*  study.  i 

Grandpapa  is  sick.  /Kiia  is  at  her  post  full  of  seif-dehial'and 
care.  She  is  more  beautiful  than  ever,  and  so  good.  If 
heaven  does  not  send  her  a  little  happiness,  I  wilt  say'  itnperti- 
nent  things  to  God. 

Saturday,  N(ybember  2\Ui, — ^This  evening,  there  were  oAly 
Ara6He,  tnys'^W,  afid  JtrliaTn,  the  maid,  ahd'RtJsalie,  a£  the'  sttidiO.* 
Monsieur  Julian  sent  fot  the  competitiott  sketches  of  the 
gentlemen.  Obi's,  and  the  caricatures  of  the  gentlemen.     "  ^ 

We  began  to  examine  and  judge  b¥  odr  'pictilres,'wh*le 
awaiting  the'final  decision,  whifch  will  be  givert  on  Tuesday, 
by  Robert-Fleury,'Lef'ebvre,  and  Boulatigeh        •  '  =■> 

There  will  be  a  struggle  between  Breslau  and  a  FreruA  gtrl 
(four' years'crf '  studio,'  of  profiles  otily,  and 'nb  '^tttiretlF'fife;  t5ut 
a  peHett  drawing)  ahid  another  one:  Am^He;  the  PoToriaise, 
and'bfg  Jeiihyhai^e  palhtings."  When  l^fbh^ielif  JniiSri  rtSehcd 
my  head,  he  said  sblnething  like  the  ?olldW*mg*.-    '  *       ^   '  ^ 
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''You  may  be  badly  placed,  because  you  are  struggling: 
against  young  girls  who  have  spent  three  or  four  years  in  the 
studio  and  who  are  far  advanced;  but  your  head  is  simply  a 
most  striking  resemblance.  What  you  do  is  phenomenal. 
Take  this  sketch  and  carry  it  to  whatever  great  master  you 
wish,  and  ask  him  how  long  it  requires  to  sketch  thus  from 
nature,  and  no  one — ^no  one  you  understand — will  say  less  than 
one  year.    Still,  indeed,  it  is  full  of  faults — " 

And  he  gave  me  a  lesson  by  comparing  my  sketch  with  that 
of  the  French  girl. 

''And  your  academy  figures  are  ^Iso  full  of  faults,  but 
there  are  no  outrageous  ones.  Go  and  tell  anyone  that 
at  the  end  of  one  month  or  six  weeks,  you  make  figures 
so  true  and  life-like,  and  from  nature,  and  they  will  say  that 
you  are  laughing  at  them." 

"But,  then,  Monsieur,  I  am  not  satisfied  with  myself!" 

And  I  said  it,  with  conviction,  I  assure  you. 

"  Not  satisfied?" 

"  No!    I  hope  I  shall  do  still  better." 

"  If  you  continue,  you  will  do  extraordinary  things.  What 
you  do,  as  I  said  before,  is  phenomenal." 

He  does  not  express  himself  thus  before  everybody;  it 
would  cause  a  revolution. 

Yes,  I  shall  undoubtedly  be  badly  placed;  those  brutes  do 
not  know  how  little  time  I  have  studied  and,  not  seeing  the 
models,  will  not  appreciate  the  resemblance. 

I  needed  a  little  encouragement,  for  I  assure  you  this  morn- 
ing my  spirits  were  low. 

Monday^  November  26/^. — At  last  I  have  taken  my  first 
lesson  in  anatomy,  from  4  o'clock  to  half-past  4,  immediately 
after  my  drawing. 

Monsieur  Cuyer  teaches  me;  he  was  sent  by  Mathias  Duva(, 
who  promised  to  take  me  to  visit  the  school  of  arts.  I  com- 
menced widi  the  bones  naturally,  and  one  of  my  bureau 
drawers  is  filled  with  vertebra — natural  ones. 
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How  hideous,  when  one  thinks  that  the  other  two  contain 
perfumed  paper,  visiting  cards,  etc. 

Returning  from  the  studio,  I  found  Monsieur  Cuyer  waiting 
in  the  twilight  of  the  parlor;  on  the  sofa  opposite,  sat  mamma 
and  the  most  Swiss  of  commanders,  Marcuard,  returned  for 
ten  days,  who  kissed  my  hand  covered  with  charcoal  and — 
which  had  touched  the  vertebrae  since  I  had  stolen  away  from 
the  parlor  to  take  my  lesson. 

Tuesday^  November  27M. — Monsieur  Julian  came  to  us  some- 
what discouraged  after  the  decision  of  Robert-Fleury,  Bou- 
langer,  and  Lefebvre,  and  made  the  following  speech: 

'*  Ladies,  the  gentlemen  have  classed  only  six  heads  after 
the  medal,  which,  as  you  already  know,  was  won  by  Mademoi- 
selle Delsarte  (the  French  girl);  the  others  are  simply  classified 
for  places  at  the  next  competition,  and  the  three  last  will  draw 
lots,  which,  undoubtedly,  is  to  prevent  ill-feeling." 

A  voice  told  me  that  I  would  be  one  to  draw  lots;  that  would 
have  been  quite  natural.    I  was  much  annoyed. 

After  this  little  speech  which  produced  considerable  impres- 
sion on  everybody,  he  added  these  words: 

''  I  can  not  tell  who  did  the  heads.  Will  one  of  the  ladies 
tell  me?    First.    Whose  is  this?" 

"  Mademoiselle  Wick.'" 

"  Second?' 

''  Mademoiselle  Bang." 

"  Third?" 

"  Mademoiselle  Breslau." 

"Fourth?" 

**  Mademoiselle  Nordtlandcr." 

"  Fifth?" 

"  Mademoiselle  Farhammer." 

"  Sixth?" 

"  It  is  Mademoiselle  Marie!"  exclaimed  the  Polonaise. 

"  I,  Monsieur?" 

**Yes,  Mademoiselle." 


j  //  O JV» 
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"  Why,  iti  is  ridiculous!" 

I  am  among  the  first  six;  Am^Ue,  Zilhardt,  the  Polonaise 
are  after  me.,  I  am  the  last  comer  at  the  studio,  bei&g  bere 
only  since  October, 3id.,  ;;.Stz/mtf/  .    ; 

Everybody  congratulated  me.  Mademoiselle  Delsart^  said 
very  amiable  thiogs  to  n^,  and  her  sister  .Marie  .called  u&  the 
two  heroines  qf  the  competition,        .     ,        ., 

"  What  you  have  accomplished  in  so  short  a  timCi,  is  better 
than  a  m^al.  after  four  years  of'  study  I** 

A  suQpe^a,  and.  what,  a  ^h^rmif^g  success!    . .  ; 

Friday,  NQvemJbcr  y>th^—l  hav^.a^  last  brought  ipy  mando- 
lin  to  the  studio,,  an^  that  pharming  instrument  charmed 
eyerybocj/i  the  more  so,^^,.tQ  thqs^;who  h^ve  n.eyer  heard  it,  I 
seeqi  a;  good  player,  During  the  evening  recc^^s,  as  I  was 
playing,  accompf^nied  : on  the.  .piano.. by  Am^lie,  the  master 
entered  and  likened.  Had  you  iseen.  hisn^  yo^  ;WOuld  have 
seen  an  enraptured  ra^.    .  -  .  *    ' 

<'  I,  who  thought  the  mandolin'  was  a  sort,  of  guitar,  which 
was  scraped.  I  did  not  )s:now  it  could  sing*  I .  never  imagined 
one  could  draw  from  it. such  melodious  sounds.  Ah!  I  will 
jiever  sp^k. badly  pf  it  again.  I  really  enjoyed  it,  Ah!  it  is 
fine.  You  may  laugh  if  you  wish,, but  I  assure  you  that  it 
scrapes  something  in  the  heart.  ,  It  is  queer!" 

Ah,  wretch!  then  you  feePit! 

This  same  mandolin  had  no  success,  \Yten,  one  evening  at 
home,  I  played  it  for  some  society  people  (ladies  and  gentle- 
men), and  they  are  people  who  "always  p.ay  compUnoents. 
Many  lights,  heart-shaped  waistcoats,  rice-powder,  all  that 
destroys  the  charm;  while  the  ligivts  of,  the  studio,  the  calm, 
the  night,  the  dark  stairway,  the  fatigue,  dispose  you  to  all 
there  is  in  the  world  of  sweetness,  of  mirjh,  of  pleasure,  of 
charm. 

This  is,  ^terribjc;  tifade  o£  .mine.  .  The  long  ^distance  to  go 
and  eight  hours  of  work  a  day;  moreover,  work  both  consci- 
entious and  intelligent.     Yes;  truly  nothing,  is  sOt  stupid  as 
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to  sketch  nHthont  thmkmg  of  what  yovi  are  doing,  without 
comt>ariri^,  without  rcmembermg,  without  studying — that 
would  not  be  fatiguing. 

Were  thi6  days  longer,'  r  would' Work  more,  that  I  might 
return  to  Italy.  ^ 

I  must  succeed.  ;  >      :       .  :  . 

Wednesday:,  December  jMi-^It  was  dark  all  day;  we  could 
not  sketch, 'so  I  went  tO'  the  Louvre  with  a  Finlandtrr  who 
looks  like  an  English  governess.  I'  walked  the  whole  distance, 
enchanted  with  the  styk  of  my  otter  bonnet  and  my  long  otter 
cloak,  which  touched  the  ground. 

We  learn  something  looking  at  beautiful  things^  when  we  ate 
with  someone  W^o  fcno^  iomething. 

Saturday,  Decembei^  Sf/i, — I  went  to  the  thccltre;  it  was  very* 
amusiiig,  and '  we  laughed  all  the  time — lost  time  which  I 
regret. 

I  work  badly  this  week. 

There  are  many  stories?  of  the  stUdiO"  that  I  might  relate;  but 
I  consider  my  sttidib  only  on  it?  serious  side,  and  think  of 
nothing  else,  it  would  be'betieath'me.  I  regret  this  evening. 
I  was  not  seen  by  any  one  and  I  did  not  study.  I  laughed, 
it  is  true,but  tliat  sdrtdf  satisfaction  is  of  nouse  to  me;  there- 
fore, it  is  disagreeable  since  it  giv^s  me  no  pleasure. 

Sunday,  DecemBe'r  9M.— ^DbctOr  Charcot  has  jtist  gone.  I  was 
present  at  the  consultation  and  I  also  heaifd  what  the  doctors 
afterwatd  said.  '  Since  I  am  the  otily  one  who  is  cdlm,  I  am 
considered  as  a  third  doctor.  They  anticipate  rio  fsital  result 
at  present.     •  *       '        . 

Fo6r  grandpa jla!  I  should  have  been  gVieved  if  he  had  died 
ttoW,  because  we' have  often  quarreled;  but  a*  his  illness  wilt 
be  long,  I  have  time  to  make  up  for  my  hasty  temper.  I 
remained  iri  his  ro6m  when  he  was  at  his  Worsts— my  p^e^iice 
near  the  sick  is  alWays  a  sign  that  the  illness  is  serious^  because 
I  detest  useless  eagerness,  and  it  is  only  when  I  allow  myself 
that  I  appear  troubled.     "  »  :    ..      i     . 


i-ti>  J. 
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Yoa  see  how  I  always  praise  myself  at  every  opportunity. 

I  saw  the  new  moon  over  my  left  shoulder.  It  annoys 
me. 

Do  not  think  that  I  was  ever  brutal  to  grandpapa.  I  only 
treated  him  as  an  equal;  but  now  that  he  is  ill,  very  ill,  I 
regret  it  and  wish  I  had  endured  everything  without  a  word. 

We  never  leave  him,  as  he  immediately  calls  the  missing 
one.  George  is  near  him,  and  Dina,  of  course,  is  never  far 
from  the  bedside.  Mamma  is  ill  of  uneasiness.  Walitzky,  that 
dear  Walitzky  runs,  and  nurses,  and,  grumbles,  and  consoles. 

I  said  that  I  wished  I  had  endured  all  without  a  word ;  I 
appear,  from  that,  to  be  an  unfortunate  being  who  is  ill-treated. 
There  was  nothing  to  endure;  but  I  am  easily  provoked  and 
provoking,  and  as  grandpapa  was  also,  I  would  become  impa- 
tient, and  I  would  answer  him  sharply,  and  often  I  was  wrong. 
I  do  not  want  to  pose  as  an  angel,  hiding  behind  a  mask  of 
wickedness. 

Tuesday y  December  ii/^.-^Grandpapa  has  lost  the  power  of 
speech.  It  is  horrible  to  see  this  man,  who,  so  short  a  time 
ago,  was  yet  strong,  energetic,  young — to  see  him  like  this, 
almost  a  corpse! 

I  continue  to  draw  the  bones.  I  am  more  than  ever  with 
Breslau,  Schaeppi,  etc. 

Wednesday^  December  12th. — At  i  o'clock,  the  priest  and 
deacon  came  to  administer  the  last  sacraments  to  grandpapa. 
Mamma  wept  and  prayed  aloud.  Afterward,  I  went  to  break- 
fast.   How  strong  the  animal  is  in  every  human  being! 

Saturday^  December  \^th, — Naturally,  Breslau  had  an  enor- 
mous success;  she  does  sketch  well.  As  for  me,  they  found 
something  very  good  in  my  head,  and  some  points  not  bad  in 
my  academy  figure. 

I  am — I  know  not  what.  Breslau  has  drawn  for  the  last 
three  years  and  I  for  only  two  months — never  mind,  it  is  igno- 
ble! Ah!  had  I  commenced  three  years  ago — only  three  years, 
it  is  not  much — I  would  now  be  known! 
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A  comedy  is  being  enacted  at  the  studio.  We  had  taken 
up  a  subscription  to  present  Robert-Fleury  and  Julian  with  a 
photograph  of  all  the  pupils  in  the  studio.  The  Spaniard, 
forgetting  herself  in  her  desire  to  be  a  sort  of  leader,  was 
impertinent  to  Bresiau,  who  resented  it,  and  the  studio  became 
divided. 

The  Swiss^five  in  number,  one  for  all  and  all  for  one — 
would  not  speak  to  the  Spaniard.  The  descendants  of  William 
Tell  refused  to  take  part  in  the  subscription  and  became, 
thoroughly  angry.  I  gathered  them  in  the  antechamber,  and 
demonstrated  the  stupidity  of  their  conduct.  In  acting  thus, 
they  filled  the  Spaniard  with  joy,  by  according  her  so  much 
importance,  and  besides,  it  was  an  affront  to  the  master. 

In  short,  they  reversed  their  decision.  Then,  to  show  the 
Spaniard  that  I  refused  absolutely  to  recognize  her  as  a 
superior,  I  offered  to  break  the  deadlock  this  morning  at  9 
o'clock,  which  was  before  the  arrival  of  the  terrible  Spaniard. 
The  resolution  was  supported  and  acted  upon,  and  I  counted 
107  francs  and  i  sou.  I  then  announced  the  result  in  the 
salon  des  pldtres, 

*'  Is  Mademoiselle  A — ^here?"  I  was  asked  by  a  sort  of  fruit- 
vender,  whose  daughter  takes  drawing  lesson$. 

''  No,  Madame." 

''  It  is  strange,  I  thought  it  was  she  who  had — " 

''  It  was  all  the  pupils,  Madame,  who  subscribed,  therefore 
all  the  pupils  have  wished  to  know  the  result,  and  it  was  before 
them  that  we  broke  the  deadlock.    Good-day,  Madame.'' 

The  Spaniard  arrived  and  said  nothing;  but  I  can  boast  of 
having  one  hatred  more  against  me. 

I  can  also  boast  that  I  snap  my  fingers  at  it. 

Saturday^  December  22^. — Robert-Fleury  spoke  thus  to  me: 
!*  We  must  never  be  contented  with  ourselves."  Julian  also 
said  the  same.  Therefore,  as  I  have  never  been  satisfied  with 
myself,  I  began  to  reflect  on  those  words;  so,  when  Robert- 
Fleury  had  said  many  good  things  to  me,  I  answered  that  he 
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did  Well  to  tell  me  so,  as  I  w^  very  much  discoatented  i^ith 
myself-^Hliseouraged  and  hopeless.  That  made  him  open  his 
eyes,  in  surprise.  .   .   i ; ' 

And  truly^  I  waft  discouraged.    From  the  mementl  cease  to 
.astonish^  I  am  discouraged;  it-is  unfortimatej 

In  short,  I  have  made  unheard-of  progress.  I  have,  they 
repeat  to  me>  .**  extraordinary  tdlent."  My  work  is  "life- 
likd/ '  •*  harmonious,'"  and  "  true."  *'  What  raoce  do  you  wish, 
MadetnOiselle?    *Be  reasonable,*';  he  ei^ded  by  saying. ' 

He  femained.a  long  time  in  front  o{  my  easel* 

f^When  we  can  sketch  thus,''  said  he^pointmig;  toJthe  head, 
.^  we  have  oo  right  to  draw  such  shoulders..";      .;».=• 

Some  of  the  Swiss  and  I,  disguiised  ourselves  and.  weoft  to 
Bonnats'  to  be  taken  in  his  studio  for  meir«  He  explained  to 
us  that  his  fifty  young  men  were  under  no  sutrveillanide,  and 
thatjt  was  absolutely  impossible*  We  then  went. to  Mun- 
kacsy's — I  do  not  know!. if  I  write  it  corlrectiy-^a  Hungarian 
artist.  Who  has  a  magorficent  hotel  and  great  tadedt 

He  knew  the  Swiss  girJs;  they  had  a  letter  of  recommenda- 
tion to  him  a  year  ago. 

.  Saturdayyt.  VecefttJf^r  a9/>t.— -MoiisieAr  ;  iRobert^Fliniry  was 
much  pleased  with  me. .  He  remained .  cLt  least  haif  a»  hour 
before  a  pair  of  feet,  natural  size,  which  I  had-di'aWn.  Asked 
me  again  if  I  had  ever  painted,  aod*  if  I 'seripusly  wislied  to 
paint;  how  long  I  :dioidd  remain  in  Paris:;  eitpiessed  a  desire 
to  see  my  iitst  works  in  colors.  He  aslced  how  I  hadcome  to 
do  them.  I .  tinswered  that  I  had  done  thean  t6  amase  myself. 
As  the  conversation  was  so  prolonged,  everybody  came  and 
stood  behind  him  to  listen,  and  in;. the  midst  (I  dare  say  it)  of 
the  general  stupefaction^  he v  declared,  tihait^  if*  J  wished  it,  I 
could  paint. 

To:  thi$  I  answered  that  I  was  not  dying  to.  do  so,  and 
that  ImonM  prefer  to  perfect  myself  m  dnawing.   < 
:     Sunda^y,  December  yitk  4ind  Monday ^  December  ^ist^l  am 
ilad;  the  holidays  were  not  celebratiedat  home^  andtltat  makes 
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me  sad.  I  went  to  the  Christmas  tree  at  the  home  of  the  Swiss 
girls;  it  was  gay  and  pleasant,  but  I  was  sleepy,  having  worked 
until  ID  o'clock  at  night.  We  told  one  another's  fortunes. 
Breslau  will  be  crowned,  I  will  get  the  Frix  de  RomCy  and  the 
others  got  blanks.  ' .»  ..  <j 

It  is  very  funny,  all  the  sarfi^  *  ^  ^ 
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Friday^  January  4M. — How  queer  it  is  that  my  former  self 
sleeps  so  soundly!  Scarcely  anything  left  of  it;  a  memory 
from  time  to  time  awakening  old  bitterness,  but  I  immediately 
think  of — of  what?    Of  art?    It  makes  me  laugh. 

Is  this  the  final  transformation?  I  have  so  long  and  so 
persistently  searched  this  end,  or  this  means  of  existing  with- 
out cursing  myself,  or  without  cursing  the  rest  of  creation  all 
day,  that  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  believe  that  I  have  found  it. 

In  my  black  frock,  there  is  something  which  recalls  Marie 
Antoinette  in  the  Temple. 

I  am  becoming  what  I  desired  to  be.  Sure  of  myself,  tran- 
quil outwardly,  I  avoid  bickerings  and  wrangles.  I  do  few 
useless  things. 

In  short,  I  am  perfecting  myself  little  by  little.  Let  us 
understand  this  word  perfection — perfection  for  me,  I  mean. 

Oh,  time!  that  is  required  for  everything! 

Time  is  more  terrible,  more  enervating,  more  crushing  than 
ever,  when  there  are  no  other  obstacles. 

Whatever  may  happen,  I  am  better  prepared  than  before; 
when  it  maddened  me  to  admit  that  I  was  not  perfectly  happy. 

Sunday^  January  6th, — Well!  I  am  of  your  opinion,  time 
passes,  and  it  would  be  a  hundred  times  pleasanter  to  employ 
it  as  I  before  wished;  but,  since  that  is  impossible,  let  us  await 
the  result  of  my  talent.  There  will  always  be  time  enough  for 
anything  else. 

We  have  changed  lodgings;  we  are  at  67  Avenue  de  L*Alma. 
From  my  windows  I  see  the  passing  carriages  of  the  Champs 
Elys^s^    I  bftve  a  parlor  studio  of  my  own. 

(8M) 
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Grandpapa  wais  carried,  it  was  so  sad  to  see  it!  Scarcely 
was  he  in  his  chamber  when  Dina  and  I  surrounded  him  and 
waited  on  him/ and  poor  grandpapa  kissed  our  hands. 

My  bed-room  reminds  me  of  Naples.  A  mirror  was  broken 
in  grandpapa's  room. 

Yes,  my  room  reminds  me  of  Naples.  The  time  for  travel- 
ing approaches,  and  I  feel  something  like  the  perfume  of  the 
old  idleness  invading  me.     In  vain! 

Mondayy  January  7/^.— To  believe,  or  not  to  believe,  in  an 
artistic  future?  Two  years  are  not  death,  and  in  two  years 
the  idle  existence  may  be  recommenced,  theatres,  journeys — I 
want  to  become  famous! 

I  will  be! 

Saturday  January  12M. — ^Walitzky  died  during  the  night,  at 
2  o'clock. 

Last  night,  when  I  went  to  see  him,  he  said,  half  jestingly 
and  half  sadly:  "  Addio^  signorina*'  to  remind  me  of  Italy. 

It  was,  perhaps,  the  first  time  in  my  life  that  I  shed  tears 
for  any  other  reason  than  selfishness  or  anger. 

There  is  something  particularly  heart-rending  in  the  death 
of  a  thoroughly  good,  inoffensive  being;  it  is  like  a  poor  dog 
that  has  never  hurt  any  one. 

At  I  o'clock,  as  he  seemed  easier,  the  ladies  went  to  their 
rooms.  '  My  aunt  was  there  alone,  when  he  began  to  gasp  for 
breath  to  that  extent  that  water  had  to  be  thrown  in  his  face. 

When  somewhat  revived,  he  arose  and  declared  he  would  go 
and  say  good-bye  to  grandpapa;  but  he  had  scarcely  reached 
the  corridor  when  he  crossed  himself  three  times,  and  cried 
out  in  Russian,  adieu!  but  in  a  voice  so  strong  that  mamma 
and  Dina  awakened  and  ran  ih  only  to  see  him  fall  into  the 
_arms  of  my  aunt  and  Tryphon. 

I  can  not  realize  it;  it  seems  so  impossible;  it  is  so  terrible! 

Walitzky  is  dead!  It  i$  an  irreparable  loss.  One  who  did 
not  know  him  could  never  imagine  that  such  a  character  could 
exist  in  real  life. 
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He  was  attached  lik^  a  dog  to  all  our  (ataily,  Yfiih  a  truly 
Platoaic  affection. 

We  read  of  such  people.  Ah!  well,  ix^ay.  he  know  my 
thpiught$!  I  hope  that  Go.d  allows  hiu^  to.  feel  what  I  think 
and  say  of  him.  May  he  hear  me,  from  the  plape  he  nf>w  is, 
and,  if  he.  ever  had  cause  to  complain  of  me,  he  will  forgive 
n^e,  because;  of  my  profound  esteem,  my.  sincere  friendship, 
and  my  heartfelt  regrets  for  him-  •       . . 

Monday^  January  .2Uh.'^T^ei  Q^mpetition  wiH  be  judged 
tO: morrow;  I  am  so  afraid  of  being  ba.dly  plficed!  ! 

,  Ttusday,  Jaf^ary  29M.— I  had  such  s^  feat  qf  the  coiijipeti- 
tion  that  it  required  superhuman  efforts irom.  that^poor  Rosaliei 
to  get  me  out  of  bed. 

'  I  exp^ct^^  tQ  reqeiye  the  medal,  or  to  ,be  classed  ^mong  the 
very  last  only. 

Neither  the  one  npr  the  oth^r;  I  reno^iped  in  th^saipe  place 
as  two  months  s^go;  consequently ^  I  have  neither  adyancjed  nor 
retrograded.^       ,  > 

I  went  to  see  Breslau,  who  is  still  ill. .: 

Tuesday^  February  12/A.— They  deceived  me  as  to  the  hour  for 
taking  my  place^^^nd  then  the  Spaniard  and.two  others  asserted 
that  they  had  said  nothing  to  me,  aic^d  th^tJ  hadma^e  ^hie 
mistake  myself.  This  lie,  like  all  lies,..revolted .  me,  th^  more 
so  .as.  those  I  had  defended  in  that  affair  ol  the  ^wiss  giris, 
did  not  say  one  word  to  af&rm  that  I  was  right.      / 

I.  tell  thi$  that  it  m^iy  be  known;  I  haye  <)o  n^ed  of  piror 
tection;  I  cry  out  only  when  I  aiQ  in. jthe  right  ;    ,. 

This  morning  I.coi>ld  not  worlc..at  ajl,  I  coui4  s^  nothing; 
and  in  the  afternoon,  Bertha  c^me,  an^  I  took  a4)s^f  ;^oUday. 

This  evening  at  the  Italian  opera,  they  sang  **  1^  Traviata  '*; 
Albani,  Capoul,  and  Pandolfini.::  G^^^l;  artists,  but  ^  did  ,QQt 
please  me;  during  the  last  act,  I  Ifiad  not  a  dasire  to  diei  but  I 
said  to- .myself  that  I  was  going  to  ^ufff  r  and  die.  at  the  very 
moment  whep  happiness,  should  come  to  mje« 

I  make  that  prediction. 
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I  was 'dressed  in  a  baby-walst,  whioh  is  vei^  grAoeftil  when 
one  is  slight  and  well-formed.  The  white  dbboti  on  my 
shoulders,  the  b^re  neck  and  arms  made  me  resemble  an 
tfi/antao(Ye\Sisq\i6z.  . 

To  die?  That  would  be  absurd,  and  yet,  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  am' going  to  die.  I  can  not  live;  I  am  not  constituted 
like  other  people.  I  have  a  great  deal  too  much  of  some 
things  in  my  nature,  and  a  great  deal  too  little  of  others,-  and 
a  character  that  is  inconsistent.  Were  I  a  goddess,  and  had 
the  whole  universe  at  my  service,  1  would  find  the  service  bad. 
Nothing  can  be  more  fantastic,  more  exacting,  niore  impatient 
than  I,  sometimes,  or  perhaps  everf  always;  I  haveacehain 
depth  of  reason,  of  calm;  but  I  do  not  explain  myself  well,  I 
merely  tell  you  that  my  life  can  not  last.  My  projects,  my 
hopes,  my  overthrown  vanities!  I  deceived  myself  itt  every- 
thing. -'^ 

'Wedmiddyy  February  tjM.-^My  drawing  does  not  get  =  on 
well,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  some  misfortune  or  injury  will 
happen  to  me;  as  if  I  had  done  something  wrong,  and  feared 
the  consequences.  I  pity  myself,  but  I  feel  something  like 
fear.    '..'•." 

Mamma  makes  herself  entirely  unhappy,  through  her  own 
fault;  there  is  one  thing  which  I  request  and  beseech  her  not 
to  do,  and  that  Is  to  not  touch  my  thiojg;s,  not  to  put  my  room  ^ 
in  order.  Well,  whatever  I  nmy  say,  she  continues  to  do  it 
with  an  obstinaoiy  which  is  a  positive  disease. '  And  if'  you 
knew  how  exasperating  it  i^,  aftd'how  it  incteasds  tny  impa- 
ti^ce  and  my  harsh  mai^ner  of  speaking,  which  need  no  aug- 
mentation, heaven  knows! 

t  believe  she  loves  me  very  much!  I  love  her  very  much 
also,  but  we  can  not  netnaiii  together  two  minutes  without  exas- 
peratfttgf'  iaeh  other  lo  tears.  In  short;  we  suffer  much 
together;  but  we  would  be  sad  if  separated. 

I  am  willing  to  give  up  everything  for  art*  1  must  temember 
thatafrt'only  fs'liifei  •     :      "  '  -  -  *     -  •  •    •  "  »   " 
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♦» 

»» 
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By  that,  I  will  obtain  an  independence,  and  then,  what  is  to 
come,  may  come. 

Friday^  February  i^th, — I  will  not  go  to  the  opera  to-mor- 
row. I  sketch  as  usual,  which  does  not  prevent  me  from  being 
discontented  with  myself.  I  said  so  to  Robert-Fleury  some- 
time ago,  and  Saturday,  when  he  was  correcting  our  academy 
figures,  he  said: 

"  You  have  made  this?". 

"Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  You  have  never  sketched  in  a  class  before  you  came  here? 

"Why,  no! 

"  I  believe  that  you  complain? 

"  Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  Of  going  too  slowly?" 

"  Oh  yes,  Monsieur!" 

"Well,  were  I  in  your  place,  I  should  be  very  well  satisfied." 

This  was  said  with  such  good-natured  gaiety,  it  was  worth 
many  compliments. 

Yes!  but  when  can  I — paint  portraits? — In  one  year — I  hope 
so,  at  least. 

Sunday^  February  24M. — I  will  go  to  the  studio,  and  I  will 
prove  that  one  can  succeed,  when  one  is  determined,  des- 
perate, wounded,  and  furious  as  I  am. 

Ah!  the  road  is  long!  we  become  impatient,  it  is  natural. 
Yes,  I  am  impatient,  but  at  twenty  Ishall  not  be  too  old  to 
commence  to  go  into  society^  and:  at  twenty  I  shall  already 
know  if  my  hopes  of  an  artistic  future  were  well  founded. 

Saturday^  March  2</.^-Robert-rieury  was  satisfied  with  me 
this  morning. 

Monday^  March  4M. — My  dog  has  been  lost  since  Saturday, 
and  I  hoped  all  along  that  he  would  return. 

My  poor  dog;  if  I  had  room  for  any  sentiment,  I  would  be 
desolate. 

My  poor  lost  dog! 

If  I  had  to  die  for  all  I  am  wanting,  for  a))  I  have  lost! 
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At  present,  I  believe  I  am  an  unappreciated  being! 

it  is  the  most  abominable  thing  we  can  think  of  ourselves. 

A  hundred  thousand  pretensions,  none  of  which  are  justi- 
fied! We  knock  ourselves  on  every  side  and  are  covered  with 
bruises. 

luesday^  March  12th, — When  I  think  of  Pincio,  who  is  now 
hopelessly  lost,  it  wrings  my  heart. 

I  loved  him  so  much,  and  to  lose  him  grieved  me  almost  as 
much  as  the  death  of  Walitzky. 

Especially  when  I  think  that  the  animal  is  in  the  hands  of 
strangers,  that  he  misses  me,  and  that  I  will  never  see  again 
his  little  physiognomy,  and  his  black  eyes  and  nose,  which  are 
so  extraordinary.    Good,  I  have  made  myself  cry  now. 

Oh!  Sapristi\  a  thousand  oaths  of  all  sorts!  I  really  believe 
that  I  would  rather  see  C — ,  or  any  one  else  wounded,  sick, 
or  ruined,  than  to  never  again  see  my  dog  that  I  loved  so 
much.     I  feel  a  true  sorrow,  and  I  sneer  at  all  else. 

Wednesdayy  March  13M. — Julian  admired  jestingly  my  stoi- 
cism, and  the  Spaniard  remarked  that  persons  who  worked 
coldly  could  do  only  ordinary  things;  as  for  her,  she  works 
with  so  much  passion,  that  she  has  worked  night  and  day  for 
nearly  four  years;  she  can  not  succeed  in  putting  together  a 
head  and  an  academy  figure;  she  has  an  eye  for  color,  however. 

If  I  were  a  man,  I  would  not  want  to  marry  her;  she  pro- 
duces nothing  but  deformities. 

My  uncles,  who,  personally,  ^an  not  understand  the  friend- 
ship which  exists  between  C —  and  myself,  suppose  that  I  am 
tenderly  interested  in  him;  it  is  evident  that  they  do  not 
understand  at  all,  for  to  fall  in  love  with  C —  would  be  like 
burying  one's  self  alive. 

Saturday^  March  16th, — I  went  to  the  Exposition  at  the 
Mirlitons.  I  truly  love  my  profession,  and  I  am  happy  te 
continue  telling  myself  so.  "  For  sometime,"  said  Robert- 
Fleury  to  me  this  morning,  "  there  has  been  apparently  a  certain 
limit  wljfich. you  can  not  pass;  that  is  not  well     With  the 
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talent  whicTiyou  feally  have,  you  should  hot  stop  at  easy 
things;  ••  especially  since  what  is  most  difficult,  you  already 
possess."  •  '      . 

I  know  it  well;  but  tlilnkof  it,  a  portrait  to  make  at  home,* 
amid  all  the  domestic  annoyances!  But  that  will  trouble  me 
no  more— f  Won*t  illbw  it.  C-^  cdn  give  me  nothing,  whilst 
painting  will  give  me  something.  "     ' 

But  Monday!  HoW  I  Willpass  the  limit  mentioned  by 
Robert-Fleury !  I  must  first  be  convinced  that  I  must  succeed, 
arid  1  will  isucceed. 

Saturday,  March  23^. — ^1  promised  you  that  1*  would  pass 
that  linilt'mentiort^d  by  Robert-Fleury. 

I  have  kept  mySvord.  "They  W6re  exdesfeively  pleasM  With 
me.  They  repeated  thatt  it  was  worth  the  trouble  of  working 
with  such  real  talent  as  I  possessed,  that  I  had  made  astonish- 
ing progress,  and  that  in  a  month  or  two—       '  /  ' 

"  You  will  be  one  of  the  best  of  the  pupils,  antfong  the 
strongest,  and  note,"  said  Robert-Fleury,  lookifigat  the  absent 
Breslau's  carivas,  "note  that  I  speak  of  those  who  ate  not 

preseht.***  ■'"■'  '-''.''.    /'.[   ''  "'  '  ''  "'''  '     ' 

*' You  may  expect,"  said  Julian'tdme,  iti  a  low  "^bice,  *''y6u 
may  expedt  to  be  detested  here,  fbt  t  have  never  seen  aiiybne 
make  the  progress  you  have  in  five  months." 

•<  Julian,"  said  Robert-Fleury,  before  everybody,  "T  have 
just  paid  the  highest  compliments  to  Mademoiselle,  who  is 
wonderfully  gifted:" 

Julian,  notwithstanding  his  big  body,  seemed  to  have  wings. 
For  Robert-Fleury  is  not  paid,  arid  corrects  orily  through 
friendship,  so  that  Julian  isliappy,  when  the  pupils  iritetest  the 
master. 

Juhan  was  present  at  the  correction  '6f  the  abademy  figure, 
(which  he  has  never  been  befote)  but,  since  Monday,  I  have 
noticexl  that  he  fbllowed  mine  with  euriosity.    - 

In  short,  with  hiy  ordinary  modesty,  I  will  dwell  no  riidre  oft 
flatteriiig  things!,  limiting  myself  to  stating  an  inbrease  of  fifty 
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per  cent  of  envy  in  somei  and  envy  wA  uneasine^  in  the 

The  others  commeaice  to  paint  almost  wheneiver  tbey  choose; 
but  having  placed  jir(yseKui>der;tbe  ^p^cial  direfitiop  of  Rc^b^- 
Fltory^  who- W4shes  it  so»  I  do:  nothing  without  hi&rpcder.  And 
to-day,  he  ordered  me  to.  maJke,  froin  time  to  time^  anything 
ffom  inanim^e  nature;  something  simple  to  accustom  mysdf 
to  handling  colors.  That  was  the :  second  time  he  spoke  of 
painting  to  me.  ^  ,:.... 

Next  weak,  lor  the  following  one,  I  will  make  for  himi  on  a 
No.  8  canvas^  the  head  of  my  skeleton  with  a  book,  or  anythit^ 
else  well  arranged. 

Monday^  Mar$h  asM.rr^The  .  competition  has  begun..  A 
woman  who  somewhat  resembles  Crot^ette.is  the  mp/dcL 

I  have  a  good  enough  places  and  I  believe,  that  I  am  doing 
well;  I  do  not  wish^  however^^o  tm  myself  out  by  st^iying  up  late. 

Robert^Fleury  came:  this  evening.  He  ia  decidedly  much 
pleased  with  me;  be  questioned  me  On  anatomy^  and  naturally 
I  answered  witthout  hesitation. 

r  It  is  too  odious  to  be  like  me;  but  I  thank  Qod  fpr  being 
wise,  and  not  In  love  with  anyone.  :  If  I  were^,  L  sbo^M  kill 
myself  with  rage. 

Saturday^  March  3ott. — I  had  not  calculated  that,  firom '  my 
plac6, 1  should  have  to  turn  my  head  to  see  the.  model.  This 
turmiig  made  me  Very  nervous^  and  my  .picture  is  as  bad 
as  possible.  I  am  convinced  that  I  shall  be  the  last,  and  I  S^id 
SQ  aloud;.         ':; 

The  night  courses  are  over,  I  shall  have .  to  organize  some 
work  at  home. 

Thursda^y  April  4th,r^l  went  early  tothestjudio^  I, learned 
of  tbe  decision,  which  is  absolutely  senseless,:  and  whiqh  has 
astounded  everyone, 

Vick  had  the  medal  (this  is  quite  natural).  Then  ;cpmes 
Madeleine  (who  nearly  always  gets  the  medal):,  and  ithen  I.  I 
was  8d  su^rtsed  that  I'  was  not  even  pleased    > 
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It  was  SO  astonishing  that  Julian  went  to  Lefebvre  (the  one 
who  was  elected  first  by  the  Jury  of  the  Salon),  and  asked  why 
he  had  placed  us  thus.  Lefebvre  and  all  the  pupils  from 
down-stairs  said,  that  I  had  been  placed  third  because  they 
saw  that  I  had  the  true  sentiment  of  drawing.  As  to  Breslau, 
it  appears  that  her  sketch  was  tainted  with  M/V.  She  was  far 
from  the  model,  and  there  was,  consequently,  a  certain  soft- 
ness; but  as  the  professors  are  prejudiced  against  women  they 
took  that  for  c/tic. 

Fortunately  for  me,  Robert-Fleury  was  absent.  Lefebvre  and 
Boul^nger  were  the  only  judges,  otherwise  it  would  have  been 
said  that  I  was  third,  through  the  favoritism  of  Robert-Fleury. 

I  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  my  evenings,  since  the  night 
course  has  closed,  and  it  wearies  me. 

Saturday,  ApriK^th, — Robert-Fleury  really  encourages  me 
too  much.  He  thought  that  the  second  place  was  due  to  me, 
and  it  did  hot  astonish  him  at  all  that  I  was  placed  as  I  was. 

It  was  curious  to  see  the  stupid  fury  of  the  others,  f  I  went 
to  the  Luxembourg  and  then  to  the  Louvre  with  Schaeppi. 
To  think  that  M — ,  on  leaving  our  house,  probably  goes  home 
and  dreams  of  me,  and  thinks,  probably,  that  I  am  dreaming 
of  him! 

Whilst  I,  undressed,  in  disorder,  with  disheveled  hair,  and 
with  my  slippers  on  the  floor,  was  asking  myself  if  I  had 
bewitched  him  enough;  and  not  contented  with  asking  myself, 
I  asked  Dina. 

Nevertheless,  oh,  youth!  two  years  ago  I  would  have  thought 
that  this  was  love.  Now,  I  am  reasonable,  and  I  understand 
that  it  is  merely  amusing  when  you  feel  that  you  inspire  love, 
or,  rather,  when  you  believe  that  someone  is  becoming  enam- 
ored of  you.  The  love  we  inspire  and  the  love  we  feel  are 
two  distinct  sentiments^  and  I  confounded  them  in  the  days 
gone  by. 

Good  heavens!  and  I  thought  I  loved  A — ,  with  his  big 
nose,  which  resembles  that  of  M — .    Fie!    Horror!    I  am  so 


JOURNAL  OF  MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF.  873 

glad  to  justify  myself!    So  glad!    No,  no!  I  have  never  loved, 
and  if  you  could  imagine  how  happy  J  feel — free,  proud,  and. 
worthy  of  the  one  who  is  yet  to  come! 

Tuesday^  April  ^h, — I  worked  happily  in  the  morning;  bat  in 
the  afternoon,  I  remained  in  bed.  I  was  suffering.  It  lasted 
two  hours,  after  which  I  arose,  almost  glad  to  have  suffered. 
It  is  so  good  afterward,  we  are  so  glad  to  laugh  at  illness. 
How  beautiful  is  youth!! 

Twenty  years  from  now,  my  suffering  will  last  a  whole  day. 

I  finished  "Z^Xyx  dans  la  Vall4e*' ;  it  is  a  very  tiresome 
book  in  spite  of  its  beauties. 

Nathalie  de  ManerviUe's  letter,  which  terminates  the  book, 
is  charming  and  true. 

To  read  Balzac  is  detrimental  to  me;  for  this  time,  employed 
in  working,  would  help  me  to  become  a  Balzac  in  painting! 

7^r/Viiiy^,,*4//'<7i2/>5,--.Yesterday,  Julian  met  Rob^rt-Fleury  at 
the  caf^,  and  Robert-Fleury  said  that  I  was  truly  an  interest- 
ing and  astonishing  pupil,  and  that  he  expected  much  from  me» 
It  is  such  words  as  these  that  I  must  constantly  bear  in  mif)d, 
especially  in  those  moments  when  all  my  intelligence  is  invaded 
by  that  inexplicable  and  frightful  terror,  and  when  I,  feel 
myself  sinking  without  real  cause  into  an  abyss  of  doubt  and. 
of  torments  of  all  sorts. 

Fpr  some  time  past,  it  has  happened  very  frequently  that 
there  have  been  three  candles  in  my  room .  at  the  same  time, 
which  is  a  sign  of  death. 

Is  it  I  who  am  to  depart  for  the  other  world  ?  It  seems  to 
me  so.  And  my  future  and  my  fame?  Oh,  well,  they  will  be 
lost! 

If  there  were  a  man  on  the  scene,  I  would  believe  that  I  was 
in  love,  so  uneasy  ami;  but  as  there  is  none,  I  am  disgusted. 

Nevertheless,  there  are  days  when  X  think  that  I  do  not  |do 
wpnjg  to  follow  my  own  caprices;  on  the  Contrary,.!  give 
evidence  of  pride  or  of  contempt  for  others,  by  not  going, 
against  my  own  wishes.    Oh!  but  men  are  all  so  low  and 
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unworthy  that  I  am  incapable  of  troubling  myself  about  them 
for  One  single  mstant.  To  begin"  with,  they  all  have  corns  on 
their  feet,  and  I  would  riot  forgive  that  ih  ii'kingj  Imagine 
me  breaming  of  a  man  who  has  tx)rns  on  hils  feet! 

rtjommence  to  believe  that  I  Aave  a  serious  passion  for  my 
profession,  which  reassures' amd  consoles  me.  I  want  nothing* 
else,  I  am  too  much  disgusted  wi^  everything  to  care  for 
anything  but  art. 

If  it  were  not  for  this  uneasitteSs  and  feat,  1  would  be  happy. 

The  weather  is  beautiful,  it  is  spring  at  Ijfet;  we  appreciate 
it  as  much  as  it  is  possible  in  Paris,  where,  e^en  iri  the  most 
charming  woods,  under  trees  which  seem  mysterious  and 
poetic,  we  are  always  sure  of  finding  a  waiter  with  his  white 
apron  tacked  up,  and  €i  tray  in  his  hand; 

I  arise  with  the  semi  and^reach  the  studio  before  the  model. 
Oh,^  if  I  did  not  have  this  fetr,-  thte^cciirsed  supefttition! 

I  retlmember,  in  my  infancy,  I  'had  a  presentimeht  and  a  fear 
somewhat  like  tbiis;  it  seemed  lio  me  that  I  couM  never  Ifearn 
anything  but  Ftench,  and  that  the  other  languages^^could  not 
be  learned.  AW  Wdl,  you  se€  that  it  was  absolutdy  nothing, 
andi  nevertheless,  it  was  as  strong  a  superstitious  fear  as  the 
present  one  is.  '  '      \ 

I  hope  that  memory  will  console  me. 

I^  believed  tliat'the  search  for  the  absotuie  was  kkogetber  dif- 
ferent, becaus^e  I  am' also  searching  for  the*  absolute.  'But  the 
absolute  of  sentiments  is  the  absolute  in  all  thin^.  That' is 
what  makes  me  think  and  write  forty  thousand  questidns,  the 
answers  to  which  I  finally  tliscover;  but  Otlly  after  many  mis- 
takes and  much  trouble. 

Saturday,  April  i3/^.--^At  twenty-two  years  of  age  I  shall'  be 
famous  of  dead.  :    • 

'  Perhaps  you-l)eHeve  that  we  work  with  the  eye^  and  fingers 
only?  You,  who  aire  of  cbmmohplace  intellect,  can  tieVer  know 
how  touch  uttrettiittittg  attetttion,  contimialtomparisorife,  cal- 
ctilatioh;'  schtliftenft,  refleetion,*  is  required  to  obtaiti  success. 
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Yes,  yes,  what  you  say— you. say  nothing,  however;  but  I 
swear  it  to  you  on  the  head  of  Pincio  (that  seemiS  stupid  to  you; 
to  me,  no)  that  I  shall  be  celebrated.  I  swear  it  to  you;  I  aweur 
it  to  you  seriously;  I  swear  it  to  yoq  on  the  Gospel,  on  the  pas- 
sion of  Chr»$t,  on  myself,  that  in  (our  years  I  ^hall  i)e  celebrated. 

Sunday^  April  x^fiL-^Yoox  grandpapai  he  takes  interest  in 
eyerythii^;  he  suffers  much  in  being  unable  to  speak.  .  I  guess 
his  xQieaning  better  than  the  others;  he  was  sp  happy  this 
evening;  I  read  the  newspapers  to  him  and  we  all  chatted  in 
his  room.    It  was  for.  me  both  a  sorrow,  and  a  joy.   . 

And  now  my  spite,  my  rage^  my  despair,  find  no  expression 
in  the  human  tongue! I  If  Xhad  skeleb^d  iri)m  tj;)^  age  ^of 
fifteen,  I  would  be  already  celebrated!! 

Do  you  understand? 

Saiurdayy  April  ;;oM.*^Last  night,  whfBii  putting  away  this 
manuscript,  I  read  a  few  pages  and»  at  last,  came,  by  chance, 
upon  A — *s  letter.  -, 

For  a  Ipn^  time,  this  made  me.  df  earn  and  smile,  then  dream 
again.  I  went  to  bed  late,  but  it  was  not. time  losl;  we  do  not 
have  these  delightful  moments  when  we  wish,  wie  have  them 
only  when  w«  are  young;  we  must  take  ladvaniag^.  pf  itiliem, 
appreciate  them,  ond  enjoy  them,  as  with  all  thsui;  God  gives 
us.  The  young  do  not  know  how  to  appreci4te  their  youth; 
but  I — I  am  like  an  old  person  who  knows  ^.hat  everything  is 
worth,  and  who  does  not  want  to  lose  any  enjoymient. 

Because  of  Robeart'Fleury  I  was  uaaJWe  to  ^K^  to  cojjfession 
before  mass,  which  forced  .i»e  ■  io  put  off  commiunion  until 
to-morrow.    The  confession  was  original,  here  it  is: 

^<Yoa  are  not  without  sin,*' «aid  the  priest^  after  the  usual 
prayer, ''  are  you  not  subject  to  laziness?'* 

'*  Never/' 

"To  pride?**  . 

"  Always." 

"  You  do  not  fast?'* 

"Never." 
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"  You  have  offended  someone?"  • 

"  I  do  not  believe  so,  but  it  may  be;  many  little  things^  my 
father,  nothing  serious." 

"  May  God  forgive  you  then,  my  daughter,  etc." 

My  tranquillity  of  mind  has  returned;  I  have  proved  it  this 
evening  by  conversing  without  any  nonsense;  I  am  calm,  and 
I  fear  absolutely  nothing,  either  morally  or  physically.  Often 
I  have  said:  I  had  an  atrocious  fear  of  going  there,  or  doing 
this.  It  was  an  exaggeration  of  language,  which  is  common  to 
almost  every^)ody,  and  which  means  nothing.  What  pleases 
me  is,  that  I  am  acquiring  the  habit  of  conversing  with  every- 
'One;  this  is  necessary  if  we  wish  to  have  a  pleasant  salon. 
Formerly,  I  would  notice  one  and  disregard  the  others,  or 
nearly  so. 

Saturday^  April  27M  {Sunday y  April  28M). — I  foolishly  took 
the  idea  into  my  head  to  invite  some  men  to  the  midnight 
mass  at  our  church. 

At  our  right  was  the  Ambassador,  the  Duke  pf  Leuchtem- 
berg  and  his  wife,  Madame  Akenfieff.  The  duke  is  the  son  of 
the  Grand  Duchess  Marie,  who  died  at  Florence,  and  nephew 
of  the  Enjperor.  This  couple  were  at  Rome  when  I  was  there, 
and  Madame  Akenfieff  was  not  received  at  the  embassy.  At 
present,  she  plays  the  grand  duchess  admirably;  moreover, 
she  is  still  a  beautiful  and  majestic  woman,  although  very  thin. 
Ah,  well!  the  husband  is  always  full  of  little  attentions  for  the 
wife;  it  is  admirable,  and  altogether  charming. 

The  embassy  gave  the  Easter  supper  which  took  place  after 
mass  at  2  o'clock  in  the  morning,  in  the  priest's  house,  which, 
being  very  hear  the  church,  was  prepared  for  the  occasion. 
But  it  was  the  ambassador  who  sent  the  invitations,  and  who 
received;  we,  therefore,  had  the  good  fortune  of  being  seated 
at  the  same  table  as  the  grand  duke,  his  wife,  the  ambassador, 
and  all  that  is  best  of  Russia  in  Paris. 

I  was  sad  but  not  displeased,  because  it  will  throw  me  back 
into  my  studies  with  renewed  ardor. 
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Why  should  not  the  Prince  Orloif,  who  is  a  widower,  fall  in 
love  with  me  and  marry  me?  I  would  be  ambassadress  at 
Paris,  almost  empress.  Monsieur  Anitchkoff,  who  was  ambas- 
sador at  Teheran,  married  a  little  personage  for  love,  although 
he  was  over  fifty-five  years  of  age. 

I  did  not  produce  all  the  efifect  I  could  have  desired; 
LaferriSre  was  late,  and  I  had.  to  wear  an  unbecoming  dress; 
I  had  to  improvise  a  chemisette,  as  the  dress  was  dicollet4y 
and  therefore  unsuitable.  On  the  dress,  depended  my  humor; 
on  my  humor,  my  demeanor  and  the  expression  of  my  face — 
everything. 

Monday^  April  i^th, — From  8  o'clock  in  the  morning  to  6 
o'clock  at  night,  from  which  we  must  deduct  an  hour  and  a 
half  for  breakfast,  there  is  nothing  so  good  as  regular  work. 

To  speak  of  something  else,  I  will  tell  you  that  I  believe 
that  I  shall  never  be  seriously  in  love.  I  discover  always 
— something  comical  in  a  man,  and  then  all  is  lost.  If 
nothing  ridiculous,  it  is  awkwardness,  or  stupidity,  or  dullness; 
in  short,  there  is  always  something  wrong,  the  tip  of  the  ear, 
perhaps. 

It  is  true  that  so  long  as  I  do  not  find  my  master,  I  will  not 
allow  myself  to  be  caught  by  any  charm;  my  mania  for  hunting 
out  the  defects  of  people  will  prevent  me  from  being 
smitten  by  any  Adonis  in  the  world. 

How  ridiculous  are  the  people  who  go  to  the  Bois,  and  I 
can  not  understand  their  empty  and  stupid  existence! 

Friday^  May  ^d. — There  are  moments  when  I  would  give 
up  all  the  intellectual  pleasures  in  the  world,  fame  and  paint- 
ing, to  go  and  live  in  Italy  a  life  of  sunshine,  music,  and  love. 

Saturday^  May  4M. — I  adore  all  that  is  simple  in  painting, 
sentiments,  in  fact,  in  everjrthing.  I  have  never  had  simple 
sentiments,  and  I  shall  never  have  them,  for  they  are  impossible 
where  there  are  doubts  and  apprehensions  founded  on  anterior 
facts.  Simple  sentiments  can  exist  only  in  happiness  or  in  the 
country,  in  the  ignorance  of  all  those  things  which — 
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I  am  essentially  a  meddleso'me  character;  a^  much  by' an 
excess  of  ingenuity  as  by  Self-love;  I  desire  to  analyse,  to  seek 
the  truth,  r  have  a  fear  of  taking  a  wrong'path,  of  non-suc- 
cess.    ■■•'■'■■       •*"■■; 

Sunday f  May  ^th. — I  have  been  seven  months  at  th6  studi6. 

I  went  again  1:6  thfe  Exposition  with  Anna  Noggfen.  We  ran 
over  everything  lightly,  except  the  paintings,  which  alone  inter- 
ested us.  '  ••     '  "•  ' 

I  was  surprised -at  the  portrait  of  Don  Carlos,  badly  drawn, 
false  in  tone,  and  bearing  little  resembliance.  As  to  the  famous 
portrait  of  Monsieur  Thiers,  I  saw  it  to-day  for  the  first  time, 
not  having  seen  it  at  the  Salon y  but  I  am  sure  it  has  darkened. 

•  T  prefer  Caroltfs  Duran  for  Tiffc,  and  Bonnat  for  skill. 
Bonnat's  hiands  are  wonders.      ■  '     " 

*  Thursday^ May  ^ih, — I  might, have  a  ravishtng'hand  if  the 
fingeris  were  not  infamously  spoi^^d  by  string  fh^truments,  and 
\\  I  had  not  •bttten'  my*  hails: "^  But  thfe  celestial  instruments 
would  not' hurt  if  r  had  proper- nails. 

'  Mybody  like  that  of  an  antique  goddess;  my  hips,  too  Sjpan- 
ish,  perhaps;  my  bust  small  and  perfect  in  shape;  ray  feet,  fny 
hands,  and  my  childlike  cotintenance-;<-bf  What  use  are  they 
when  no  one  loves  me?  ^  -. 

My  poor  Pincio  and  that  poor  Walit3tky--I  have'  thought  of 
them  to-day.  >  •       - 

-  Saturday,  May  tith, — Myself,  Schkeppi,  and  Autit  Marie, 
went  to  theExpositibn  to  see  the  pdihtings^  and' admired  Bon 
Carlos,  Who  is  the  most  magnificent  and  most  royal-loolcing' 
man  I  have  ever  seen.  He  surpasses  in  distinction  our  grand 
dtiktes  and  our  E/mperor.  "    ;  : ,,  ; 

Cress  him  how  we'  wish,*  place  him  wherever  we  may,  every- 
body would  ^sk:"  Who  is  thaftiiaiir  '  '. 

'  It  is  not  possible  td  deriy  rdce,  and  when  pedple  of  rank  are 
tigly,  or  have'no  style,' believd  mey  theb  is  sbmethihg  tjueer  in 
their  origm.  • 

It  is  impossible  to  a^pearniore  kindly;  eminent, 'arid'  eaisy 
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thaQ  Don  Carlos.  Were=  th^^t  oiaa  ordiip^arily;  iutQlligent,  he 
would  be  irresistibje.    He  i&  not  entirely  ?tupifi,  l?ut  drowsy. 

Sunday y  May  xztK — I  have .  painted .  my  first  picture. of 
inanimate  nature — a  blue  porcelain  vase  with  a  bunch  of  vio- 
lets and  a  tattered,  red  book  beside  it,  on,  a  No.  3  canva^,  ,  By 
that  means,  I  will  not  cease  to  draw,  anfl  shall  accustom,  myself 
to  colors  by  devoting  to  them  two  or  three  .hours  on  Sunday* 
Every  Sunday  I  shall  do  something  or.  other.  • 

Yesterday,  I  was  abusive  to  my  mother,  Tbep  I  ei>ter^0  my 
little  parlor,  where  it  was  dark^  and  falling  on  my.  kxieesyl 
swore  before  God  that  I  woul4. never  agaip  answer  my  mother 
crossly,  and  when  she  exasperates  me,  that  I  wiH  be  silent  or 
go  away.  :     .  :  .  -. 

She  is  very  ill.  Misfortune  comes  fast,  and  I  would  never 
forgive  myself  for  any  unkindnesj^  I  may  have  shown  her. 

Monday^  May  i^tk, — For  the  afternpon  places,  lots  were 
drawn,  and  I  won  the  first  ^oiqe;  but,  as  X  had  not. yet; arrived, 
the  one  next  to  me  took  the  place.  ■„ 

When  I  arrived,  Itraslau  said  to  me  that  I  mustplape  myself 
after  all  the  others,  having  lost  my  pjiace.  This  had  n^ver, 
never,  been  done,  the  place  was  always  left  for  the  absent  one^ 
and  the  pthjer^  placed  themselves:  apcordingly;  but  anyone  who 
was.  absent  was  n^ver  forced  tO:  take  the  last  <?hoice,. although 
this  was  the  rule.  I  app^ealed  to  ^fonsfeur  Julian,  who  answered 
that  the  rule  existed,  but  that  it  had  never  been  enforced,  and 
that  he  thought  it  frightful  that  they  should  treat  me  so. :  I 
went  aw^iy  f  u^riqus,  but  returned,  remembering  that  my  absence 
would  be  much  too  pleasing  to  a  Jot  of  jealous  imbeciles,-. 

The  Spaniard  attempted  to  calm  m^>  ^is  I  .threatened  ^toj  leave 
the  studio;  the  maid  came  with  consolations,  and  I  answered 
that  they  need  have  no  uneasipess,  that  J  would,  certainly 
work,  and  that  I  would  be  very  stupid  to  lose  my  time, , since 
they  would  .be  so  delighted-  It  still  wajited  twenty-five  min- 
utes to  the  hour— they  had .  succeeded  in.  making  .me  lose  an 
hour  .or  two — but  those  tw,en^y-five  minutes  I  employed  in 
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calming  myself  that  I  might  sketch  well  and  enrage  those 
wretches  who,  through  jealousy,  had  recourse  to  such  paltry 
tricks.  Those  twenty-five  minutes  I  employed  in  treating 
them  like  negroes. 

Thursday^  May  i6th, — While  I  was  making  preparations  to 
paint  my  death-head — having,  according  to  my  character,  pre- 
viously proclaimed  this  project — Breslau  painted  one  during 
the  week.  That  will  teach  me  to  gossip  less.  This  caused 
me  to  say,  when  conversing  with  the  others,  that  truly  my 
ideas  musb  be  worth  something,  since  imbeciles  were  found 
who  picked  up  the  worst  and  most  neglected. 

Friday^  May  i*jth. — I  would  like  to  become  a  Communist,  if 
only  to  blow  up  all  the  houses  in  which  families  live  together! 

We  should  love  our  home;  there  is  nothing  sweeter  than  to 
rest  in  it,  to  dream  in  it  of  things  we  have  done,  of  persons 
we  have  seen — ^but  to  rest  eternally! 

The  day  from  8  to  6  passes,  one  way  or  another,  in  working; 
but  the  evening! 

I  shall  model  in  the  evening — that  I  may  not  think  that  I 
am  young,  and  that  time  passes*,  that  I  am  lonely,  that  I  revolt, 
that  it  is  terrible! 

How  queer  it  is,  however,  that  there  are  persons  who  have 
no  luck,  either  in  love  or  in  business.  In  love,  it  was  my  fault; 
I  would  excite  myself  for  some  and  abandon  the  others;  but 
in  business — 

I  will  now  go,  weep,  and  pray  God,  that  He  may  arrange  this 
affair.  It  is  very  original  to  converse  with  God,  but  it  does 
not  make  Him  treat  me  any  better. 

But  others  do  not  know  how  to  ask.  I  have  faith;  I 
beseech. 

/  am  undatibtecUy  undeserving, 

I  believe  I  shall  die  soon, 

Thursday,  May  2^d. — I  have  commenced  to  paint  at  the 
studio — two  oranges  and  a  knife.  Since  my  rupture  with 
Breslau,  I  am  polite  to  the  Spaniard,  who  is  the  most  obliging 
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creature  in  the  world.     She  takes  infinite  trouble  for  me — 
arranges  my  painting  materiais,  and  gives  me  advice. 

I  can  not  work  as  well  in  the  spring  as  I  do  in  the  winter. 

Saturdajfy  May  2$th. — "  So  things  are  not  going  on  very 
well  with  you,"  said  Robert-Fleury  to  me. 

I  felt  it  myself,  and  if  he  had  not  encouraged  me  by  prais- 
ing my  efforts  at  painting,  I  would  have  fallen  from  the  height 
of  my  hopes,  which  would  be  a  serious  matter. 

We  went  to  the  Fran^ais  to  see  "Z^j  Fourchambauits.** 
The  piece  was  much  admired,  but  I  am  not  crazy  over  it. 

I  wore  a  hat — but  that  interests  me  no  longer — what  I  want 
is  to  look  distingu^^  I  had  somewhat  forgotten  it  lately. 

Decidedly,  I  shall  be  a  great  artist.  Each  time  I  come  out 
of  my  studies  I  am  driven  back  by  lashings  of  all  sorts. 

Have  I  not  dreamed  of  political  drawing-rooms;  of  the 
world;  of  a  rich  marriage;  then  again,  of  politics? 

All  this  in  the  moments  when  I  dreamed  or  hoped  of  the 
pos.sibility  of  some  arrangement — feminine,  human,  natural; 
but  no,  nothing! 

This  does  not  even  make  me  laugh  any  longer — this  con- 
stant,  imperturbable,  astonishing  change  of  good  luck  to  bad. 

By  it  I  have  gained  a  great  coolness,  an  enormous  contempt 
for  eveiything;  logic,  wisdom,  a  lot  of  things  in  short,  which 
compose  a  character  cold,  disdainful,  insensible,  and  at  the 
same  time,  restless,  abrupt,  energetic.  As  to  the  sacred  fire,  it 
is  hidden  and  the  vulgar  spectators,  the  profane,  do. not  even 
suspect  it.  For  them  I  snap  my  fingers  at  everything;  I  have 
no  heart;  I  criticise,  I  scorn,  I  deride. 

And  all  the  tender  emotions  driven  back  to  the  depths  within 
me,  what  do  they  say  of  this  haughty  outside?  They  say  nothing 
— ^they  murmur  and  hide,  more  deeply  offended  and  grieved. 

I  pass  my  life  in  saying  savage  things  which  please  me,  and 
which  astonish  others.  This  would  be  well  if  it  did  not  leave 
a  bitter  taste,  if  it  were  not  the  fruit  of  my  horrible  bad  luck  ia 
all  things. 
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Thus,  when  I  made  the  famous  request  of  God,  the  priest 
gave  me  wine  and  bread,  which  I  took;  then  the  piece  of  bread 
without  wine,  as  is  customary.  And  that  bread  fell  from  my 
hands  twic^.  I  wais  grieved,  bat  said  nothing,  hoping  that  it 
was  not  a  sign  of  a  refusal. 

It  seems,  however,  that  it  was. 

AH  this  proves'  that  there  is  my  art,  to  which  I  must  con- 
secrate myself — at  intervals  I  shall  undoubtedly  forsake  it,  but 
for  a  few  hours  only,  after  which  I  shall  return  to  It  again 
chastened  and  wiser.  «     ' 

•  Mohdc^^Mdy  zjt^.^^l  airrived  at  the  studio  before  7  o'clock, 
and  for  three  ^<7w^  I  breakf^ted  in  a  -creamety  with  the  Swiss 
girls.  I  saw  th^  workmen  and-^he  street  uTChins  come  and 
take  their  poor  chocolate^  the  same  that  I  took 'myself. 

«  For  you-  to  commence  by  paWting  in^him^te  things,"  Made- 
moiselle, is  like !  ordering  a'  robust  mian  to' tikfe  exercise  by 
handlfng'this  *'  (and  Julian-  began  to'  move* his'  pen-case  up  and 
dowti);  **Do  not  yfet  make  the  complete  'figure;  but  paint 
hands,  pieces  of  the  model;  in  short,  there  is  nothing  better 
than  that."       •        ^  •  '=      -'       ^  ' 

'  He  is  perfectly  right,  therefore  1  shall  paiiit  a  foot. 

/I  breakftisted  at  the  studio;  things  were  brought  to  me  frona 
the^hoiise,  for  I -calculated  that,  in  going  home  for  breakfast, 
I'lbst  one  hour  every  day;  which  'makes  six  hours,  or  one  day 
ti  week^-^fdur  dayd  a  tnonth-^oi»ty-eight  days  a  y^r.-       '■  '■' 

'And  I' want  to- devote  my  evenings  to  modeling  tn  clay.  I 
spoke^  of  it  to  Juliah,  who  wHl  speak  or  send  word  of  it  to 
Dubois  in  such  a  way  as  to  interest  hini.  ' 

•  i'  gave  myself -four  years,  and  seven  months  are  passed.  I 
believe  that -'three  yearfe  will  suffice;  therefore,  r  have  still 
remaining  two  years  and  five  months.      '        • 

I  shall  then  ib6  between  twenty  and  twenty-one  ye^rs  bid; 
■  JuHan  said-thdf  in*  one  year  I  would  paint  very  well,  that 

"This   work  is    not  natural,"  said  he,  laughing.    **You 
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abandon  the  worlds  society,  ev^tythinsf  in  fact!    There  most 
be  ^n^im,  a  hidden  thought" 

Hq  is  not. 9k  Southerner  for  nothing. 

To»day,  a  cale  presented  itself  similar  to  thftt  of  my  hipture 
with  the  Swiss,  only  I  took  the  place  of  Bre^tt^  and  an  old  lady 
took  mine. 

*' Madame/'  said  I  to  hsr,  aloud)  '<  I  am  in  the  right  6nd 
I  could  keep  this  place^  if  it  Were  my  habit  \ki  quarnl  with 
honest  people.  Take  this  place,  Madame,  by.  the  rules  of 
Courtesy  it  is  yotirs^  I  atxty  thank  God,  well-bred  and  have 
nothing  in  comnlon  with  certain  (fdrgivd  the  eXpressioiA) 
anim&ls^iwhd  donidt  know  liow  tp^  behave,  themselves" 

And  as  the  ptior  old  lady  Woul4  not  accept,  X  added  t 

''Take  it)  Madinie,  I  give  it  up  riot  only  for  year  sake,  bat 
also  to  glorify  m]^Self ;  I  commit  this  bedutifvtl  action  because 
I  respect  myself." 

This  is  my  vengealicej'althofugh  half  hUflyt>ifcgv     ^' 

Ti^ursdi^^  May  3o/5^»-*^enerally,  the  relatives  of  great  tten 
do  not  believe  in  their  genius.  At  hothe,  they  bdieve  too 
much  ih  my  vakie,  that  Is  to  say,  they,  wttiild  not  be  astonis^hed 
if  I  painted  a  picture  as  large  as  Medqsa's  raft,  or  i£.I 
received  the  Legion  of  Honor.  Is  it  a  bad  aign?  N<^)  I 
hope  hot 

FriUhy^  May  ^is i.-^My  people  W«ttt  to  see  a  fairjNpiAy  at 
Ch^el^t  and  I  went  with.  them.  When  you  have  teen  one,  you 
have  seen  them  all;  it  wearied  me,  and  while  I  mediahitaliy 
looked  at  the  advertisements  on  tht  curtain,  I  was  thinking 
that  my  HIb  wad  emaci^tedy  faded;  and^-^lost.  It  is  too  bad  to 
feel  such  4  void,  suoHde&Clation  around  us.  In  fact^  I  undeiv 
stand  now,  I  believed  myself  born  t6!J)e'  happy  in -every things 
at  prededt,  I  ste  that  I  am  unhappy  in  everything;  it  is  eiactly 
the  same  thing,  except  that  it  is  ail  the  contrafyv  From  the 
moment  I  know  what  to  expect  it  is  quite  bearable,  and  it 
causes  mei  grief,  no  longer^  since  I  knew  it  beforehand.  I 
assure  you  that  I  say  what  I  think.  'What  is  atrocious,,  is  Uris 
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constant  disillusion;  to  find  serpents  where  you  expected  to 
see  flowers — ^that  is  what  is  horrible.  But  these  shocks  have 
moulded  me  to  indifference.  I  notice  nothing  that  passes 
around  me.  I  do  not  even  put  my  head  out  of  the  coach  door 
as  I  go  to  the  studio. 

I  close  my  eyes  or  read  a  newspaper. 

You,  perhaps,  believe  that  this  resignation  is  the  resignation 
of  despair.  Well,  it  is  caused  by  despair,  but  it  is  calm  and 
sweet,  although  sad. 

Instead  of  my  life  being  rose-colored,  it  is  gray — ^that  is  all. 
We  accept  our  lot,  and  then  we  are  tranquil. 

I  recognize  myself  no  longer.  I  have  changed  completely, 
and  it  is  a  permanent  change.  It  seems  queer  to  me;  but  it 
is  none  the  less  true.  I  do  not  even  want  fortune — all  that  I 
desire  are  two  black  frocks  a  year,  clothes  that  I  can  wash  on 
Sunday  for  the  week,  simple  food — provided  there  are  no 
onions  in  it,  and  that  it  is  fresh  and — the  means  of  working. 

No  carriages,  the  omnibus,  or  on  foot;  I  wear  slippers  with- 
out heels  at  the  studio. 

Why  live,  then?  Why?  ah!  forsooth!  In  the  hope  of  better 
days,  and  that  hope  never  leayes  us. 

All  is  relative — thus,  in  comparison  to  my  past  torments, 
I  enjoy  my  present  happiness  as  an  agreeable  event  In  the 
month  of  January,  I  shall  be  nineteen  years  old.  Moussia 
will  be  nineteen  years  old!  It  is  absurd,  impossible!  It  is 
frightful! 

Once  in  awhile  I  feel  a  desire  to  dress,  to  walk,  to  show 
myself  at  the  opera,  at  the  Bois,  at  the  Salon^  at  the  Exposition. 
But  I  say  to  myself  immediately:  Of  what  use?  And  every- 
thing falls  back  to  naught. 

Between  each  word  that  I  write,  I  think  a  million  of  things; 
I  express  my  thoughts  only  in  shreds. 

What  a  misfortune  for  posterity! 

It  is  not  a  misfortune  for  posterity,  but  it  prevents  me  from 
making  myself  understood. 
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I  am  jealous  of  Braslau;  she;  does  not  sketch  at  all  like  a 
woman.  Next  week  I  will  work  so  much,  that  you  will  see! 
The  afternoons  shall  be  devoted  to  the  Exposition,  and  the 
S4iIon\  but  the  next  week — ^I  want  to  sketch  well,  and  I  will. 

Monday y  June  ^d, — A  night  without  sleep;  work  from  8 
o'clock,  and  courses  frojm  2  to  7  o'clock  at  night;  then  to  the 
Salony  then. in  search  of  hotels — 

And  this  miserable  health  is  of  no  use!  My  energy  is 
wasted  to  no  purpose! 

I  work — Oh!  a  fine  affair,,  seven  or  eight  miserable  hours  a 
day,  which  have  no  more  effect  on  me  than  seven  or  eight 
minutes. 

We  visited  a  be£|.utiful  studio;  1  trembled  with  delight  as  I 
looked  at  it.  The  sight  alone. of  a  large,  well-lighted  studio 
makes  you  believe  that  you  will  do  beautiful  things. 

To-morrow,  I  will  tell  you  seriously  my  true  opinions,  my 
innermost  thoughts,  which  are  formed  nisither  by  things,  nor 
by  men.     I  will  even  tell  it  this  evening! 

In  my  heart,  my  soul,  my  ipind,  I  am  a  Republican. 

Let  titles  be  maintained,  but  let  there  be  an  equality  before 
^he  law;  all  other  equality  is  impossible.  Let  ancient  families 
be  respected,  and  foreign  princes  honored.  Let  the  arts,  and 
all  that  contributes  to  luxury  and  art  be  protected. 

These  dynasties,  these  ministers  who  take  root,  and  who  rot 
in  office,  infect  the  country;  this  protection  of  court — there  is 
the  misfortune,  there  is  the  ruin;  whilst  a  chief  constantly 
renewed,  ministries  often  swept  away,  functionaries  changed, 
when  necessary,  that  is  what  makes  a  country  white,  rosy, 
and  healthy,  and,  in  consequence,  capable  of  everything,  if  it 
has  intelligence,,  and  that  is  a  thing  not  wanting  in  the  French. 

We  reproach  the  republic  with  blood,  mire,  and  a  thousand 
other  things.  Bah!  look,  at  all  beginnings,  especially  when 
half  the  people  prevent  or  ruin  all  efforts.  Many  attempts  have 
failed.     Remember  Napoleon  and  Saint  Helena. 

What  is  there  at  present?   The  sterile  Monsieur  de  Chambord, 
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after  him  tA*  Otl#ftflidl*-i-tl^  Ort^imistfe  do  ftot  amtt«e  me. 
I  ^6  tt^t  like  Vilfe  thittgfe-^afeiawis-.  As  to  th^  rACeof  Napoleon 
III.,  that  Will  tttlVfe*  coite  into  {M>WlPr  ligaift.  The  tfepublic  of 
to*dJiy  i*  the'  tru*,  thd  tobg  expect^,  th«  fiiml  bettedtction 
of  *«llv«ft  <30nli  W;  lait.     *   '  •  v 

What  «lattfet  a  ftw  f^fe^-lhiiikefs  Who  ^ist  ttttder  &U  admin- 
istrations, what  matter  exaggcf4ti0fts!    Thfe  Cbtihtty  Is  not  a 

Let  the  people  of  the  different  parii^  thOOfce  theif  own 
gtt<6Stfe;  but  th^'i-epublic  te  ft©t  fe  pftftyyit  is  the  eWtire  country; 
and  the  mm^  V^  come  to  h^r  tl«3  «&fotift  she  wni  opien  her 
arms;  and  when  all  have  come,  there  will  be  no  outlaws, 
no  ffeV0t1«(fe,  fi^  taOffe  lifiitlfe^.  ''I%6«;  W^4lbfe^r1aIH^v 
P^^*hf6i*tto<ftttlt,  thfe  iiepteblie  hiis  *o^  rtrtich  to  tio  to  busy 
itself  with  Itt^dWidu-ilfe.    •!•--' 

Th^  R^t^ubltefdn^  "Ate  ft^fd^^ed  6f  bavhl^ 'stobridtfek  in  their 
¥A!nit*^b^t  WhatttMWnfe^*tt6rt^?  - 

If  the  whole  of  ftkti<^  be^tn^  le^itimtet,  Or  impfeirialiist, 
would  ik€^  thttidl  b^  pdri,  all  Wilhbtll  stain?  X5ood  Aight! 
Wlttft  I  Mrrtte  te  alttid^t  tbe  raving  ^  ^  ili^mtic,  because  I 
Wtil^  too  f ai^;  '■''■  < 

W^£¥ta^My,  funt  1 4^^.-i^T<>4hOf  tow,  I '  ttiiaWie  *flfiy  work,  so 
neglected  diftt^  SatWday.  f 'affa  tettiorfee^fwr  aftd  tO-motfow 
«V6rythkig  will  teHuWi  to-  rtfe  «*ttal  0*^3^.  1%^  tev^Jiiings  will 
be  ^dngfh'for  My  OW*H  ^ff^ifrs.  ■     • 

Mottsi^u'r  !!loi4her  a'^oh^ihed'fne  \w  matiy  way*.  First,  by 
hifebriiknfei^fe;  h^jWhom  I Ihougtft graVfe,  Slo^, <itcrepid,  jumped 
C-^lto  the  tattlagfe,  offef^^dhfe  attti,  paid  fbr  th^  trab,  aso^tidtsd 
\\k  ^oneh  futi'fring— add  %heh  by  his  M^as*:  '**&«toii-lti$tructiOti," 
i^*d  he,  ^*  piostocfe*  -abiolat^  hegatkm  df  Ml  atAfeority."*  He 
pf<d6laMi«d  th*  toettfefttso^  Ig^iioraikje  '(althotigti  cohfeis^ng  'that 

tft^e  ^r^  r#0  sidfes  1?6  thfe  (l«i!pestk)n)  afid  pfttend^  that  net^s- 
pii¥»6fS  #*i^  poison  to  \\it  public. 

You  may  W^ll  "i^ftagifte  w?th  What  curiosity  I  'exaiftined  and 
•l*Wfeft«4  ^  fcifr-'**hfe  Yiee-Etftperbr ! 
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But  I  need  not  give  you  hiy  opinions  here,  to  begin  with, 
because  I  have  not  seen  him  enough,  and  then  because  I  ^m 
not  disposed  to  do  it  to-night.  He  related  many  curious^ 
thitigi  bcf'Us,  and  which  he  is  in  a  {jokitlon  to  kiidw  perf^fctly, 
about  the  attempt  of  1867  against  our  Emperor,  and  then 
things  about  the  Imperial  family,  asking  me  if  we  knew  the 
Prince  Imperlah  You  may  well  believe  that  I  was  orthodox- 
with  the  head  of  the  Bonapartist  party. 

I  a:m  even  astonished  at  my'  delicate  flattery  and  my  tact. 
Gavini  and  the  baron  seemed  to  approve  of  me  perfiectly, 
and  Monfeieur  Rbuher,  himself,  Was  pleased,  but-^what  damp 
fireworks! 

They  spoke  of  vbtes,  of  law,  of  pamphlets,  of  faithful  sub- 
jects, of  traitoris,  before  hie.^  I  listened?  Oh!  by  all  means. 
It  was  an  open  dodr  into  paradise  for  me. 

I  said,  however,  that  women  should  not  meddle  with  any- 
thing, as  they  do  only  harm,  and  they  are  not  serious  enough 
to  avoid  extravagance. 

I  regret  that  I  am  a  woman,  and  Monsieur  !Rouher  regrets 
that  he  is  a  man.  **  Women,"  said  he,  '*  have  riot  the  annoy- 
ances and  the  troubles  that  we  have." 

"Will  y6u  permit  me  to  say,  Mbnsieur,  that  each'  has  an 
equal  share  of  them.  But  the  annoyances  of  men  bring 
them  honors,  fame,  popularity,  whilst  those  of  wbmen  bring 
thehi  nothing." 

"  You  then  believe,  Mademoiselle,  that  they  always  bring  all 
those  things?"  . 

**  I  believe,  Monsieur,  that  that  depends  dti  the  man."    ' 

You  must  not  think  that  I  attacked  him  like  that  all  at  once. 
I  remained  fully  ten  minutes  in  the  corner,  quite  perplexed, 
for  the  old  fox  did  n6t  siem  to  be  enraptured  by  his  ihtroduc- 
tion  to  me.  '  .     . 

Do  you  want  to  know  one  thing? 

I  am  enraptured.  •  / 

Now  I  feel  like  relating  to  you  all  the  pretty  tWngt^'th'at 
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I  said — ^but  I  must  not.  I  will  only  tell  you  that  I  made  great 
efforts  not  to  say  common-pl^ce  things  and  to  appear  full  of 
good  sense;  the  following  is  a  good  specimen: 

Gavini  said  that  the  Bonapartists  were  happy  in  having  the 
sympathies  of  pretty  women,  bowing  to  me. 

"  Monsieur/'  I  answered,  addressing  myself  to  Monsieur 
Rouher,  "  I  do  not  give  my  sympathies  to  your  party  as  a 
woman,  I  give  them  to  you  as  an  honest  man  would." 

Saturday^  June  x^th, — Just  think!  Robert-Fleury  would  sa7 
nothing  to  me,  so  bad  was  my  sketching.  Then  I  showed 
him  that  of  last  week,  and  I  received  compliments;  it  makes 
no  difference. 

There  are  days  when  everything,  is  fatiguing. 

Wednesday^  July  3^. — M —  came  to  say  good-bye,  and  as  it 
was  raining  he  proposed  to  accompany  us  to  the  Exposition. 

We  agreed,  but  before  that,  when  we  were  alone,  he  besought 
me  to  be  kinder  to  him,  etc. 

"  You  know  that  I  love  you  foolishly,  that  J  suffer —  If  you 
knew  how  terrible  it  is  to  see  only  mocking  smiles,  and  to 
hear  only  railleries,  when  we  love  truly." 

"  You  excite  yourself." 

"  Oh,  no!  I  swear  to  you  I  am  ready  to  give  you  all  the  proofs 
— devotion  the  most  absolute — fidelity,  the  patience  of  a  dog,  in 
short!  say  one  word,  say  that  you  have  a  little  confidence  in  me. 
Why  do  you  treat  me  like  a  buffoon,  like  a  being  of  an  inferior 
race.V' 

"  I  treat  you  as  I  do  everybody  else." 

"  Why?  since  you  know  that  I  do  not  love  you  like  every- 
body else,  that  I  am  entirely  devoted  to  you." 

<M  am  in  the  habit  of  inspiring  that  sentiment." 

^^But  not  as  you  have  in  me.  Let  me  believe  that  your 
sentiments  toward  me  are  not  those  of  hatred." 

"Of  hatred?    Oh,  no!" 

"  What  is  frightful  for  me  is  indifference." 

•'.Ah,  indeed!" 
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^'Promise  me  that  you  will  not  fbrget  me  daring  the  few 
months  that  I  shall  be  absent.*' 

"  That  is  not  in  my  power." 

"  Permit  me  to  remind  you,  from  time  to  time,  that  I  exist 
--^perhaps  I  may  amuse  you,  perhaps  I  may  make  you  smile? 
Permit  me  to —  to  hope  that  sometimes,  rarely,  you  may  send 
me  a  word,  one  only." 

"  What  do  you  mean?" 

**  Oh,  without  signature,  simply  this:  '  I  am  well,'  &nd  that 
is  all,  and  it  will  make  me  happy!" 

**  I  sign  all  that  I  write,  and  I  honor  my  signature." 

*'  You  grant  me  permission  to  write?" 

"I  am  like  the  FigarOy  I  receive  letters  from  anybody  and 
everybody." 

"  Heavens!  If  you  knew  how  terrible  it  is  to  never  obtain 
one  serious  word,  to  be  always  scoffed  at.  No,  let  us  speak 
seriously.  Do  not  let  it  be  said  that  you  did  not  have  pity 
upon  me  at  the  moment  when  I  leave  you!  May  I  hope  that 
my  unbounded  devotion,  my  attachment,  my  love  (impose 
upon  me  any  conditions,  any  trials  that  you  wish)  may  I  hope 
that  one  day  you  will  be  more — gentle?  that  you  will  not 
laugh?" 

**  As  to  proofs,"  I  said,  quite  seriously,  "  there  is  but  one 
that  can  be  given." 

"What  is  it?    I  am  ready  for  anything!" 

"  Time  alone  can  prove  your  sincerity." 

"  Be  it  so,  then.    You  shall  see." 

"  That  pleases  me  much." 

"  But  tell  me,  you  have  confidence  in  me!" 

"  How?  I  have  confidencfe  in  you  to  the  point  of  confiding  a 
letter  to  you,  with  the  certainty  that  you  will  not  open  it." 

"  No!  no!  but  absolute  confidence." 

"What  great  words!" 

"  Arid  if  the  sentiment  is  great  also?"  said  he,  sOftly. 

"I  ask  but  to  believe  it,  these  things -flatter  our  vanity. 


And  s^e^.I^a^i  qv^iXa  mtiit^g  tp  hay^  a  Iktie  confidence  in 
you." 

"  Really?" 

.  That  was  enough,  was .  it  not?  We  went  to  the  lExpoSitioxx. 
X^  was  impatient  because;  M— ^  w^s  happy  apd  made  love  to 
me  as  if  I  had  accepted  him.  .   <     .  . 


I  (eel  real  satisfaction  to-nigbt;  the  love  of  M — gives  me 
absolutely  the  same  impression  as  that  pf  A-^  di4*  Yoa  set 
very  well  that  I  did  not  love  t^ietrol  I  was  not  even  for  a 
moment  in  love  with  him  I  I  was  very,  near  loyiagrHt>Ut  you 
know  how  horrible  the  disenchantment. was. 

You  understand  very  well  that  I  have  no  intention  of  mar^ 
rying^MTT-.  . :       - .        ^ 

"True  love  is  always  to  be  respected/*,  J  said  to  Jiim^  "you 
need  not  be  ashamed  of  it^  only  do  not  excite  yourself  too  much/' 

*f  Give  mc  your  friendshipr  .. 

"Vain  word."  .        .' 

"Ttienyour— " 

"You  are  exorbitant"  '   /   •  •  t 

"  But  what  shall  I  say,  since  you  will  not  let  me  coiue  to  it 
littje  by  little,. when  I  commence  by  friendship?!' 

"A  chimera!" 

"  Love,  then?"  >  ; 

"You  are  insane."  ,  ; 

"Why?" 

"Because  I  execrate  you."  ,     . 

Friday y  July  s^.-^At  the  Rttsaian  Bohemian  concert.  I  did 
/lot  wish  to  go  and  leave^  a, bad  impression.  We  were* six;  My 
aunt,  .Dina,  Etienne,  Philippinit  M*^,  and  myself.  ThecoR" 
cert  over,  we  went  to  take  some  ices>  and  oflUled  two  »of  the 
prettiest  Bohemians,  and  two  Bohemian  children^  to  whom  we 
gave  ices  ii,nd  some  wine.  It  was  very  amusing  to  t^lk  with 
these  young  and  virtuous  gicU;  they,  are  closely  watched. 
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Afti^rwktd,  my  4iint  took  the' arm: of  Etitiane^  Din^'  of 
Philippini,  arid  I  o£  the  other.  We  wtnt  home  on  foot,  it  was 
such  fi  fine  evenibg.  M*^,  calmed  somewhat,  spoke  ta  me  at 
hislove-^it  k  always  the  same  thing;  X  do  not  lavie  hui^ 
but  his  iire  warms  me;  it  is  w^at  I  took  for  love  two  youA 
ago! 

He  spoke  well;  he  even  shed  teara.  Aa  I  neared  bome^I 
laughed  lesi^.-  I  was  softened  by  the  beautiful  Qigfat^  and. by 
his  song  of  love.  Ah!  but  it  id  giood  t^  be  loved!  Thece 
is  nothing  so:  good  :tn  the  WH>rld  as  that  Now,  I  knQW  that 
M-r^  loves  me.  It;  is  impossible  to  be  deceived  in  that  Aiid 
if  lie  wanted  mymoiiey,  my  disdain  wpuld  have  aiceady  rabulfed 
him;  and  then  there  is  Dina,  who  is  believed  to  be  as  rich  as  I> 
and/ many  other  rich  girls,  he  might  marry.  Mr— .is  not  a 
beggar,  and  he  is  a  perfect  gentleman.  He  would  have  found-^ 
he  wt'U  find — someone  besides  ma  ': 

M--^  is  very  wril^lprcd.  I  may  have  been: wr^iiff.  in  forgetting 
my  hand  in  bisi  at  the  momant  of  our  partini;,  Hq  kissQd 
my  hand.  I  certainly  6wo(j  bim  that  And  tl\o©,  be  loves  and 
respects  me  so  much,  poor  man!  I  qu^ationsd  him  like.^ 
childj  I  wanted  to  know  hoW  it  had  happendfi  ^abim>  and  when? 
It  seems  hs  loved  me  ^t  first  sight.  <'  But  it  ift  a  strange  iove/' 
said  he;  "the  others  are  women;  you  are  above  humanity,  it  is 
an  odd  sentimei)]:;  I  know  that  you  treat  me  Uke  a  hunohb^ck 
buffoon-^nthat  you  have  no  kindness,  no  heart,  and  still  \  Ipv^ 
you.  And  I —  I  have,  so  to  speak,  no  sympathy  f^r  ypWi 
while  adoring  you.- ' 

I  still  listened;  for^  to  tell  yoa  the  truths  words  of  \w^  fiire 
worth  afll  the  plays  in  the  world,  etcepting  those  to  WhipH  w© 
go  to  sho*  ourselves.  .  But /then,  the  theatre  is.  a.  *Qffe  of 
melody  of  loving  manifcptations;:  you  are  looked  at,  yfeiu  ftr» 
admired,  and  you*  bloom  like  a  flower  in  the  fiit^.        !. 

Soden^  Sunday^  July  7/^,rT-At  7  o'clock,  we?  left  I^rifl.  Crf ft^d? 
papa  wanted  me  to  remain;  but  I  said  good-bye  toiiim;  tb^Oi 
bec^braoedioie,  land  suddenly  he  began  to  weep»  bll  n^e  pupk* 
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ered^  his  mouth  open,  and  his  eyeis  shut,  like  a  child!  Before 
his  sickness,  this  was  nothing,  but  now  I  adore  him.  If  you 
knew  how  much  he  is  interested  in  the  smallest  things,  how 
much  he  loves  us  all,  since  he  has  been  in  that  frightful  state. 
Another  instant  and  I  should  have  remained.  What  folly  to  be 
so  sensitive  always!  Imagine  to  yourself,  a  being  transported 
from  Paris  to  Soden.  Silence  of  death  expresses  but  feebly  the 
calm  that  reigns  in  Soden.  It  makes  me  as  dizzy  as  I  would 
be  in  the  midst  of  great  confusion. 

Here,  then,  will  be  time  to  meditate  and  to  write. 

Doctor  Tilenius  has  just  left  us.  He  put  the  necessary 
questions  concerning  my  illness  and  did  not  say,  like  the 
French  doctors: 

"Good,  it  will  be  nothing;  in  a  week  we  will  cure  you. 
Mademoiselle." 

To-morrow,  I  commence  the  cure. 

The  trees  are  beautiful  here,  the  air  is  piire.  The  country 
suits  my  complexion.  In  Paris,  I  am  only  piretty-— ^if  I  am 
even  that;  here,  I  appear  sweet,  poetic;  my  eyes  are  larger, 
and  my  cheeks  thinner. 

Sodefty  Tuesday^  July  9M.— The  doctors  all  weary  me!  I  had 
my  throat  examined — pharyngitis,  laryngitis,  and  catarrh.  Only 
that!  .   , 

I  amuse  myself  by  reading  Livy  and  taking  notes  at  night. 
I  intend  to  do  this  every  evening.  I  must  read  Roman 
history. 

Tuesday^  July  16th. — I  want  to  attain  fame  by/painting  or 
anything  else.  Do  not  think,  however,  that  I  apply  myself  to  art 
merely  through  vanity.  There  are  probably  very  few  persons 
as  artistic  as  I  in  everything.  You  have,  no  doubt,  already 
perceived  it;  you,  who  are  the  intelligent  part  of  my  readers; 
I  sneer  at  the  others.  The  others  will  look  upon  me  only  as 
extravagant  because,  without  meaning  to  be  so,  I  am  peculiar 
in  all  things. 

Doctor  Tomachewsky,  who  is  the   St   Petersburg  opera 
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I  doctor,  ought .  to  know  some^ing;  however,  hisi  .advice 
agrees  with  Doctor  Fauvel  and  others,  and  then  I  know, 
myself,  that  the  waters  of  Sodeo.  from  their  chemical  compo- 
sition, can  scarcely  have  any  effect  on  my  disease.  If  you  are 
not  ignoramuses,  you,  must  know  that  only  convs^Iescents  find 
consumptives  are  sent  to  Soden. 

Yesterday,  at  6  o'clopkin  the  morning,  my  aunt  and  I,  accom- 
panied by  Doctor  Tomacbewsky,  went  to  Ems,  to  consult  the 
doctors  there. 

The  Empress  Eugenie  is  at  Ems.     Poor  woman! 

Thursday^  August  ist, — I  disguised  mjrself  jis  an  old  German 
woman,  odd-looking  and  eccentric,  and  as  the  appearance  of 
each  new  face  is  a  curiosity  to  the  frequenters  of  the  Kurhaus,  I 
made  a  sensation.  Only  I  committed  the  imprudisoce  of  not 
asking  anything  from  the  waiter,  which  awakened  suspicion. 
I  was  followed,  pursued,  and  found  out. 

I  assure  you  it  is  sad  to  make  twenty-five  persons  bur^t 
with  laughter,  and  not  to  amuse  yourself. 

Friday^  August  2d, — I  have  been  thinking  of  Nice,  these  last 
few  days.  I  was  fifteen  years  old,  and  how  pretty  I  was!  My 
form,  my  feet,  my  hands,  were  not  perhaps  fully  formed,  but 
my  face  was  ravishing.  Since  then,  it  has  never  been  so.  On 
my  return  from  Rome,  Count  Laurenti  almost  created  a  scene. 

"  Your  face  has  changed,**  he  said  to  me,  **  the  features,  the 
color  are  as  they  were  before;  but  it  is  no  longer  the  same 
thing.     You  will  never  again  be  as  you  are  in  that  portrait." 

He  spoke  of  that  portrait,  in  which  my  elbows  are  on  the 
table,  and  my  cheek  resting  on  nay  hands.  *  "  In  that,  you  seem 
to  have  achieved  your  task,  to  be  resting,  your  eyes  fixed 
on  the  future,  and  to  be  asking  yourself  in  a  half-frightened 
way:    'Is  this  life?' " 

At  fifteen,  there  was  a  childlike  expression  on  my  face; 
something  that  I  had,  neither  before  fifteen,  nor  after.  And 
that  expression  is  the  most  captivating  in  the  world. 

*  Sec  FrotLtispiece. 
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I  hav6  discovfertd  feome  walks  ih  SiodfeA.  t  do  not  speak  of 
Iht  Vulgai-  pVoWnade6,  >^htii*  te&th  Stranger  brieves  him- 
self obliged  to  walk;  but  pith^  and  Veoods  wheit  there  is  no 
one. 

i  lo^  tfite  (i^ltn.  Eitfetit  Paris;  6r '6ll5^  the  desert.  I  do  not 
speak  of  Rome;  that  would  ma!kt  tte  ^ekj?  at  once. 
•  Old  llivy  Is  -iuch  a  gofd'A  WidtiAti,  arid  wH^n,  In  certain  pas- 
It^fei^,  #6  f6tel  thit  ht  dfey:tiis6S  a  deJteat,  'dr  excti'sies  a  htimilia- 
tion — it  is  almost  touching.  Understand  me,  until  ttOW  t  hare 
neve/ lovecJ  *btif  Rbitffe. '        • 

Mk^iilfe  ihy  ^likSiM**  #heh  T  Usten  to  the  kdi6s  hete  con- 
Versing  abblit  thfeit  'Atf vers,  thfeit  acquahitahces,  their  dottofs, 
th^t  drt^a^,  afi'd  thislr'tMMrfen!  fiut  I  isblate  myself.  1  go 
iiito  tht^*frbbthi    I  clb^  ttiy'i^yds,  atid  1  atti  where  I  tWsh 

tbbt.^      •  -^'-^'^  ■  •  •  ^  •  • 

Tuesday,  August  6M.— Ivt^  hat  dttillsfe's  me  a*id  k'rfiusfes  Sddeil. 
r  bought,  ftforh  th6  Wb'riiati  >)^hd  tlispfen^eS  the  water  k 'the 
spring,  a  blue  woolen'  fetetkhig  ^tit  hdtl  just  boMMetlbed;  at  the 
same  tifaiie  ^he  feh6V\^eti  m^e  h6#  it  'wA's  'made.  1  belied  at  otice 
the  thefoify"  ah'd  thfe  'it6fck!rig.  I  iri'StaUed  mysdt  ^ith  Madame 
l>titihe,  bp'pcfeite  the  Windows  oif  the  hbtel,  knitting  tVe  Stock- 
ih'g,  While  my  atirit  arid  the  i^St  went— I  kriOW  Wot  wheire. 

My  mien  changed  j  \  became  calm,  V^ry  tranqtiil^  sWeet.  1 
biecameijetmanized;  I' knitted  k  st6ck4rig— a  stocking  that  will 
feSt  fotievet,  foi- 1  ^'6  fit)t  krio^  how  to  mak6  tVe  heel  1  could 
n^ivet  mkke  it,  ihd  thfe  sto'ckirig  wil!  be  i6ng,  ^ong,  lorig.  ' 


1  >  «    .1.. 


/  !t  Wili  not  feV^n  '6e  long:      ' 

It  Mtts  V-efy  'Hard,      \  am  irifrnieely  irite'lligerit!    feweet 

My  walks  are  useful.  I  read  and  do  not  lote  my  time.  Sages, 
glpt^fy  riiel     '•" 

Wedfiesday,  August  >^if>^.— bh,  tibd!  allow  me  to  go  to  Rome ! 
If. you  kiifeV,  my  66(i,'hov^  much  1  want  to  go!  Oh,  God! 
overpower  with  kindness  your  unworthy  creHltire!    Oh,  tlod! 
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aiioife  me  t<^  go  to  Rome— It  ie  impo«8ible,  no  dbi^^  for  it 
would  be  happiness! 

It  is  not  Li*y  that  ex<5Ueff  trie,  for  my  old  friend  fms  betn 
neglected'ior Several' dajFs.  .,..*.  :,.■..    ^ 

No;  nothittg  but  th^e  tccoHectlon  of  'the  Cam|>agrna,  i«rf  the 
Plaza  del  Popolo,  of  the  Pincio,  and  thie  dome  of  St.  fear's 
in  the  eettirig^un.    "  ; ''      '    ;.  i-   »    •  . 

And  that  ditfAe,  that  adorjWe  twilight  af  morning,  wlieit 
the  «tt«  rfees;  and  we  begin  to  distlngat^  dbjects  Mttle  by  little. 
What  void  ever)rwhere  else!  And  \riiat  holy  emotion  at  the 
recollection  of  this  miraculous,  fascinating  city!  I  believe  I 
am  «ot  the  otily  one,  and  that  U  inspires  in  evetyonte  ineicplic- 
able  setitiment^,  which  come  from  eome  kiy«teiie*M  iMuenoe*^ 
some  combination  of — of  the  fabulous  past  with  the  sanctHied 
present,*  ^  else — I  do  not  know  how  to  say  k.  If  1  loved  a  man, 
I  should  want  to  conduct  him  to  Home,  to  tell  it  to  him  io  tow 
of  the  sun,  eettlhg  behind  the  divine  dome. 

If  I  were  stricken  with  some  immense  misfortune,  I  would  • 
go  there  to  weep  and  pray,  my  eyes  fixed  on  that  doise.     If  I 
became  the  happiest  mortal  on  earth,  h  kalsOth^rel  would  go. 

What  crushing  vulgarity  to  think  we  live  in  Paris,  whicfc  4s, ' 
nevertheless,  theorily^^ty^n  the'Vorid  posi^!l)te  after  "Rome! 

Puris^  Saturday^  August  i^th. — ^We  were  etii!  at  Soden  this 
morning.  '  - 

•  I  promiscid  to*  bot^^down  to  the  grotind#ve  h*nd*<ed  ti4»es,  if 
I  fotind  grandpapa  living.  •  I  executed  ^mypronnse.  Heismot 
dead,  but  still  scarcely  alive.  All  the  same — there*  is'^if  Enae 
.curedoni^^fd*.""  ''••',. 

I  deitert: '  Bai4s»    One  nteiy  %fe' morte  happy,  ^contented,  and ' 
satisfied  Were  thaw  an5^^ete  else.    H^at-lSfe  3in  Pails  may  be 
complete,  iatrtflgerM:,  glOi%5li9, 1  am  fai'^from  denying.    Biat- 
for-'the  existence  ttat  T  lead,  one  m«st  \&re,  the  -city  it«eSf. 
QHl^,  ^ifce  i^ersOn*5,  ate  to  me  «ymp2^ietie  or  antipathetfe,  and  • 
Baife  can  %ot  p^eafSe  me  whajtever  I  may  do. 

Monday,  August  19M. — Mademefeellell-^, 'Vifeowae' govern- 
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,  At  ,eyery  instant  I  op^n  this  book  to  register  some  eyent. 

JPridayi^  August  ^oth, — ^^al  life  ii^  ft  detestable  and  ^eari- 
soni«  dteam — yet  how  happy  I  could  be  with  only  4  little 
happiness.  ,  {.possess  in  a  supreme  degrade  the  art  of  making 
much  out' of  nothing*  and  th^p  qathing.  whioh  affects  others 
affects  me-  ^  . 

Sund(^^,  SefiUmbar,  ist.-^-^Kvyi  I  s»ef3^  nothing — nothing  btrt 
painting.  Should  I.  become  a.  great  artist^  it  would  be  a 
divine  compensation.  I.  would  have  the  right  to  have  senti* 
ments,  opinions^  and  J  wpiild  not  scorn  in(yse}f  €or  writicig;  all 
those  miseries!  J  would  be  aomething^rl-r-I  could  be  happy  in 
beiiig  nothings  if:  I  were  loved  by  a  maa.  who  W09UI  be  my 
glory.    But  now^  I  mu^t  be  ^mething, through  my  own  efforts. 

IVednesdc^^  SepUmber  4/A.'-r-Kfint  pretend^  tb^  things  exi^t 
only  through,  our  owq  imagipat^ion.'  That  ia  going  Joo  far; 
but  I  admit  his  system  in  thc^  domaipi  of  ^iQQlifDQnt .  In.facti 
our  sentimenta  arei  produced  by.  the  inapiression  made  jupon.  us 
by  per^n^.or  thin^j  and  ^ince  Kant  ^aySithait  otfjects  are  not 
suchf  or.  suchj  thatjn  ja  word  they  have  no  objective  nalue^  and 
no  reatity^  except  .in  our  mind,  why —  PuVto  follow  out  this 
line  of  though t^.  I, ought  not  to  be  in  a  huriy.tq  go  to  bed,  nor 
to  have  to  think  of  the  hour  I  must  commence  drawing  to 
finish  fqr  Saturday,  ....:. 

Ordin^ily,  imagination  is  considered  ^>  be  something  differ- 
ent frpn),w.hat  I: jtbipk  it;  peppje.  use  t^e.^prd  imagination  to 
express,  fojly. and  stupidity;  ibut  c^n  )ove  ex^at  otherwise  jbbas) 
in  t^e  ipagina-lion?  It  is  thus  with  .all  pther  sentiment^.  This 
philosophical  scaffolding  is  certainly  admirable,  but  a  .simple 
woman  like  ;ne  cap  deoionstrate  its  falsity. 

I^hing^ ^v«  a  rea)ity/only  ip  pur  miodl  Wel^and  I*ri.aay 
to  ypu  that  the*:  object  fitrikfp  thQ  sights  and  fiound  the  hear- 
iiigf  at^ddtb^titii^ede  (let  us i^jsiyj^ng^)- determine. everytbingf-^ 
otherwise  nothing  would  needto  jexist^  :we  would  /^^/^^-eveiy- 
tbinfr  .  Sf,.  in  this  world  nothing  exists,  where  tb^n^doe^iany- 
thing:  exist?    For^to  affirm  that  nothing  exiatsj  wt^mnstbave 
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knowledge  of  the.  real  exca^qnee  of  aomethif^  or  f)th€ir,ittQ 
matter  where,  were  it  only  ta  djajHOiistrate  the  difference 
b^ weed  objeofcivQ  and  imaginary  values.  IndeedTrriohahitatits 
of  another  planet,  perhaps,  ^e  otherwise  than  we  do,  and  In 
that  ciKse  we  are  right;  hut  we.are  on  the  earth,  let  <us  remain 
pn  it,  and  study  what  is  above  or  under;  and  that  is  c  quite 
enough.  •         .•    ; 

I  become  enthusiastic  for  these  learned,  patient,  extraor-i 
dinary,  tremendeilis  foiljlesrr^tts^sa  f eattonidgs,  thesededitc^ions, 
go  con(:rise,  so  learned.  '  There  Is  but  <^e  l:hing  whicb  grieves 
me,  ^nd  that  is;  I  feel  them  to-  be  false,  and  I  have  not  the 
time  nop  the  inclit^tiontQ  find  out  why. 

I  shoviM  like  to  ^nve«se  about  it  with  someone.  I  ami  all 
alone;  but  I  assure  you  that  what  I  advance  is  hot  inl>ended 
to  Impose  on  people..  I  candidly  glvei»y  ideas  and  I  woul^ 
wlltingly  accept  all  the  good  arg^iments  thcit  anyone  elsecpuld 
make.  :   *    *       ' '  •     1   ■  '   .  • " 

I  long,  without  making'  myself  ridieulbus  by  too  muoh  pre- 
tension— I  lotigto  listen  to  the  discourse  of  learned  men.  '  1 
want  so  much,  soi  much,  to  penetirate  into  the  learned  world  j 
to  see,  to  hes^r;  tp^^  learn — but  I  knew  not  to  whom;  nor  how  to 
ask  it,  and  I  remain  here  stupid,  amazed,  not  kno^ldng  what 
dlrecti€»i  to  takev'and  catchingigiimpses  on  all  ^idea  of  tfieas- 
utes  of'  lnterest-ry«tories,  language^,  science,  all  the  world,  in 
faot.  J  want  to  see  all  together  and  to  know  all,  to  learn 
all! 

Friday^  SepUmbir  iph,-^\  am  mispiaeed.  I  spend  In  futili- 
ties what  would  have  made  a  man  fanious.(  t  make  leaf ned  dis- 
courses in  answer  to  domestic  quarreW  and  absolute  trifles.  I 
am  nothing,  and  what  mig[ht  have  been  good  qualities  are,  for 
the  greater  part  of  the  timc'ufeelcss  or  displaced.  • 

There  aregreat  statutes  which  ate  admb&ble  o»  a  pedestal^ 
in  the  center  of  a  large'  space;  but  plaee  them  in  your  room, 
and  you  will  see  how  stupid  ind  oumbersomethey  af»e!»  Vou 
will  ttnodt  your  head  and  elbows '^ten  times  ^  day,  and  will 
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end  by  cursing,  and  find  insupportable  what  would  be  the 
admiration  of  all,  if  well-placed. 

If  you  find  that  "statue  "  is  too  flattering  for  me,  I  should 
like  it  as  Well  if  it  were — anything  you  wish. 

Saturday^  September  21st, — 1  have  received  compliments  and 
encouragement.  Breslau,  who  has  returned  from  the  sea, 
has  brought  back  studies  of  peasant  women,  heads  of  fisher- 
men^ 

They  were  exquisite  in  colorings  and  poor  A — ,  who  had  con- 
soled  herself  by  saying  that  Breslau  knew  nothing  of  color, 
made  a  wry  face.  Breslau  will  be  a  great  artist,  a  truly  great 
artist,  and  if  you  knew  how  severely  I  judge  and  how  I  scorn 
the  pretensions  of  females,  and  their  adoration  for  R — ,  because 
it  seems  he  is  handsome,  you  would  understand  that  I  do  not 
go  into  raptures  fot  nothing.  Moreover,  when  you  read  this, 
the  prediction  will  be  aocomplished.  I  must  make  an  effort  to 
sketch  from  miemory,  otherwise  I  shall  never  know  how  to 
compose.  Breslau  always  makes  outlines,  rough  sketches,  and 
a  lot  of  things.  She  made  them  for  two  years  before  coming 
to  the  studio,  where  she  now  is.  She  entered  about  the  month 
of  June,  1876,  at  the  time  when  I  was  wasting  myself  in  Rus- 
sia— misery! 

Monday^  September  2yi, — Julian  came  to  tell. me  that  Mon^ 
sieur  Robert-Fleury  is  much  pleased  with  me,  and,  in  short,  he 
thinks  that  I  do  astonishing  things  for  the  short  time  I  have 
been  at  work,  and  he  has  great  hopes  that  I  will  do  him  honor. 

It  is  stupid  to  writ©  every  day  when  you  have  nothing  to 
say.  I  have  bought,  in  the  Russian  section,  a  wolf  for  a  rug, 
which  frightens  Pincio.  II.  horribly. 

Shall  I  really  become  an  artist?  The  fact  is  that,  outside  of 
the  studio,  I  do  nothing  but  study  Roman  history  in  engrav- 
ings, notes^  geographical  maps,  texts,  translations. 

All  that  is  so  stupid,  nobody  cares  for  it,  and  my  conversa- 
tion would  be  more  brilliant  if  I  read  things  of  recent  date. 
Who  cares  for  the  first  institutions,  the  number  of  citizens 
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under  Tullus  Hostilius,  the  sacred  rites  of  Numa^the  strug- 
gles of  the  tribunes,  and  the  consuls? 

The  great  history  of  Duruy,  which  appears  in  numbers,  is  a 
treasure. 


When  I  have  finished  Livy,  I  shall  read  the  "  History  of 
France,"  by  Michelet,  and  then  the  Greek  authors  whom  I 
know  only  by  hearsay  and  through  quotations  from  other 
books,  and  then — my  books  are  in  boxes  and  we  must  be  in 
more  permanent  lodgings  before  I  unpack  them.    : 

I  have  read  Aristophanes,  Plutarch,  Herodotus,  Xenophon  a 
little,  and  I  believe  that  is  all.  Also  Epictetus;  but  not  care- 
fully, and  I  am  well  acquainted  with  Homer  and  slightly  with 
Plato. 

Friday y  September  2  7M.— Everywhere  and  often  the  wrongs 
of  men  and  of  women  are  discussed,  and  we  do  the  best  we 
can  to  prove  that  it  is  the  one  or  the  other  side  which  is  the 
most  culpable.  Must  I,  then,  interfere  to  enlighten  the  poor 
citizens  of  the  earth? 

Man,  having  in  a  certain  sense  the  initiative  in  aln^ost  every- 
thing, should  be  regarded  as  the  most  culpable,  without  being, 
on  that  account,  more  wicked  than  the  woman,  who,  being  in  a 
certain  sense  a  passive  being,  escapes  a  certain  responsibility, 
without  being  on  that  account  better  than  the  man. 

Saturday^  September  2Zth, — Rob^rt-Fleury  was  again  pleased 
with  me,  and  asked  me  if  I  had  done  any  painting. 

"  No,  Monsieur." 

"Ah,  Mademoiselle,  that  is  not  well.  You  know  it  was 
agreed  upon  that  you  should.  You  are  really  guilty,  if  you  do 
not  work  constantly." 

And  if  you  knew  how  sparing  he  is  in  his  praises,  a  not  bad 
is  quite  a. strong  approval,  and  I  have  had:  Good,  well,  very 
well. 

Monday^  September  ^oth, — ^I  have  dorte  my  first  ofiicial  paint- 
ing. 
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it  was  tq  be  a  picture  of  still  life;  so  I  painted,  as  yovk 
know,  a  blue  vase  and  two  oranges«*^and  then  the  foot  of  a 
man,  ant)  that  is  all. 

I  have  given  up  sketching  plaster  casts,  and  I  hope  I  shall 
soon  paint  from  life. 

'  I  wfote  to  Colignon  that  I  wished  I  were  a  mib.'  I  know 
that  I  should  become  somebody;  but  with  skipts— what  can  one 
do^  Marriage  is  the  o^iiy  Qikreer  for  wo(nen;  man  feis  thirty- 
six  Dhances,  woman  has  but  one,  the  aero  like  the  Bank.  But 
the  Bank  gains iniany  cfitse;  we  pretend  that  it  is  the  same 
with  wpman;  but  that  is  not  true.  H<»w,  then,  can  yon  expect 
that  we  will  not  be  exceedingly  caiotieus  in  choosing  a  hUibandf 
Never  haye  I  rebelled  so  much  against  the  oonditian  of  woman. 
I  am  not  foolish  enough  to  claim  that  stupid  equality,  which  is 
an  Utc»pia  (and  then,  besides,  it  is  bad  fqrm)  because  there  can 
not  be  equality  between  two  beings  so  different,  as  man  and 
woman.  I  ask  nothing,  because  woman  has  already  all  that 
she  should  hav^;  but  I  grumble  at  being  a  v^oman,  because  I 
happen  to  be  one  only  as  far  as  outward  appearance  goes. 

Thursdayy  October  3^/.— To-day,  we  spent  neai^ly  four  honrs  at 
a  dramatic,  tmustcal,  international  matinde.  Fragments  from 
Aristophanes  were  given  in  frightful  costumes,  and,  besides, 
50  much' abridged,' arranged,  and  altered,  that,  the  effect  wias 
hideous. 

There  was  one  thing  which  was  superb — ^a  dramatic  recital, 
"  Christopher  Colun^bps,"  by  Rossi,  in  Italian.  What  a  voice! 
what  intonation!  what  expression!  what  ease!'  It  was  better 
that!  ihusie.  I  believe  it  w6uld  have  been  fidltiii'able  even  if 
wfe  had  not  understood  Italian.  .      i     ' 

While  I  listened,  I  almost  adored  him. 

Ahj  how  powerful  are  spoken  words,  even  When  they  are  not 
ourown,  but  another's  committed  to  memoify!  The  handsome 
Mounet-Sully  recited  afterward — but  I  will  not  speak  of  him. 
R<Msi;is  a  great  avtist^^he  has  the  soul  of  an  artist.  I.saw  him 
at  the  door  of  the  theatre  speaking  with  two  other  men,  and 


iOt/RKAt  or  MARIE  BASHKlRT^FV.  :493 

he  ha9  acommqn  loqk.  He  is  an  actor^  it  is  true;  but  such  a 
great  actor  should  exhibit  a  certain  grandeur  of  chciractQr, 
even  in  everyday  life.  I  looked  at  his  eyes;. they  are  not 
those  o£  an  ordinary  mail,  but  theoba^m  exists  only  while  he 
speaks.     Oh,  then  it  is  wonderful!  •  And  Nihilists? sn^cr  at  art! 

What  a  frightful  existence!  If  I  were  intelligent,  I  should 
know  how  ta-faLtricate' myself  and  change  it.  all;  but»my 
intelligence  must  be  taken  for  granted,  and,  furthermore^,  you 
have  only  my  oiwn  wopd  for  it. 

When  have  I  proved  it?  In  what  way  have  I  showA-  n>y 
intelligence?  .       '     . 

Saturday^  Qctoher  5/^.-^This  is  the  day  that  Robert- Fteury 
corrects  at  the  studio.  .  Well,  I  had  a  terrible  Crigbt  He  said: 
Oh!  OhI  Ah!  Ah!  Ohl  OhI  io  several  different  tones,  and 
then-r^  , 

"You  are  pajntixig?**. 
^  "  Not  altogether,  Monsieur.    I  paint  only  once  a  month."  ; 

"-  You  are  right  to  make  a  beginning.     You  can  paifit;  and 
there  is  some  good,  there  is  some  goocJ," 
.  "  I  feared  I  was  not  far  enough  advanced  to  paint." 

"  Not  at  all.  You  are  far  enough  advanced;  continue,  it  is 
not  bad,  etc.'*  - 

And,  after  that,  a  long  lesson^  which  proves  that  I  am  not 
without  hope^  as  we  say  at  the  studio. .  I  am  ^ot  liked  at  the 
jstudio,  andabteaoh  unfortunatiei  succesfs,  B —  look^  at  nie  so 
furiously  th^t  it  i^  laughable. 

But  Robert-Fl^ry  does  not  believe  that  I  never  took  paint- 
ing lessons. 

He  remained  a  long  time,  correcting,  conversing,  and 
smoking,  as  if  he  were  Cjirolus. 

I  received  considerable  extra  advice,:  and  then  he  asked  how 
I  was  placed  in  the  last  competition  of  last  year.  And  w^en  I 
said  second-rf- 

" And  tlws  year,'Mie  said,  "it must — *'  ...     . 

Hum? 
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It  is  SO  Stupid,  he  has  already  told  Julian  that  he  thought  1 
would  have  a  medal. 

At  last,  without  any  drawbacks,  I  am  authorized  to  paint 
from  nature,  without  having  painted  from  inanimate  nature. 
I  skip  it  as  I  have  skipped  the  casts. 

Mondayy  October  ^ih, — Idiots  will  say  that  I  want  to  be  con- 
sidered a  second  Balzac;  no,  but  do  you  know  why  he  is  so 
great?  Because  he  pours  on  paper  all  that  he  conceives  in  his 
mind,  quite  naturally,  without  fear,  without  affectation.  Nearly- 
all  intelligent  persons  have  thought  what  he  has  thought,  but 
who  has  been  able  to  express  it  like  him? 

No,  it  is  not  true  that  nearly  all  intelligent  persons  have  had 
the  same  thoughts;  but,  in  reading  Balzac,  one  is  so  forcibly 
struck  by  his  truth,  his  naturalness,  that  one  thinks  one  has.  It 
has  happened  to  me  a  hundred  times,  when  conversing  or 
reflecting,  to  be  horribly  tormented  by  ideas  which  I  did  not 
have  the  power  to  disentangle  from  the  frightful  chaos  of 
my  mind. 

I  have  also  another  pretension;  it  is  this:  When  I  say  some- 
thing good,  or  make  a  very  witty  observation,  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  am  not  understood. 

Perhaps,  really,  I  am  not  understood  as  I  wish  to  be 
understood. 

Good-night,  good  people! 

Robert-Fleury  and  Julian  are  building  enormous  hopes  on 
my  future;  they  care  for  me  as  they  would  for  a  horse  which 
had  a  chance  to  win  th^ grand prix,  Julian,  by  gestures,  says 
all  this  will  spoil  me;  but  I  assured  him  that  all  this  encourages 
me  enormously;  which  is  the  truth. 

Wednesday^  October  ()th. — The  success  obtained  at  the  Beaux- 
Arts  competition,  by  Julian's  pupils,  placed  his  studio  on  a  good 
footing.  . 

There  are  more  pupils  than  are  needed.  Each  one  expects 
to  obtain  the  prix  de  Rome\  or,  at  least,  to  compete  at  the 
school. 
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The  women's  studio  participates  tn  the  splendor,  and  Robert- 
Fleury  is  a  rival  of  Lefeb'vre  and  Boulanger.  To  every- 
thing, Julian' says:  "What  will  they  say  down-stairs?"  or,  "I 
would  like  to  show  this  to  the  gentlemen  down-stairs.'' 

I  have  sighed  very  much  for  the  honor  of  seeing  one  of  my 
drawings  ta;ken  down.  We  take  drawings  down  to  them  only 
to  boast  or  to  enrage  them,  because  they  say  that  women  can 
not  do  serious  work.  I  have  thought  for  some  time  of  having 
the  honor  of  b^ing  taken  down. 

Well,  to-day,  Julian  came  in,  and  having  examined  my 
academy  figure,  spoke  thus: 

"  Finish  this  well,  and  I  will  take  it  down-stairs." 

Saturday^  October  izth. — My  academy  figure  was  found  to  be 
very  well,  very  well,  very  well. 

"Ah!  you  have  much  talent,  and  if  you  work,  you  can  do 
what  you  please." 

I  am  surfeited  with  praise  (I  say  surfeited  for  form's  sake) 
and  the  proof  that  R —  does  not  lie,  is  that  they  envy  me 
on  all  sides,  and  it  is  stupid;  but  it  grieves  me.  There  must 
be  something,  when  they  tell  me  such  things  every  time;  espe- 
cially, when  he  who  says  it  is  .a  man  as  serious  and  as  con- 
scientious as  R — . 

As  to  Julian,  he  adds  that  if  I  knew  all  they  say  of  me,  it 
would  turn  my  head. 

"  It  would  make  you  tipsy,  Mademoiselle  Marie,"  said  the 
maid. 

I  always  fear  that  my  readers  will  think  that  people  flatter 
me  because  I  am  rich.  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  do 
not  pay  more  than  others,  and  the  others  have  protectors, 
friends,  and  relations  among  the  professors.  Moreover,  by  the 
time  you  read  this,  there  will  no  Ipnger  be  any  doubt  of 
my  merits.  Ah!  I  must  indeed  find  compensation  in  that 
way. 

It  is  good  to  see  the  respect  accorded  you  for  your  personal 
merits. 
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R —  commences  to  act  like  Carolus  agajn;  he  comes* 
he  goes  (he  received  a  grand  medal  at  the  Universal  Exposi- 
tion). After  correcting  he  converses,  he  lights  a  cigarette,  he 
throws  himself  into  an  arm-chair.  It  is  all  the  satpe  to  me.  I 
know  that  he  adores  me  as  a  pupil — Julian  also. 

The  other  day  the  Swiss  gfrl  gave  me  advice,  and  then 
Julian  called  me  into  his  study  and  told' me  to  follow  my  own 
ideas;  that  the  painting  might  be  weak  at  flrgt,  but  th^t 
it  would  be  ine\  **  while,  if  you  listen  to  others,  \  answer  for 
nothing." 

He  wants  me  to  try  sculpture  and  he  will  ask  Dubois  to  give 
me  advice. 

For  the  first  time  in  Paris,  I  went  out  With  pleasure^  I  was 
well  dressed,  well  bonneted,  neat.  I  took  my  tinie  ajifi  did 
not  hurry  liiyself.  Dina  remained  with  mamipa  and  I  had  tlje 
place  of  honor. 

Turning  my  back  to  tHe  horses  is  a  torture  for  me,  ratjier 
than  a  pleasant  drive.  Every  Saturday  I  wlU  do  like  this.  It 
is  so  stupid  to  go  to  the  Bois,  ii6  matter  how.  Jo-day  I 
enjoyed  myself;  I  had  success—everybody  looked  at  ipe. 

A  mourning  dress,  a  felt  hat  with  feathers,  everything  per- 
fect. 

Monday,  Octeher  14^.—^"  It  is  crowded  dot^^n-stairs,"  said 
Julian,  "  I  will  take  down  your  academy  figure,  give  it  to  ine." 

1  know  these  are  little  things,  but  they  are  all  the  same  very 
agreeable. 

Wednesday^  October  i6ih. — It  is  stupid;  but  the^envy  of  those 
women  grieves  me;  it  is  so  little;  so  vile,  so  base!  I  never 
knew  how  to  envy.     I  regret  that  I  am  not  what  others  are. 

I  bow  before  superiority.  It  vexes  me;  but  I  bow  down 
whilst  these -creature*'  do  just  the  opposite  with  their  pre- 
arranged  conversations,  their  mysterious  smiles  when  speaking 
of  someone  with  whom  the  professor  is  satisfied,  and  their 
wordiaf  addressed  to  me  in  speaking  of  another,  by  which  they 
demonstrate  that  studio  successes  mean  nothing. 


.  Thfcthkv^  ill  fe&t'«¥lvi6tt  HI  th^  contiltisbh  that  c^ftipfti- 
tWiiS  a^e  ^tipiti— M64^  t^ekMiy^i  IMkbvtt  h^§  bad  take 
and  likes  only  sketcheft;  ^tttplcMy  ebt^lfed  tto±  ndWtt^  isttitt  Ws 
Rx>bert-*'l*\i'fy  is  hot  A^bWH^. 

ftffthy^  th^  ihk^tt^'Ve  ittt*p*te,  ftmwith&taftdte&  thttir 
telfebttty,  ahd  It  vf^s  thte  Spattferd,  Bf^itku,  ^hd  Ntiggr^  ^ho 
judged  them  so.  I  am  of  their  opinion  when  th^yfeky  tflUt 
fettifllo  ^Idrie*  tf  e  ftbthiiiit,  M"  tert  ire  ^t  IteA^t  tWo  t)f  three 
^y^  t^ill  Wni^ltt  tte016raW^  ttltfafoftifti^^,  fi^hite'i^assiAj  ht  ^it- 
iStfe  cJ  the  ftirit  oHtei:  aMbng  tliebtfefer'iWdfente.     '     '  ' 

Th^  ¥)ttpils  ((te>'nt>t  'like  tne  dl  all,  but  tte  itt^tiefiS  ate^^t^fted 
^th  tnfe. 

It  is  §b  "arittisbg;  t<i  heaf  the*ft  w^&tt\feh*  siy  tlite  ttoi&tfa^  t)f 
Wfelatthey  isald  tfehrtw^thikgO)  \^*rt5¥i  ihty  Wfe^A  Stti^'bf'obtifeih- 
ing  the  medal  first.  It  is  amusing  because  it  ft  bttexbf  thOie 
•oM/ttld  ^iblA^fe*  \!>l^yfed  ail  tJvi^t  thlSi^^tltl,  but  !t  t^  '6tt  my 
ttt'r^k  Is  ft,  f»ferfei'pi,  'aftef -SH,  bfeesaUsfe  V  h^vt  ^k  Wa^t 
nature? 

Iltfesfe  ^iudib  tiiisfetifeife  Vsr^ry  attd  •^tittt)y  fnfe  Ih  s^iltfe  tti?  my 
t)^h  g'o'bd  S^fee.     Tfcfe  tlikth  fe,  1  atti  Vfety  ilhpSlttfe^nt  td^Stir^fes 

th^test: 

Sunday^  October  20th. — I  ordered  the  carriage  at  9  bHilbtk 
atid;  atfCbitlpihifed  by  toy  ttiiaitiof  hbti6f,lvtkdfeih6iS^lK  fflshitz, 
I  went  to  visit  St.  Philipl^X  th6  cbutth  ttf  Siiht  Th{)tfi^, 
AqtiihaS,  ^ttd'  I>P6tr6  i)ktfie.  I  ^«vfefit  tlj)  t6  th^  to]^  'arid  feiam- 
ihed  tti6  bfells  a§  aftBhglfeh  detain  tftig^t  h^'^  d6hfe.  -WteU, 
ther^  ife  ari'kdofebMl^ArH  61d  ?a^ffs,  =attd  I  tan  be^bappy  iA  ft; 
biit.bA  ih!6  cbtiditlOtt  that  tliVoid  tii'^' bouteVatds  ittd  tbe 
Of^iftipf^  filys^ers-Mr  tbts  ritT^,  tkrfe  bfeattiftil  (Jtlattfefs;  itt  fatt, 
what  I  execrate,  what  irritates  my  nerVt*^.  Btit  iy-^r  thifeffe  in 
tbie  Fautmu^  SMht  Gfertuaiti,  1  ifefel  tj'a^t^  diffel-eilt; 

Aftfeft^^rd  \«^e  Weftt  t6  the  ^^^/^  ^Ar maux-'Afh.   !t  >!^  'etou'gh 

m  bakt  btte-tvy  ttrlib  fkg:e. 

Why  fdft  n6t  r  go  'atld  igtudy  thfeitf'  #hferfc  t^ti  i  igtet 
itifetrtietVons  as  Cdtaplet^  afe  tb^tt?    i  i;&«nt  Ifc  see  tbfe  Ei^ositibn 
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of  the  Prix,  de  Rome,  The  second  prize  was  won  by  a  pupil  of 
Julian's  studio.  Julian  i§  very  fortunate.  If  ever  I  am  rich, 
I  will  found  an  art  school  for  women. 

Saturday^  October  26th. — My  painting  is  much  better  and 
my  academy  figure  very  good.  Monsieur  T —  judged  the 
competition:  First,  Breslau;  second,  I.  In  short,  I  ought  to 
be  satisfied. 

This  morning,  as  Robert-Fleury  was  speaking  to  me,  in 
private,  of  cartoons  for  my  sculpture,  I  listened  like  a  baby, 
with  the  air  of  a  silly,  little  girl,  my  cheeks  changing  color, 
and  my  hands  embarrassed.  He  could  npt  help  smiling  while 
talking,  and  I  also,  for  I  thought  that  I  smelled  fresh  violets, 
that  my  naturally  waving  hair,  dry  and  light,  was  deliciously 
lighted  up  and  that  my  hands,  holding  I  know  not  what,  took 
pleasing  poses. 

Breslau  says  that  the  way  in  which  my  hands  touch  objects 
is  beautiful,  although  my  hands  in  themselves  are  not  classic- 
ally beautiful. 

But  one  must  be  an  artist  to  appreciate  such  a  thing  as  that, 
the  vulgar,  or  people  of  the  world,  pay  np  attention  to  the  way 
we  grasp  objects,  and  would  prefer  plump  or  even  fat  hands 
to  mine. 

Between  10  and  11  o'clock,  I  had  time  to  read  five  news- 
papers and  two  numbers  of  Duruy. 

I  fear  that  those  successes  at  the  studio  will  impede  me.  I 
am  .almost  ashamed  that  ever3^hing  goes  well,  and  because 
theysay  to  me:  Much  better  or  very  well.  I  feel  neither  the 
difficulties  nor  the  progress;  and  yet,  when  they  say  it  to  Bres- 
lau, it  seems  to  me  that  she  is  a  great  artist.  That  should 
reassure  me  somewhat. 

Sunday^  November  $d, — Mamma,  Dina,  Madame  X — ,  and  I 
went  out  together.  They  wish  to  marry  me,  but  I  told  them 
plainly,  in  order  not  to  be  the  means  of  enriching  some  gentle- 
man, that  I  will  marry  with  pleasure,  but  on  condition  that 
the    gentleman    be   rich,    occupying    a   fine    position    and 
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handsome^  or  else  a  man  who  is  intelligent,  remarkable,  etc. 
As  to  his  character,  he  may  be  Satan,  himself;  I  will  manage 
him. 

Madame  G —  speaks  of  art  in  sach  a  trifling  manner  that 
I  will  leave  the  room  if  she  speaks  of  it  again  before  me.  She 
mentions  ladies  who  paint  at  home,  who  have  professors,  and 
says  tAat  I  can  do  as  much  when  I  am  married,  and  all  in  that 
indifferent  tone  of  the  woman  of  the  world,  of  the  bourgeaise^ 
in  which  there  is  something  so  frightfully  low  and  so  insulting 
to  all  the  artistic  and  elevated  sentiments. 

You  understand  I  view  matters  in  a  sensible  and  perfectly 
just  manner. 

I  shall  first  try  to  make  the  marriage  of  my  dreams.  If  I 
do  not  succeed,  I  will  marry,  like  all  the  world,  with  the  aid  of 
my  dowry.    Now,  I  am  tranquil. 

In  marrying  we  must  remember  that  it  is  not  an  apartment 
that  we  rent  by  the  month,  but  a  house  that  we  buy.  We  must 
find  in  it  all  our  comforts,  and  we  can  ndt  overlook  the  want 
of  a  few  rooms,  as  in  rented  lodgings;  and  an  old  Russian 
proverb  says,  that  "  annexes  bring  misfortune." 

Tuesday^  November  ^th, — ^There  is  one  old-fashioned  idea 
which  is  truly  beautiful:  Annihilation  of  the  woman,  before 
the  superiority  of  the  man  she  loves,  must  be  the  greatest 
enjoyment  of  self-love  that  a  superior  woman  can  experience. 

Saturday^  November  gfA, — A  shameful  thing,  no  medal  at 
all!  This  will  be  a  triumph  for  those  imbeciles  of  women  who 
are  far  advanced,  and  who  did  not  compete.  Nevertheless,  I 
am  first.  I  believe  I  should  have  been  so  even  if  Breslau  had 
exhibited.  There  would  then  have  been  two  firsts,  but  this  pri- 
vate conviction  of  mine  counts  for  nothing.  The  fact  is  there. 
She  did  not  compete.  There  is  no  medal.  At  heart  I  do 
not  care.  Breslau  is i  the  only  one  that  I  respect;  but  then 
she  has  had  three  years  of  study  at  Julian's  and  two  at  Zurich. 
Total,  almost  five  years,  I  discount  her  illnesses.  And  I,  I 
have  had  in  all,  only  eleven  months;  and  if  you  take  into 
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consideration  my  previous  attempts,  it  will  add  one  nHmth.  If 
you  count  the  copies  of  engravings  and  the  six  heads  painted 
in  Rome  at  different  times,  all  these  scrawls  make  a  month's 
study  (eigitt  hours  a  day,  i  declare  it  on  my  honor),  six  weeks 
at  the  maximum,  therefoi^  we  h^e  one  year.  All  this  ia  to 
announce  to  you^  with  great  pomp,  that  I  stetich  academy 
figures  as  well  as  Breslau;  the  masters  have  told  me  so. 

W^dnesday^  :A^^^^«i^r  ij/iL-i^Rjobert'Fleury  came  this  event- 
ing. It  would  be  nonsense  to  repeat  Mmt  encouragement  he 
gave  me  after  a  long^  lesson.  If  what  these  persons  say  i& 
true,  yoi|  wiU  know  (at  the  time  you  read  this)  what  to  think 
of  me. 

Only  it  pkases  me  all  the  same  tofiad  that  people  take  me 
altogether  in  earnest.  I  am  slliyT-.-I  have  the  greatest  hopes 
of  myself,  ?ind  when  they  tell  me  I  am  right  to  have  them,  I 
appeal*  a3  if  I  did  not  know  it  myself,  and  I  feel  transported 
with  joy!  I  am  astonished  and  radiant  like  a  tmmster  who 
knows  himself  to  be  loved  by  the  most  beautiful  of  women. 

Robert'Fleury  is  an  excellent  professor,  he  leads  you  on 
step  by  step,  so  that  you  fed  the  progress  that  you  make  at 
each  step.  This  evening  he  treated  mo  somewhat  like  a  pupil 
who  has  learned  her  scales,  and  t6  wliom  we'  give  a  piece  to 
I^ay  for  the*  first  time.  Me  raised  the  corner,  of  the  curtain 
and  showed  me  a  more  spacious  horizon.  This  lugfat  will 
count  in  my  studies. 

Saturday  NtnMwAir  t€tk.  -^  To»day,  Robert-Fleury  was 
much  pleased  with  Br^leu,  and  persuaded. hftr  to  paint  some- 
thing for  the  Salon^  adding  that  she  would  be  received;  that  he 
would  answer  for  it.  This  week  I  had  next  to  me  old  G«*^, 
the  plague  of  the  studio,  a  good  woman,  but  foolish  and  ener^ 
vating. 

I  hate  equaled  Bresiau  in  drawing;  what  she  has,  more  than 
I,  is  practice  Now,  I  must  give  myself  so  many  months  to 
paint  like  her,  for,  if  I  can  not  do  that,  I  (lare  no  talent  what- 
^er.   But,  during  the  eight  or  ten  months  that  I  allow  myself 
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4she  will  not  stand  still;  I  sball,  thereforei  be  forced  to  pro- 
gress very  fast  tq  cat^  up, with  her  in  the«ight  or  ten  months 
during  which  we  shall  remain  together.  It  seems  to  me  very 
improbc^ble  that  I  sha^U  spcqeed.  £ut|  by  th^  grace  of  God,  w^ 
^hall  see...  .       .=  . 

Wednesday^  November  20th. — This  evening,  after  my  bath,  I 
became  suddenly  so  pretty  that  X  spent  twenty  minutes  look- 
ing at  myself.  J  am^nre  if  I»were  seen  to«day,  I  would  have 
great  success.  My  complexion  n^s  absoltitely  dazzling^  and 
so  delicate,,  so  soft,  the  checks 'S^earcely  rosy;  the  only  strong 
points  of  color  were  th^  lips,,  the  eye-bro'W^i  and  the  eyes. 

I  beseech  you  do  not  thiii^  me  blind  when  I  am  looking 
ugly^  I  see  it  well  I  assure  you;  and  this  is  the  first  time  I 
have  looked  pretty  fqr  a  very  long  time«  Painting  absorbs 
everything.  What  is  infamous  in  life,  is  that  all  this  must  fade, 
wither,  and :die»  ,.      ; 

Thursday^  November  2tf/.--i^Bre€ilau  has  painted  a  cheek  so 
natural  and  sq  true,  that  I,  woman,  and  rival  artist  as  I  am, 
feel  a  desire  to  kiss  that  woman's  cheek. 

It  must  be  often  thus  with  things  of  this  life;.rWe  should  not 
approach  them  too  near,  we  would'  soil  otir  Hpa,  and  spoil  the 
object. 

Robert-FlettJTy  came  to  the  studio  this  evening;  everything 
still  goes  on  very  well    . 

Friday^  .Notieinber  2ai-r-«The^  future  thafl'  awaits.  Breslau 
frightens  me;  it  txiakes  me  g^oomy^isf^. 

In  her  pictuxQs  Athene  is.  nothing  feminikie^iconimqA-placei  or 
disproportipnedi  Srte.  will  be  r^ma^ed  at:  the.-i&i/^w,  >>f, 
besides  the  expression  that  she  will  put  into- her  picture^  she 
Will  not  choose  an. oTidinary  Subject. 

I  am  reaJily  fooli&h  to  envy  :  her.  I  am  a  child  in  art,  and 
she  a  woman.  '    .  •         •         ,      .  ?     •  / 

My  painting  befoife  all;  f4)r  the  moment  I  am^  under  a  cloud 
lU  seems  dark  to  mb.      •.  .    i         //   .j 

Saturday,  November  23^. — Rpbert^Fleury;  hftft  again  spokeki 


4t2  JOURNAL  OF  MARtlB  BASKKIRTS^F. 

to  me  **  from  the  point  of  view  of  a  serious  artistic*  f uture,  the 
future  of  a  talented  artist!"  I  do  not  quite  remember  the 
expressions  he  used,  but  he  spoke  of  my  work  in  general,  and 
Breslau,  who  was  listening,  looked  at  me  with  that  air  of  con- 
sideration and  benevolence,  which  we  put  on  when  we  wish  to 
hide  our  jealousy. 

It  was  not  in  regard  to  my  head  of  this  week — my  painting 
is  still  so  weak,  that  there  is  not  much  to  say  for  it — ^but  it  was 
the  whole  of  my  studies.  What  troubles  me  a  little,  is  that  'he 
told  me  not  to  content  myself  with  the  studies  at  the  studio, 
but  to  make  rough  sketches,  pictures  from  memory,  etc. 

I  was  started  like  a  machine,  and  now  I  must  add  my  own 
efforts,  and  have  a  little  independence.  From  the  way  in  which 
he  advised  and  encouraged  me  to  work,  I  saw  I  was  in  his 
good  graces,  as  well  as  Breslau.  You  understand  that  I  care 
little  for  the  man,  but  much  for  the  master,  for  I  repeat  it  to 
you,  without  being  a  wonderful  artist,  he  is  a  perfect  teacher. 

With  Breslau  and  me,  he  has  a  peculiar  manner  of  correct- 
ing. 

This  evening  I  went  again  to  see  "  I^s  Amants  de  V4rone " 
with  Nadine  and  Paul.  We  invited  Philippini.  Capoul  and 
Heilbroun  sang  and  acted  in  an  adorable  manner.  The 
work  opens  like  a  flower  at  the  second  hearing.  I  must  go 
again.  The  flower  will  probably  expand  more  still,  and  shed  a 
perfume  altogether  charlhing.  There  are  delicious  things  in 
the  opera,  but  then  it  requires  patience  and  delicacy  to  appre- 
ciate them;  the  music  is  not  startling,  one  must  search  for' the 
chkrm,  "which  is  subtle,  almost  intangible,  but  which  exists 
nevertheless. 

Sundayy  November  24M. — ^We  visited  the  museum  of  antiqui- 
ties, with  Nadine.     What  simplicity  and  what  beauty! 

Ah!  Greece  will  never  be  repeated! 

Monday y  December  16M. —  It  is  freezing  and  snowing.  I 
have  peace  only  when  I  work,  and  the  hours  that  remain, 
I  employ  in  reading  or  sleeping. 
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Never,  never  have  I  been  so  andecided^  stupefied,  discour- 
aged, and  skeptical.    There  is  nothing  in  the  world  I  care  for. 

I  work  exactly  like  a  machine.  I  need,  constant  study  and 
numerous  compliments.  That  will  bring  me  back  to  my 
dreams  of  artistic  fame,  and  give  me  a  reason  to  live. 

Saturday^  December  2isf. — To-day,  nothing  good.  I  can 
not  paint.  I  think  it  will  take  more  than  six  months  to  equal 
Breslau.  She  will  surely  be  an  extraordinary  woman,  a  mix- 
ture, I  would  say  an  odd  mixture,  if  oddness  were  not  so 
common  in  these  days. 

I  can  not  paint. 

Now,  my  child,  you  believe  that  Breslau  painted  better  than 
you  at  the  end  of  two  months  and  a  half,  but  she  was  painting 
still  life  or  casts.  Six  months  ago,  Robert-Fleury  was  saying 
to  her  the  words  he  said  to  me  this  morning. 

<*  It  is  not  bad,  but  the  tone  is  crude  and  cold.  We  must 
get  out  of  that,  make  one  or  two  copies." 

She  is  not  dead  at  the  end  of  ten  months  of  painting,  shall 
I  die  at  the  end  of  two  months  and  a  half  of  it? 

Friday y  December  27M. — This  week  has  been  lost  to  me  for 
the  studio.  For  the  last  three  days  I  have  wanted  to  write 
down  certain  reflections,  I  don't  know  just  what.  But  dis- 
tracted by  the  siilging  of  the  young  lady  in  the  second  story,  I 
began  to  read  over  my  life  in  Italy,  and  then  I  was  disturbed, 
and  I  lost  the  thread  of  my  ideas,  and  that  feeling  of  mel- 
ancholy which  it  is  so  pleasant  to  indulge  in. 

What  surprises  me  is  to  see  what  grandiloquent  words  I 
employed  to  describe  simple  adventures. 

But  my  mind  was  full  of  lofty  sentiments,  and  I  was  vexed 
at  not  having  anything  astonishing  to  relate — any  tremendous, 
romantic  sensations,  and  I  interpreted  my  sentiments;  artists 
will  understand  me.  All  that  is  very  well;  but  how  was  it 
possible  that  a  girl,  who  pretended  to  be  intelligent,  did  not 
better  understand  the  value  of  men  and  events?  I  say  this 
because  the  thought  has  come  to  me  that  my  relatives  oufhjt 
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to  have  enlightened  me  on  such  subjects,  and  told 'me,  for 
instance,  thkt  A—  was  not  an  earnest  man,  nor  a  man  for 
whom  I  should  h^vt  suffered  one  fnomient  of  pain.  It  is  true 
they  s^ioketb  nie,  bttt  in  a  wrong  way,  my  mother  haying  even 
less  experience  of  the"  world  than  I;  but,  after  all,  that  is  of 
minor  importance,  and' since  I  had  such  a  higli  opinion  of  my 
own'  intelligence,  I'shbuld  have  known  better,  and  treated  him 
like'  the  others,  instead  of  bestowing  so  much  attention  upon 
htm,  both  in  this  journal  and  elsewhere.      ' 

But  I  burned  with  impatience  to  record  something  romantic, 
and  fool  that  I  am!  There  might  have  been  more  romance  if 
I-  had  beefl  more  patient. '  In  short,  I  was  young  and  inex- 
pierienc^d," notwithstanding  my  foolish  boasting.  1  must 
acknowledge  that,  whatever  it  costs  mie  to  do  so. 

There!  It  seemsto  lil^  that  I  hear  some6ne  say:  A  strong- 
minded  Woman,' like  you,  should  never  be  obliged  to  retract 
her  words. 

Sunday,  December  2^th, — Last  night  I  laid  my  head  down 
on  the  sofa  and  slept  soundly  until  8  o'clock  this  niorning.  It 
is  amusing  to  sleep  like  that  outside  of  yotir  bed. 

Art  has  lost  its  hold  oil  me  and  I  can  not  interest  myself  in 
anything  else.  My  books  are  pafclcdd  Up,  I  am  forgetting  my 
Lati'ii  and  my  classics,  and  I  seem  quite  stupid  to  myself.  The 
sijgiit  of  a  temple,  of  a  column,  of  an  Italian  land^cape/njakes 
me^bel  a  horror  of  Paris,  so  dry,  so  learned,' so  experienced, 
so  refined.  The  men  here  are  ugly.  This  city,  which  is.  a 
paradise'  fot  superior  natures,  is  nothing  to  me.  Oh!  I  have 
deceived  myself;  I  am  neither  wise  nor  happy.  I  want  to  go 
tb  Italy,  totiiavfel,  to  ^ee  mountains,  lakes,  trees,  seas — with 
my  fatally,  with  bundles,  recriminations,  tribulations,  daily 
little  i(juaTtelfe^  'All,  rib,  a  hundred  times  riol  ^b  really  enjoy 
the  delights'  of  ttavel,  1  must  wait — and  time  passes.  Well,  so 
much  the  worse!  I  c^n  always  marry  dn  Italian  prince  when- 
ever I  wish;  then  let  me  possess  my" soul. in  patience. 

But,  you  see,  if  I  took  an  Italian  prince,  I  could  work,  since 
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the  money  would  be  mine;  but  I  should  have  to  give  him 
some.  In  the  meantime  I  will  remain  here,  and  work  at 
painting. 

Saturday,  they  found  my  sketch,  done  in  two  days,  not  bad. 
You  understand  that  it  is  cmlV  with  an  Italian  that  I  could 
live  as  I  wished,  and  whfete  vl  wished  in  France,  or  in  Italy; 
i^hat  fi  i^eautiful  life  it  w(^uld  ba!  I  should  divide  n\y  time 
between  Paris  and  Italy* 
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Thursday^  January  2d. — What  I  long  for,  is  the  liberty  tc 
ramble  alone,  to  come  and  go,  to  seat  myself  on  the  benches 
in  the  garden  of  the  Tuileries,  and  especially  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg, to  stop  at  the  artistic  shop- windows,  enter  the  churches, 
the  museums,  to  ramble  at  night  in  the  old  streets,  that  is  what 
I  long  for,  and  that  is  the  liberty  without  which  one  can  not 
become  a  true  artist.  Do  you  believe  that  we  profit  by  what 
we  see  when  we  are  accompanied,  or  when  going  to  the 
Louvre,  we  must  await  our  carriage,  our  chaperon^  or  our 
family? 

Ah!  heavens  and  earth!  that  is  what  makes  me  so  angry  to 
be  a  woman!  I  will  dress  myself  like  a  woman  of  the  mid- 
dle class,  wear  a  wig,  and  make  myself  so  ugly  that  I  will  be 
as  free  as  a  man.  There  is  the  liberty  that  I  want  and  with- 
out which  I  shalf  never  succeed  in  being  anything. 

One's  thoughts  are  fettered  by  this  stupid  and  enervating 
constraint;  even  if  I  disguise  myself  and  make  myself  homely, 
I  am  but  half  free,  for  a  woman  who  roams  about  is  impru- 
dent.   And  in  Italy,  in  Rome? 

The  idea  of  going  in  a  landau  to  visit  ruins! 

"  Where  are  you  going,  Marie?" 

**  To  see  the  Coliseum." 

"  But  you  have  already  seen  it!  Let  us  go  to  the  theatre  or 
take  a  drive,  where  there  will  be  a  crowd." 

And  that  is  enough  to  bind  one  down  to  the  earth. 

That  is  one  of  the  great  reasons  why  there  are  no  women 
artists.  Oh,  sordid  ignorance?  Oh,  savage  routine!  It  is 
horrible  to  think  of  it  all! 
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Even  if  we  said  sensible  things,  we  would  be  assailed  by  the 
vulgar  and  ancient  ridicule  with  which  the  apostles  of  woman's 
emancipation  are  overwhelmed.  However,  I  think  there  is 
certain  cause  for  laughter! 

Women  will  never  be  anything  but  women.  But,  however, 
if  they  were  brought  up  in  the  same  manner  as  men,  the 
inequality  which  I  deplore  would  not  exist,  and  .there  would 
remain  only  what  is  inherent  in  human  nature  itself.  Ah,  well! 
whatever  I  may  say,  women  will  shout  and  make  themselves 
ridiculous  (/  will  leave  that  to  others)  in  an  effort  to  obtain 
equality  some  time  during  the  next  century. 

I  will  try  to  aid  the  cause  by  showing  myself  to  society 
as  a  woman  who  has  become  something,  notwithstanding  all 
the  disadvantages  with  which  she  is  overwhelmed  by  society. 

Friday^  January  loth. — Robert-Fleury  came  to  the  stutiio 
this  evening. 

We  dined  and  breakfasted  at  the  English  caf^,  where  the 
food  is  good ;  as  restaurants  go,  it  is  the  best. 

The  Bonapartist  journals,  and  the  Fays  in  particular,  were 
so  dismayed  over  the  elections,  that  I  experienced  something 
like  a  sentiment  of  shame  for  them,  as  I  did  yesterday  for 
Massenet  when  they  encored  his  incantation,,  which,  when 
repeated,  was  not  nearly  so  fine. 

If  painting  does  not  give  me  fame  soon,  I  shall  kill  myself, 
and  so  end  it  all.  I  resolved  upon  that  several  months  ago. 
Even  when  in  Russia,  I  wanted  to  kill  myself,  but  I  feared 
what  comes  after  this.  life.  I  shall  kill  myself  at  the  age  of 
thirty;  for,  until  we  are  thirty  years  old,  we  are  still  young, 
and  we  can  hope  for  luck,  or  happiness,  or  fame,  or — no  mat- 
ter what.  It  is  all  settled,  therefore,  and  if  I  am  sensible,  I 
will  torment  myself  no  longer — ^either  now,  or  in  the  future. 

I  am-speaking  very  seriously  and  I  am  really  glad  to  deii* 
nitely  settle  everything. 

Saturday^  January  i  ith, — At  the  studio  it  is  thought  that  I  go 
into  society  a  great  deal;  that,  in  conjunction  with  our  difference 
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in  statibn^  sepanutes  me  from  the  otheirs,  and  does  not  petmit 
me  to  ask  aay thin;  of  them,  astbeydo  of  otie  another,  or  to  go 
to  an.artist'is  hduseor  mita  studio^ 

I  worked  honestly  all  the  week  uiitil  lo  o'clock  at  night  on 
Satopda^,.tliiftn  Iretnriied  kbme  juvdiwept.  Until  now  I  have 
adiwaysnoarrkd  mysorrows  to  God,  b|vt  J»  He  has  not  beard 
ine,  I  beiie^e  in  Hinj-^v^ry  Ihtle.  ' 

.  Those  alone  trho' have  experienced  this  leeliiif  tan  under- 
stand it  in  all  its  hovror.  It  is  not  that  I  Irish  fO  vi^tuoosfy 
pveach  religion,  but  God  is.  something  vtfy  convenient  at 
times.  When  there  is^no  om  to  appeal  to,  when  we  are  at  the 
end  of  our  resources^'  God  r^tnmm:  >  ^o  pray  to  God  pledges 
you;to  nothing,  tiroobles  no  one,  and  i&  a  snprenie  dotisotation. 

Whether  He  exists  or  not,  me  must  beiitfie  m  Hf>H  absolutely^ 
^miess  our  life  i&  a  very  ha^ipy  one^-  In  th^  latter  case, 
we  can  do  without  Him.  But  in  all  sorrows,  in'  misfortanief, 
m  aU  disagreeable  things^  it  #ere  better  fo  die  than  not  to 
believe.  '  '  • 

God  is  an  ifttention  which  saves  os  frooof  abs6kite  despair. 
Iifiaghie,  then,  whiatit  is  when  w€f  invoke  Him/a^  duf  last,  our 
only  jTesourcel,  arid  even  as  we  d^  so,  realize  tha«  we  do  not 
believe  in  Hlmf 

Monday^  January  {Russian  Nevi>  yi?^^^).— Well,  I  am  atoosttrg 
myseW'  wiith  folly  asuswal.  The  entire  Sttwlay  was  spidnt'  at 
the' theatre.  A  matinee  at  the  GaTt€  to  see  a  sbiifewhat  sad 
play,  and  the  Optra  Comique  in  the  evenmg— the  I^r^  at^x 
depcs,  I  passeid  the  night  in  bathing,  writing,  readifygj  tying  on 
the  Hoot;  and  taking  tea. 

It  is>  a- qwarter  af  ter  5;  5  witt  go  to  the  stiadio  earty,  and  af 
night  I  mil  sleep,  ami  to-morrow  I  will  arise  ^a^fy,  and  then 
things  will  go  ort'of'  tbettiselves:  D^  tf*t  tMdfe  i^hatf  I  love 
thei^  {Aretty  tncks;  I  have  a*  profound  disgusft,  ami  ^a  pro- 
found horror  of  myself.  No  matter,  I  met  the  new  year  in  an 
origiJial  manner — on  the  floor  with  my  dbgK  I  wiorfeed'  dlV  day. 
J  Timdiiyy  Jantfaryi-^l  ooald'  not   awaken    uatil.  bdtf-pteisi 
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II  o'clock,  after  that  vi:gil.  The  competition  was  judged  this 
morning  by  the  three  masters  in  ftilf  conclave:  Irefebvre, 
Robert-Fleury,  and  Boulanger.  I  reached  the  studio  at  i  o'clock, 
to  learn  the  result.  This  time  the  big'  ones  had  competed, 
and  the 'first  Words  thfey  said  to  me  as  I  came  in  were':'*  ' 

"Well,  Mademoiselle  Marie,  come  and  take  your  medal!^' 

In  fact,  my  drawing  was  hanging  on  the  wall  with  a  pin;  and 
bore  the  word — Prize.  This  tiirie  I  should  not  have  been  so 
surprised  if  the  skies  had  fallen. 

You  must  understand  clearly  the  importance  and  signification 
of  the  Competition. 

Like  all  competitions,  these  are  useful;  btft  the  prizes  are 
not  always  a  just  indication  of  the  talents  and  powers  of  the 
individuys'.  For  it  is  tmdeniabie,  for  example,  that  Breslau; 
whose  painting  was  placed  fifth,  is  in  every  way  superior  to 
Bang,  who  is  placed  next  the  medal.  Bang  goes  j>iano  and 
sano;  her  work  is  gOod  and  honest  carpentry,  but  it  is  al wky^ 
well  placed,  because  woman's  work  is  in  general  a  thing  which 
sins  by  its  softness  and  fantasy,  when  it  is  not  altogether 
childish.  The  model  was  a  youth  of  eighteen,  who,  in  form 
and  Color,  might  be  mistaken  for  a  cat's  head.  Breslau  has 
painted  pictures  which  would  easily  gain  the  medal,'  but  this 
t^m-e  she  has  not  been  successful;  and  then,  wliat  is  triost 
appreciated  by  the  judges  is  neither  execution  nor  chartti  (for 
the  chatm  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  study,  it  being  in  you 
or  not  in  you,  and  execution  is  only  the  complement  of  other 
more  serious  qualities);  bnt,  above  all,  correctness,  energy j,  and 
truth  to  nature. 

They  make  no  allowance  for  difficulties,  and  they  are 
right;  thus — a  moderately  good  picture  is  placed  after  a  really 
good  drawing. 

What  is   it,  after  all,  that  we  are  dolhg  here?    We  study, 
and  it  is  only  froth"  this  point  of  view  that  these  heads  are 
judgeid:     Mine  is  as  effective  as  possible.     These  gentlemen, 
despise  us,  and  it  is  only  \vhen  they  fitid  strong  ahd  evdn 
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brutal  workmanship  that  they  are  pleased,  for  that  particular 
vice  is  rare  among  women. 

They  said  of  my  picture:  "  It  is  the  work  of  a  boy.  It 
has  strength.    It  is  nature." 

"  I  told  you  that  we  had  a  strong  fellow  up  there,"  said 
Robert-Fleury  to  Lefebvre. 

"  You  have  the  medal,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Julip.n,  "  and 
you  have  gained  it  easily;  the  judges  did  not  hesitate." 

I  ordered  a  punch,  as  they  always  do,  and  Julian  joined  us. 
I  was  much  congratulated,  for  most  of  them  thought  that  I 
had  arrived  at  the  goal  of  my  ambition,  and  that  they  would 
be  soon  rid  of  me. 

Wick,  who  gained  the  medal  the  time  before  last,  is  eighth; 
but  I  consoled  her  by  repeating  that  true  phrase,  which  is, 
after  all,  the  most  scrupulously  exact  definition  of  such  things. 
It  was  Alexander  Dumas  who  said,  "  that  a  poor  work  was  no 
proof  of  lack  of  talent,  whilst  a  good  one  was  a^,  proof  of  its 
possession." 

A  genius  may  produce  a  poor  work,  but  a  fool  can  not  pro- 
duce a  good  one. 

Thursday^  January, — With  some  exceptions,  the  evening 
pupils  are  not  the  same  as  the  day  ones. 

They  all  congratulated  me,  and.  it  was  a  very  happy  time 
for  me. 

Come  and  receive  your  medal!  The  other  evening,  at 
Madame  de  M — *s  house,  I  said,  in  a  grave  and  quiet  tone,  show- 
ing the  medal:  "That  represents  a  great  deal  of  courage, 
Madame." 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  represents  twelve  months*  work. 
Since  the  fear  which  I  felt  after  my  meeting  with  royalty  in 
Naples,  the  most  violent  sensation  of  my  life  has  been  that 
which  I  felt  to-day  in  reading  ^^L^ffomme-femme,** 

The  admiration  I  felt  for  Dumas  made  me  fancy  myself,  for 
2^  few  moments,  madly  and  passionately  in  love  with  this 
man  of  fifty-five,  whom  I  have  never  seen. 
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I  understood  Bettina  and  Goethe. 

Friday^  January, — If  I  were  sixteen,  I  should  be  the  hap- 
piest woman  bn  earth. 

"So,  then,"  said  Robert-Fleury,  "we  have  the  prize." 

"  Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  It  is  good,  that,  and  you  know  that  you  have  deserved 
it." 

"  Oh,  Monsieur,  I  am  pleased  that  you  should  say  so! " 

"  Yes,  richly  deserved  it;  not  only  for  your  competitive 
head,  but  for  your  general  work.  You  have  made  very  great 
progress,  and  I  am  pleased  that  it  should  have  fallen  out 
thus,  and  that  you  have  gained  the  medal.  It  is  your  just 
reward." 

I  blushed  and  felt  awkward  in  listening,  which  lessened 
the  pleasure  of  hearing  it;  but  my  aunt  was  there,  and  trem- 
bled more  than  I. 

"  Mademoiselle  Breslau  has  made  a  perfect  horror,"  said  he 
to  the  Spaniard,  as  he  went  out. 

"  It  was  so  difficult.  Monsieur." 

"  Oh,  ta,  ta,  ta!  She  does  not  work;  she  drops  in  occasion- 
ally, and  if  she  gets  no  compliments  she  goes  off  and  disap- 
pears for  weeks.  However,  she  has  made  some  studies, 
which—" 

"That  head  was  so  difficult.  Monsieur,"  interrupted  the 
Spaniard,  who  would  defend  the  devil,  if,  at  the  same  time, 
she  could  find  fault  with  the  competition. 

"  She  does  no  work." 

"  She  works  at  home." 

"  She  should  give  her  best  work  for  the  competition." 

The  poor  man  was  vexed  before  Lefebvre  and  Boulanger. 

Saturday^  January, — I  have  again  excited,  sustained,  and 
quieted  a  rebellion  in  the  studio. 

After  which  I  went  to  tell  Julian  about  it,  that  the  facts 
might  not  be  misrepresented. 

Germs  of  greatness,  germs  of  science,  and  germs  of  talent—- 
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I  very  much  fear  that  all  thesis  germs  may  g^  to  make  fodder 
for  some  unknown  assi  '  -     .     .' 

Oh,  if  I  were  only  a  man!     But  no,  I  .woulc| Tiatheir  die! 

Wednesday^  January,— k\\  day  loi^  I .  dri^amed  of  tl>e  blue 
sea,  white  sails,  and  a  sky  full  of  light.     *     j 

Returning  from  the  studio^  I  fpund  P7— .  The/old  inufehtoom 
said  that  in  a  week  he  was  going  to  Rome,  and  in  talking,  he 
spoke  of  K^larbinskay,  and  p^heirs,.  ftnd:  I  .^.^most  sM«ooned 
before  this  sunny  perspective — aAciept  marble$  ampng  the 
trees,  ruijis,  statues,  and  churches*  .  ' 

The  Casmpagna!  a  desert,  yes;  but  an  ad<Ka})re  desert,  and 
there  axe  others,  thank  God,  whp  ado^e  it  also! 

That  divine,  artistic  atmosphere;  that  light,  which;  when  I 
think  of  it,  m^kes  me  weep  with,  rago.tp  be  hete!  I.knjow 
something  gf  the  artists  there!  ..'/.•.. 

There  are  three  categories  of  people.  The  first. love  nature, 
tb^y  are  artists,  and  do  not  look  or|  tbe.Camp^gnia^u^  a  fright- 
ful desert — cold  in  winter  and  brutal  in  sAjmajqieri  Tbe  second^ 
who  do  not  understand  art,  haye.  no  feeling  Ion  its  beawty,  but 
dare  npt  confessf  it,  and. ^y  to  appear  r like  'the<£rstt  .  These 
latter  I  do  not  wholly  .  displease  ipe,  because  thejy  ti-nderstand 
that  they  are  nafcejl  and  wish  to  be  clqthed,.  The  third  are 
like  the  second,  less  this  good  sentiment.  How  I'  execrate 
them,j  because  they  disparage  and.'fr<^eze;.  Feeling. tmd  tihder- 
standiu^  iiothing  for  tbemseiyes,.:  thc^y.  qteclare^  tlhat:  art  and 
science  are  stupidities;  ^^nd  evil,,  wiit^^d;  atUi  diBgdstihg^  they 
wallow  in  the  heat  of  the  sun. 

Monday,  Febrimry  3^. — Yesterday,  1  wtQttiotstt^>^^L-Ass(^m' 
moir"  and  J  think  it  very  fine;,  but, before  M^^S^  tsota  about  4- 
o*plock,  tin  night,  I  tried  to  sketch; 

1  n^ust;.  Require  thp.  habit  of  wprt  :  The  otberSt  skt^tch  every 
Sunday.  They  are  given  a  subject  and  they  .hiv-d  ,to.  make  a 
sketch  fropi.;mempryp.  ^      .• 

As  for  me,  I  begin  at  the  beginning — "  Adaiiiand  Eve  *'  an  a 
No.  4  capy^^  .  And  ,now  I  have  started^  I  shall  do  osie  every 
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evening.     If  I  listen  to  myself  I  could  not  think  too  much  of 
my  talent.     As  a  first  trial  tny  sketch  is  excellent. ' 

I  mil  show  it  to  Julian,  with  another  which  1  will  make.' 

Tueidcty^  February  4/>i.— This  evening  the  model  did-  not" 
come.  I  posed,  and  while  I  was  on  the  table,  Juiia?n  arrived, 
and  we  talked  politics. 

I  foVe  to  chat* With  thia  clever  fellow.  I  laugh  at  everybody 
and  ev6#ythittg  in  the  stttdfo.  I  declaim,  I  orate,  I  amuse,  I 
make  political  programmes;  when  I  feel  gay,  and  Julian  tells 
me:  **<Jo  ahead,  and  with  painti^ig,  too — with  your  varied  tal- 
ents you  may  be  uniqufe  in  Pirisr' 

He  thinks  me  Very  spiritiielle,  intelligent,  and  sufficiently 
iaflneatiai  to  rule  a\fa/^^. 

Wednesday^  February  5M.— At  last  we  have  been  to  Ver- 
sallies,  the  fir«t  day  of  Gambetta's  presidency.  His  speech, 
which  he  read,  wa«  received  with  enthusiastti;  as  it  would- have 
been  had  It  been  even  worse  than  it  was.  '  Gambetta-read  it 
badly,  with  a  detestable  voice.-  He  is  not  fit  to  be  Presi- 
dentj  and  having  seen  Gr^vy,  one  asks,  what  will  this  man  do? 
To  preside  over  a  legislature  demands  not  only  taletit,  but  a 
special  temperament.     •  •     " 

Gr^vy  presided  with  a  mechanical  regularity  and  jM-ecision. 
The  first  word  of  his  speech  was  like  the  last.  Gambetta  lias 
crescendoes,  iWoppages,  additions,  ^nd  withdrawals;'  motions 
of  the  head;  «p  and  dowft.  .  .  .  In  short,  either  he  is 
really  very  incoherent,  or  he  is  exceedingly  shar^^  • 

Sunday^  Fikruary  xdth, — I  have  been  well  scolded. 

"I  do  not  understand  why^  with  your  talents,  ydu  have  so 
much  difficulty  in  painting." 

Nor  do.  I  understand  It;  but  I  ani  paralyzed.  I  can  stti^g- 
gle  no  longer. 5  1  must  die.  '  Oh^  Gdd  of  goodness!  Can  I 
then  expect  nothing  more  from  anyone?  What  revolts  hie 
just  now  is,' that  I  have  just  filled  the  grate  with  i^(iK>d  w'i^hclut 
necessity,  for  I  am  i^ot  at  all  cold;  while,  perhaps,  if  the  same* 
iftoment,  there  are  iiinhap{)y  ones  whb  are  hungry  artd'  who 
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weep  from  poverty.  Such  reflections  immediately  arrest  the 
tears  which  I  expected  to  flow.  Possibly  it  is  only  an  idea; 
but  I  believe  that  I  should  prefer  complete  poverty,  for  then 
one  is  at  the  bottom,  there  is  nothing  to  fear,  and  there  is  no 
death  from  hunger  while  one  has  strength  to  work. 

Tuesday^  February  i%th, — Just  now  I  fell  on  my  knees  at 
my  bedside  to  ask  God  for  justice,  pity,  pardon!  If  I  have 
not  deserved  such  tortures,  let  Him  give  me  justice!  If  I  have 
committed  abominable  crimes,  let  Him  pardon  me!  If  He 
exists  at  all,  if  He  is  such  as  they  teach  us  to  believe,  He 
should  be  just,  pitiful,  and  forgiving.  I  have  but  Him;  it  is 
but  natural  that  I  should  seek  Him,  and  that  I  should  beg 
Him  not  to  abandon  me  to  despair,  not  to  cause  me  to  sin, 
nor  to  allow  me  to  doubt,  blaspheme,  or  die. 

My  sin  is,  without  doubt,  like  my  torment,  I  probably  com- 
mit every  instant  little  infamies  which  form  a  frightful  total. 

Just  now  I  answered  my  aunt  rudely,  but  I  could  not  help 
it;  she  came  in  at  a  time  when  I  was  weeping,  with  my  head 
buried  in  my  hands,  and  begging  God  to  notice  me.  Oh,  mis- 
ery of  miseries! 

No  one  must  see  me  weep,  they  would  think  that  I  weep 
from  disappointed  love,  and  I — should  weep  at  their  mistake. 

Wednesday^  February  i^th, — I  must  do  something  to  distract 
myself.  I  say  this  as  one  imitates  stupidly  what  is  written  in 
books.  What  is  the  use  of  distracting  one's  self?  Torture  is 
still  a  pleasure,  and  then  I  am  not  like  others,  and  I  detest  all 
those  things  that  are  done  for  moral  and  physical  cures, 
because  I  do  not  believe  in  them. 

Nice^  Friday y  February  2\st, — At  last,  I  am  in  Nice! 

I  wished  to  take  an  air  bath,  to  b6  flooded  in  light,  and  hear 
the  noise  of  the  waves.  Do  you  love  the  sea?  I  am  infatuated 
with  it.  It  is  only  in  Rome  that  I  forget  it — ^almost. 
.  I  traveled  with  Paul,  and  people  insisted  on  taking  us  for 
hi^sband  and  wife,  an  idea  which  offended  me  supremely.  As 
our  villa  is  let,  we  are  going  to  the  Hotel  du  Pare,  which  is  the 
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old  Villa  d'Acquaviva,  in  which  we  used  to  live  eight  years  ago. 
Eight  years!  I  am  making  a  pleasure  trip;  we  are  to  dine  at 
London  House.  Antoine,  the  tnaitre  d^hdtel^  has  just  presented 
himself  to  me,  also  the  ladies  of  the  office,  and  then  all  the 
cab-men  smile  and  salute,  and  the  one  whom  we  take  compli- 
ments me  on  my  height;  he  knows  me.  Then  comes  another, 
who  offers  his  services,  shouting  that  he  drove  Madame 
Romanoff;  then  my  friends  from  the  Rue  de  France.  It  is 
very  kind  of  thern^  and  all  these  good  people  fiave  caused  me 
pleasure. 

The  night  is  beautiful,  and  I  escaped  all  alone  until  lo 
o'clock.  I  wandered  by  the  sea,  and  sang  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  the  waves. 

None  other  was  present,  and  it  was  delightful,  especially 
after  Paris — Paris! 

Saturday^  February  iid, — What  a  difiference  to  Paris!  Here 
I  awake  uncalled;  the  windows  are  open  all  night.  The  room 
I  occupy  is  the  one  in  which  we  took  our  drawing-lessons  of 
Benza.  I  see  the  sun,  which,  little  by  little,  is  lighting  up  the 
trees  near  the  little  pond  in  the  middle  of  the  garden,  as  I 
used  to  see  it  nearly  every  morning.  My  little  study  has  the 
same  paper;  I  chose  it  myself.  No  doubt  it  is  occupied  by 
some  wild  Englishman.  I  recognized  it  by  the  paper,  for  they 
have  built  a  passage  which  troubles  me —the  room  in  which  I 
am  was  merely  a  window.     How  beautiful  it  is! 

We  take  our  meals  at  London  House — this  we  shall  do  all 
the  time  that  I  remain  at  Nice;  everyone  goes  there,  specially 
during  the  carnival. 

Sunday^  February  i^d. — Yesterday,  we  went   to    Monaco 
How  repugnant  is  this  nest  of  vice!  I  can  never  say  so  suffi- 
ciently.   I  only  went  into  the  rooms  for  ten  minutes,  but  that 
was  enough,  since  I  do  not  play. 

Madame  Abaza,  who  had  come  for  the  theatre,  expressed  her 
delight  at  meeting  me.  We  listened  to  a  comic  opera  in  the 
new  hall,  which  is  very  beautiful,  and  in  the  modern  taste. 
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Gdrfihf^  ftcit!  '        '  ' 

I  t<:)6fc  a  walk  in  the  twitight,  ^nd  sidtAittA  the  sea  and  sky. 
What  color,  what  trafispat^ncy,  what  purity,  whai  perfume! 

Monddy,  Februat^^  24/.*.— 1  afti  h^()py  \^hen  1  C^A  Wafk  alotie. 
The  Wav<«i6  aM  Of  ah  rncomparable'treatity;  befbfe  g'bing  to 
hearPatfi,  1  Ifetenfed  to  the  waves.  It  had  faltied,  ahd  the 
air  was  delJ^htfalfy  fresh  and  e;ool.  li  does  the  ^yes  ^o6d  to 
ga^e  into  the  d^^pPbltie  of  the  sky  and  6^tIhe  s^a  at  night 

i  had  watltiid  so'  f^t,  'that  1  did  not  notice  tlhat  At  oAe  flaee 

a  portion  of  the  path  had  been  carried  away,  by  the  W^ter,  arrd 

I  fell  fnto  a  pit  three  or  four'  feet  deep.    '  ' 

Patii,  Mohddy,  Mardh  3^?.— f  l6ft  yeste'May  at  n'OOfl,  the 
weather  was  beautiful,  and  I  almost  wept  iifi  eatAeSf  at  leaVirig 

that  dWrcions  and  Incomparable  scene.    :Pf6'm  my  window  I 

could  see  the  garden,  the  Promenade  des  Angldis^  afid  I*aflsian 
elegance.  JFrdni  the  eorirfdO^  IsaW  the  Rue  di  Ptahce,  With 
its  Old  Italian  dwellfngs^  and  ft§:  6.^Mf  pldf tffesqGe  fanes'. 

AH  the  ifydopf e' teoogrrized  ftie.'  '*  It'is'  Madeitibfselli' Aiarfe," 
they  said,  as  1  passed.     1  adOfe  the  hcrtrSes  and  \iv^  streets  6f 

Nictf,  ahhorughthe  people  cafee  We  t6=  sttrfeh  After aif,  ft  Is 
my  eoruntfy.  I  shoWM  like  now  to  leave  farfs,^  fhy  mind  wan- 
(iers,  and  1  fefel  loSt.  1  e^fyect  hb^Mhg;  and  1  Want  nothfiig;.  I 
am  desperate  and  rtsig'ned.  I  thint  continually.  1  sesifek'  and, 
fiticFmg  nolftfft^^,  I /breathe  otie  of  those  Srg^s  which  ledVeite^e 
more   oppressed  than  before?  What  Wbuld  }^ou  (fo"'in,'iiiy 

place?  '   ■  ■  ' 

Now  that  i  actti  in  this  pitife^s*  Paris,  tseetii, not  to  have 

gazed  at  the  sea  enough;  I  would  wish  to  see  it  agafni  Voii 
rcmethber*  ■  pobt  Bagatcffe— the  dog  crushed  at  Spa  aM  so 
mffacitloiisly  cur'ed— f  have  brought  her  back;  Wfth  tne.  'it 
Would  b^  a  pftiy  to  leave  hei^  dfl  alone.   Yocr  wili  heifer  be  d!)re 

to  imagine  the  sweetness,  the  fidelity,  and  th^e  aflfettfOn  6f  tlits 
beast;  sfic^  rievef  leaves  me,  ruris  tfndfef  my  chair,  and  hrdes 
frersielf  with  a  fac^  ^o  hnrhBfe  and  Siippffcating,  w&eh  my  auflt 
arrive*  tb  priWect  the  carpets: 
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Tuesday^  March  4M.— ^I  have  been  to  see  Madame  G — ,  and' 
we  went  out  together.  She  did  some  visiting;  and,  during  the 
tinfie,  I  read  the  papers  in  the  carriage. 

The  Countess  Murat  and  her  daughter-in-law  were  at  her 
house.  Ah,  yes; 'Madame  G-^  has  at  last  obtained  a^positidh 
in  society!  They  are  enthusiastic  over  the  departure  of  the 
prince,  and  w^ep  over  the  danger  he  may  run,  while  they  extol 
his  energy.    He  asked  no  adVice! 

After  all,  if  these  good  Zulus  make  a  morsel  of  Napoleon, 
things  will  not  be  too  desperate.     The  prince  dead — no  more' 
party,  no  more  obligations.    There  is  a  disposition  to  turn 
toward  this  rascally  republic,  which  is;  after  all,  the  sister  of 
the  empire. 

Wedn^day^  March  5/'>%^.-^To-nlortow,  T  shall  start  to  work 
again..  I  allow  myself  a  year  more.     A  year  in  which  I  shall 
work  even  harder  thatl  before;     What  is  the  use  of  despair?- 
It  is  an  expression  one  uses  wheti  out  of  sorts,  but  when  it' 
seizes  you^— 

However,  my  dear,  despair  can  bring  about 'nothing,  and 
since  nothing  can  be  Chaliged,  let  us  work,  there  is  time 
endtigh  to  fee!  discoliraged  afterward.  Since  we  must  drag 
out  this' life  in  the  hope  of  a  better,  let  us  fill  it  with  occupa^ 
tioti; '  I  have  ^ound  no  exctrse  to  leave  ft;  then,  whether  I  read 
or  draw — is  it  not  the  same  thing?  What  singular  reasons  to 
induce  myself  to  work !  It  is  not  even  a  pisaUer;  it  is  because 
I' fear  that  in  thb  future  I  may  say:  If,  Instead  Of  staying' in 
the  studio,  you' had  thought  of  yourself,  you'  would  perhaps 
have  found- 
Whatever  you  will! '  It  is  perhaps  possible,  but  I  know  not 
how  to  accomplish  it. 

Fancy,  it  is  atrbcious,  but  lam  always  returning  to  the  pos- 
sibility of  Bringiiig  my  father  h^re.  "Yes,  indei6d!^  Do  yoti 
know  what  he  is  doing?  He  ts  refurnishing  the  house  to 
receive  us.  Thank  you!  I  have  been  thetie  once,  and  that  is 
enough.   My  mother  and  atrtit "ate  incapable  bf  action, --aixd 
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I — I  have  the  meanness  to  avow — have  no  desire  to  induce 
them  to  go;  and  then,  besides,  it  would  not  succeed  if  I  tried. 

It  is  just  at  the  moment  when  one  has  given  up  searching 
that  the  discovery  is  made.  In  any  case,  painting  can  not  hurt 
me.  But  I  am  helped  by  no  one!  On  the  contrary!  Con- 
tinue, my  dear,  make  excuses  to  yourself  to  hide  your  want  of 
intelligence. 

Novels!  songs!  I  write,  I  think,  I  invent,  I  dream!  And 
then  I  stop  and  it  is  ever  the  same  silence,  the  same  solitude, 
the  same  room;  the  immovability  of  the  furniture  is  a  prove- 
cation,  a  mockery;  and  there  am  I  struggling  with  this  night- 
mare, whilst  others  live! 

Fame?    Bah!  Fame! 

I  will  get  married.  What  is  the  use  of  putting  it  off? 
What  do  I  expect?  From  the  moment  I  give  up  painting,  the 
field  is  vast.  I  must  go  to  Italy  and  marry  there.  Not  in 
Russia.  A  purchased  Russian  would  be  a  fearful  thing; 
moreover,  in  Russia,  I  could  easily  marry,  particularly  in  the 
country,  but  I  am  not  so  foolish.  At  St.  Petersburg?  Well, 
if  my  father  wished,  he  might  make  us  pass  a  winter  there. 
Next  winter  at  Petersburg,  then.  I  do  not  believe  I  love  my 
art!  It  is  a  means  to  an  end.  I  abandon  it!  Do  I  mean 
this?  Oh,  I  can  not  be  certain!.  Shall  I  give  myself  a  year, 
the  length  of  the  time  for  which  we  have  rented  our  apartment? 

"  To  be,  or  not  to  be?" 
.  A  year  is  not  enough.  At  the  end  of  a  year  we  shall  see  if 
we  must  continue.  But  in  Italy,  if  I  do  not  paint  any  more, 
I  shall  hear  conversations  about  young  women  artists,  which 
will  annoy  me  and  cause  regret;  and  then  every  time  that  in 
Naples,  or  in  St.  Petersburg,  they  praise  any  one's  talent  how 
shall  I  take  it?  Then  again,  all  that  will  be  based  on  my 
beauty,  and  if  I  do  not  succeed?  For  it  is  not  sufficient  to 
please,  it  is  necessary  to  please  a  particular  man. 

When  art  is  eliminated,  and  I  admit  the  possibility  of 
going  into  society,  or  even  the  possibility  of  pleasing  in  the 


JOURNAL   OF   MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF.  426 

Street,  or  in  the  theatre — Bah!  I  don't  know  what  I  am  say- 
ing. I  will  go  to  bed.  The  idea  of  St.  Petersburg  pleases 
me.  Well,  at  twenty,  I  shall  not  be  too  old.  At  Paris,  it  is  no 
good  hoping  for  rich  husbands;  and  for  poor  ones,  Italy  is  the 
best  place. 

Saturday^  March  %th. — I  have  tried  to  model,  but  I  never 
saw  it  done,  and  can  do  nothing.  The  flower-pots  and 
vases  are  filled  with  violets.  They  will  last  long,  for  they  are 
planted  in  earth. 

The  blue  satin,  the  violets,  the  light  from  overhead, 
the  harp  .  .  .  not  a  sound,  no  one  ...  I  know  not 
why  I  am  so  afraid  of  the  country.  I  am  not  afraid  of  it,  but 
I  do  not  like  it.  However,  it  is  delightful  to  repose,  but  I  am 
not  tired.     I  suffer  from  ennuL 

Sunday^  March  gth. — Do  you  know  it  is  a  great  consolation 
to  write?  There  are  things  which  would  destroy  you,  if  you 
dit]  not  know  that  you  could  write  them  and  that  they  would 
be  read  by  a  multitude  of  people. 

I  am  pleased  to  find  that  a  man  like  Dumas  considers  the 
equality  of  his  paper,  ink,  and  pens,  because  each  time  that  any 
accessory  impedes  my  work,  I  tell  myself  that  it  is  idleness, 
and  that  the  great  painters  had  no  such  ideas! 

Wait!  I  can  understand  how,  seized  by  a  sudden  inspira- 
tion, Raphael  drew  his  "  Madonna  della  Sedia  "  on  the  bot- 
tom of  a  cask,  but  I  thoroughly  believe,  however,  that  this 
same  Raphael,  to  paint  and  finish  this  same  picture,  had 
recourse  to  all  his  favorite  implements,  and  that  if  he  had  been 
compelled  to  work  anywhere  against  his  will,  he  would  have 
lost  his  power  as  I,  simple  mortal,  did  in  Julian's  studio, 
/  Wednesday^  March  12//1. — I  must  hang  myself!      However 

grandiloquent,   impossible,   and   stupid   the  idea  of    killing 
myself  may  appear,  it  will  have  to  come  to  that. 

Painting  docs  not  succeed.  I  might  say  it  is  true  that 
since  I  paint,  I  work  anyway,  and  with  interruptions;  but  all 
the  same,  I-^who  dreamed  of  being  rich,  happy,  and  in  the 
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fashion,  and  surrounded  by  friends — to  lead^  drag  out  this  mis- 
erable existence! . 

Mademoiselle  Elsnitz  is  always  with  me,  but  the  poor  creature 
is  so  tiresome.  Fancy  to  yourself  quite  a  little^  body,  a  large 
head,  with  blue  eyes — just  like  the  wooden  heads  at  the  dress- 
makers, with  pink  cheeks,  and  blue  eyes!  She  is  just  that 
in  features  and  expression;  add  to  this  exterior  a  languid  air, 
which,  by  the  by,  is  found  in  all  the  figures  of  which  we  spoke^ 
a  slow  step,  but  so  heavy  that  one  would  thinJt  it.  a  man's,  a 
drawling  and  feeble  voice;  she  swallows  her  words  with  an 
astonishing  slowness;  she  is  always  absent-minded,  never 
understand^  at  once,  and  then  stops  in  front  of  you  and  ^ooks 
at  you  with  a  serious  air,  which  either  coippels  you  to  lai^gh 
or  to  be  angry.  :  ^ 

She  often  arrives  in  the  middle  of  the  roojB,  and  stays  there, 
standing,  without  knowing  where  she  isi 

What,  perhaps,  is  the  most  tire^pn^e,  is. the  way  shct.ppens 
the  doors.  .      : 

The  operation  lasts  so  long  that  each  t^e  I  want  to  rush 
forward  and  help  her.  I  know  that  she  is.  young-r-nine^;een.  I 
know  that  she  has  always,  beep  iinhapjpy,  and  that  she  is  in  a 
strange  house,  where  she  has  pot  a  friehc^;  not  a  being  with 
whom  she  can  exchange  a  thought.  .She  often  makes  me 
angfy  and  then  softens  me  by  her  gentle  aiiid  passive  manner; 
then  I  resolve  to  talk  with  her,  but  how  can  I?  She  .is  as 
repugnant  to  me  as  were ,  the  Pole  and^B — .  I  knpw  thj^t  is 
wrong,  but  her  idiotic  mannjsr  para^lyzes  .nae. ,  I  hnow  that  her 
position  is  sad;  however,  with  the  Anitchkoff's,  it  ^a^  the 
same.  To.ask  me  for  the  least  thing,  to  ask  me  to;  play  pn 
the  .piaqo,  for  example,  jShe  suffers  from  hesitations  and 
tortures  such  as.  I  should  feel  in  begging  for  an  invijt^tioa  tp  a 
party  or  a  ball.  I  have  the  excuse  that  I  do  not  talk  witb  any-, 
one. here;  she  is  not  then  an  exception.  I  work  dp  the  studio, 
and.  when  taking  my  meals  at  home,  I  read  the  papers,  or  a 
book;  it  is  a  practice  .whicb  1  should  find  it  diffijcult  to  give  up. 
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I  read  eveo  when  practicing  on  the-  mandolin.  Therdfoce 
the  poor  thing  is  not  treated  worse  than  others;  I .  fedl 
remorse  aJsoat  it,  but  I  caa  not  help  it  I  am  profoacidly 
unhappy  in  her  society;  the  trips  that:  I  haye  to  take  trithi  her 
iift  the  carriage  would  he  a  verkabie  torture  to  me  if  I  did:  not 
look  out  of.  the  window  and^  thinking  hard  of  something  else, 
contrive  to  forget  her.    One  easily  forgets  her. 

Nothing  is  more 'C|etiring>  than  this  poor  bdng,  and  also 
nothing  is:  moile  tiresome.  I  should  be  so  glad  for  her  to  find 
a  pdace  where  she  might  be  happy,  so  that  she  might  leaj^e 
here,  i  am  ashamed  to  say  that  she  s^is  my  desolate  life  for 
me.   Oh,  art  of  painting,  if  I  could  only  acquire  itl 

rFridayy  March  i4M,-^Paul  has  jUst  ieft  in  spite  of  me. 
I  was  angry  and  told  him  he  should  not  leave,  and  be 
declared  on  liis  honor  that  he  would  ■  leave.  I  held  the  door, 
but  he  took  advaiitage  of  a  moment  of  distraction  and 
got  away*  / 

You  see  how  it  is,  just  to  prove  that  he  does  not  change 
his  resol lotions;,  he  had  sworn  to  leave  to-day.  In  short  the 
firmness  of  a  feeble  character  which,  :  feeling  nothing  in 
serious  things,' expends  all  its  strength  ohtriii^. 

I  managed .  to  control  ray  em6tton, '  and  I  immediately 
obtained  20  •  francs  from  my  aunt  Xo  send  an  angry  tele- 
grain  tomy  father  at  PoltaTa,.bait  just  then  Rosalie  came  to 
tell  me  not  to  count  on  Champeau  ( who  makes  my  dresses 
^ometmies)  as  she  has  typhoid  fever;  her  working^girls  have 
left,  and.  she  is.  all  alone.  Then!  had  an  idea-— I  tore  up 
the  message  and  sent  the  20  francs  to  the  poor  woman. 
.:  There  is  no  sensation  more  agreeable  than  a  good  action 
which  can  brinjg  no  return,  i  wovld  go  to  see  her  (I  am  not 
afraid  of  typhus)  but  I  should  appear  to  expect  thanks, 
whilst  if  I  did  not  send  this  trifle,  at  once,  I  migbt^  spend 
it,  and  then -^ let  us  «cko!6wkdge. it 0 would  lao  more; give 
me  so  livelyia  pleasure.  I  feel  myself  to  be  ©f  arf  inexhairiti- 
ble  charity.    To  comfort  the  misery  of  others/  whea  so  soul 
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comforts  mine,  would  be  a  very  nice  thing  to  do,  do  you  not 
think  so? 

Saturday^  March  15M. — If  Robert- Fleury,  nicknamed  Tony 
in  his  absence,  had  scolded  me  to-day,  I  should  have  painted 
no  more.  You  know  how  my  advance  has  excited  envy  and 
caused  me  discomfort.  Whenever  I  have  been  absent  they 
seem  to  cry  out,  "  I  told  you  so;  it  could  not  last."  My 
first  canvases  brought  me  many  compliments,  and  then  I 
entered  on  a  difficult  path  and  I  felt  too  much  the  satisfaction 
around  me  at  my  poor  efforts- not  to  suffer  extremely  from  it. 
This  morning,  I  awaited  this  lesson  as  something  terrifying, 
and  while  that  anim^al,  Tony,  corrected  the  others  and  came 
nearer  and  nearer  me,  I  said  my  prayers  with  a  fervor  which 
beaven  appreciated,  for  he  was  pleased  with  me.  Heavens  ! 
what  a  weight  fell  from  my  heart!  Perhaps  you  have  no  idea 
of  these  emotions.  Picture  to  yourself  the  silence  in  which  I 
was,  feeling  the  joy  that  they  would  have  to  see  me  crushed 
again;  this  time  it  would  be  for  good,  for  friends  or  enemies 
are  the  same  on  such  occasions.  Fortunately,  it  is  past,  and 
next  week  I  can  support  just  as  much  scolding  as  they  please. 

Sunday y  March  16th, — Coco  is  dead;  crushed  by  a  cart 
before  the  door.  When  I  called  him  to  dinner,  they  told  ftie. 
After  the  grief  that  the  loss  of  the  first  Pincio  caused  me, 
replaced  by  the  present  Pincio,  this  loss  seems  less  to  me,  but 
if  you  have  a  dog  born  in  the  house,  young,  foolish,  playful, 
good,  and  cheerful,  who  comes  to  meet  you  with  soft  and 
anxious  eyes,  unconscious  as  those  of  a  child,  you  will  under- 
stand why  my  loss  grieves  me. 

Where  do  the  souls  of  dogs  go?  This  poor  little  thing, 
long,  white,  and  hairless  (for  he  had  no  hair  on  his  back 
behind  the  shoulders),  one  enormous  ear  always  erect  and 
the  other  falling!  I  delight  ten  times  more  in  an  ugly  dog 
like  that  than  in  those  frightful  beasts  that  cost  so  much. 

He  was  like  one  of  the  animals  in  the  Apocalypse  or  like 
a  monster  carved  on  the  roof  of  Notre  Dame. 
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Pincio  does  not  seem  to  perceive  that  they  have  killed 
her  son;  it  is  true,  that  she  is  expecting  a  fresh  family. 

They  shall  all  be  called  Coco,  or  Coquelicot.  I  believe 
they  say  that  dogs  have  no  soul,  but  why?   . 

Tuesday^  April  ist — ^Why  should  gaiety  be  more  agreeable 
than  ennui}  I.  have  only  to  say  that  ennui  pleases  and 
amuses  me. 

A  very  convenient  reminiscence  of  the  manual  of  Epic- 
tetus,  you  say?  But  I  might  reply  that  impressions  are  invol- 
untary. To  live  no  longer!  That  is  the  point  I  wish  to  reach. 
It  would  be  much  shorter  to — but  no,  then  all  would  be  finished. 

There  is  nothing  so  hateful  in  the  world  as  not  to  be  of  the 
world;  to  live  a  hidden  life;  to  see  no  one  interesting;  to  be 
unable  to  exchange  an  idea;  to  see  neither  celebrated  nor  pop- 
ular men.     It  is  death;  it  is  worse  than  the  nether  regions! 

I  will  only'  speak  of  what  are  conventionally  called  mis- 
fortunes. We  should  not  rebel  against  them,  nor  complain. 
The  misfortunes  themselves  are  enjoyments,  and  should  be 
accepted  as  the  very  elements  of  life.  Suppose  that  I  lose  a 
much-loved  friend,  do  you  think  that  does  not  affect  me?  On 
the  contrary,  I  should  be  desperate;  I  should  weep,  groan,  and 
cry  aloud;  then  it  would  resolve  itself  into  sadness  for  a  long 
while,  perhaps  forever. 

I  do  not  find  that  agreeable.  I  do  not  desire  it,  I  do  not 
prefer  it;  but  I  am  compelled  to  say  that  that  would  be  life, 
and  consequently  enjoyment. 

After  the  loss  of  a  husband  or  child,  or  the  deception  of  a 
friend,  one  utters  cries  of  reproach  against  destiny.  I  should 
no  doubt  do  the  same.  These  manifestations  are  in  the  regur 
lar  order  of  things,  and  God  is  not  offended  with  them,  neither 
is  man  offended  with  them,  feeling  that  they  are  the  natural 
and  inevitable  consequences  of  the  grief  experienced.  One 
groans,  but  one  does  not  cry  from  the  bottom  of  the  soul  that 
it  ought  not  to  be. 

Without  perceiving  that  we  do  so,  we  accept  it. 

28 
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A£ber  some  giseat  misfortuna  ope  lozigs  to  be  alone;  to  enter 
a  convert.  Understand^  I  s^y  after  some  great  .misfortuiie. 
H  happens,  also,  oftea,  that  one  is  happy  all  alone-r^hat  is  to 
say,  with  a  husband,  or  Avith  parents- of  whopi  one  thinks  and 
for  wbopi  one  iives8-r-l>ut  I,;  I  speak  for  persons  entirely  soli- 
tary; beside^,  to-day,  .1  ha^/e  a  grndge  against;  my  family  as 
being  one  of  the  causes  of  my  sufferings.  Again,- 1  da  not 
spe^k  for  the  silent  andunkxtown  heroes,  described  m  novels 
by  people  who  inveqt  them,  or  copy  them  from  najxire,  because 
I  can;  not  be  like  them. 

Do  you  imagine  Hhat  I  complain  of  a. quiet  life  and  desire 
excitement?    That* may  be;  but  it  is  not  that  alone.  -  < 

'  I  lovfi  solitude,  and  I  even  thiak  that  if  I  truly  /mdy  I 
should  isolate' myself  iat  tdmes  for  reading,  meditation,  and 
repose.  ;In  such  cases  it  is  a  chavm,  a  aweet  and  exiqiuisite 
happiness.  In  great  heat  it  is  enchanting  to  btiry  oiie's  sell  ia  a 
cave,  but  not  to  rest  there  long,  or  forever. 

Now,  if  some  jdL&vev  person  wished  to  give  hioiseli  the 
trouble  of  confuting  me,  he  would  ask  if  I  would  consept  to 
purchase  life  by  the  death  of  my  mother,  for  example.  To 
that  I  would  reply  that  I  would  v^ot  wish  it,  even  at:tbe  price 
of  a  less  treasured  life,  siiice,  according  to  nature^  one's  mother 
is  the  most  loved.  ' 

I  should  suffer  fearful  r^monte;  l-^ivould  nbt  wish  it  from 
yery  egotism. .       i    *  <  :     .  '  ^ 

Thursday^  April  ^d. — After  all,  life  is  pleasfmt  I  sing  and 
dance.wh^n  Lam  quite  alone,  fdr  complete  solitude  is  a  great 
enjoyinent;  /biti>^what  toJ!tuce  swhqn:  it  isebroken  by  servants  or 
relationst-r^especially^  by  bne's  relationsi  Listed!  this*  morn- 
ing, returning irom  the  studio,  I  thought,  ji^eif  happy,  and 
you  would  not  believe  what  affectijom  I  found  itt  my  heart>  for 
my  family^,  for  my  kind  aunt,  full  of  devotion  and  self-denial; 
but  now,  I  am  no  hmger  happy.  .'  ' 

That  poor  Elsnitz  spoils  my  life.  I  no  longer  drink  tea, 
because  she  pours  it  out,  and  when  L  am  obliged  to  eat  bread 
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which  she  hafi  tottched-^tigb!  I  would.  he..9nl\uig  to  get 
heart  disease  by  mshingi^.Uke  a  mad  girl^  upsuksi  to  be  a 
moineiit  witjiotit  her,  if  I  could  only  accomplish  it-  To  pass 
the  decanter  or  vinegar  cruet^  I  bandle.themawkwardly  sooner 
than  touch  wherdsfae.  iias  toiiobed.  She  ha^.  something  of  the 
worm  about  her.  This  poor  creature,  with  her  plaintive  air  and 
dirty  nai]i3^>  worries  me  to  death. 

Saturday^  April  5/>t->i*-Roberi;*  Flcury  is^sicit  and  has  scarcely 
made  any  examiii^oil^  what  I  havedoi^e  is  not  very  good. 

Sarah  wants  to  reconcile  me  with  Breslau*  I  raise  objec- 
tions; but  I  should,,  in  cealityyl>e  vj^ry  gUd. 

The  artificial  leaves  ove»  the  fire-place  took  fire  from  the 
blue  caiidle8,^and  the  mirror  is  broken. 

But  misfortunes  do  not.  happen  because  a  mirror,  breaks. 
Mirrors  break  when  misfortunes  are  about  t{>  Mppen;  o^e 
should  be  thankful  for  the  warning:  :   <. 

Sunday^  April  6th, — I  have  such  a  quiet  hat  that  I  am  not 
affaid  to  {$aiss'ng^tk&e  alone  at  theLpuvce;  biki  ssQce,  although 
it  is  particularly  quiet,  the  hat  suits  me,  I  made  the  conquest 
of  a  young  artist,  who  followed  me  all  the  time  .and/ri3ked  a 
bow  in  a  corridor,  where  there  was  naone  eke;  but  I  took  no 
notice  and  he  was  much  embarrassed. 

Tuesday^  April  15M. — Julian,  when  he.  oame,,.  announced  the 
death  of  our  Emperor.  I  was  so  much  agitated.by  it  that  I 
understood  nothing  of  what  was  said.  All  rose  to  look  at  me. 
I  ttti^med^'paley  tears  rose  td  ;s^  eye%  aujd  mf  lips. trembled. 
Having  seen  me  always  in  a  laughing  mood,  Julian,  in  his 
kindness,  wished  to  laugk  The  troth  is  that  a  man  has  fired 
four  shots  at  the  Emperor^  quite  ckrse  to  himy  buti^he  E;mperor 
was  not  hit  5 ;  •     .  •:•..=  ■.'■ 

And  Julian  slapped  his  knee  and  cried  that  he  would  p^v.er 
have  believed-  m^  capable  of '  so  miich' emoiion.  :  :But  neither 
would  I  have  believed  it  myself. 

Wednesday^  April  ^dtki-^A.  rathet  curious  talk  with  Breslau. 
^e  were  J  A  the  Antechainiber-^shfi,  Sf  rah,  attd^  I.  .  I  gave  an 
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orange  to  Sarah,  who  offered  half  of  it  to  Breslau,  and  said  to 
her,  laughingly:  '^Take  it,  it  is  from  me  and  not  from  Made- 
moiselle Marie/'  And  while  she  was  hesitating,  I  stopped 
washing  my  brushes,  and  turning  toward  her,  said,  smiling: 
'*  I  offer  it  to  you/'  She  was  quite  confused,  took  the  orange, 
and  blushed     I  also. 

"  You  see  what  it  is  to  have  oranges,"  said  I,  peeling  a  sec- 
ond.    *^  Take  some  more.  Mademoiselle." 

"  Look,  Sarah,  how  we  are  both  blushing." 

**  It  is  so  stupid,"  said  Sarah. 

"  I  am  overwhelming  you  with  kindness,"  I  said,  laughingly, 
to  Breslau,  offering  her  a  new  slice. 
***  You  see  what  little  notice  I  take  of  you,"  said  she,  taking  it. 

**  Not  less  than  I  of  you.  But  if  you  care  so  little,  you 
would  not  blush  so." 

"  I  care  little  for  myself." 

"Ah,  i^erygood!" 

As  it  was  commencing  to  become  affecting,  I  laughed  and 
looked  at  her. 

"  I  admire  you." 

"  Me?"  asked  Breslau. 

"Yes,  you." 

"You  are  right  to  do  so." 

"Of  course." 

And  it  was  all  over. 

"  Are  you  coming,  Sarah?"  said  Breslau.  I  returned  to  my 
task.     "  How  childish!" 

Friday y  April  \%th, — I  was  looking  for  an  empire  or  direct- 
ory head-dress,  which  made  me  read  about  Madame  Rdcam- 
ier,  and  naturally  I  was  humiliated  in  thinking  that  I,  too,  might 
have  a  ialoti^  and  have  not.  . 

Idiots  Will  cry  but  that  I  think  myself  as  beautiful  as  R^am 
ier  and  as  witty  as  a  goddess. 

Let  th^e  idiots  cry,  and  let  us  be  content  by  saying  that  I 
merit  a  better  lot,  in  proof  of  which  all  those  who  see  me 
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imagine  that  I  rule  and  that  I  am  a  remarkable  woman.  I 
draw  a  deep  sigh^  and  say  to  myself:  My  day  will  come,  per- 
haps— I  am  accustomed  to  the  idea  of  God.  I  tried  not  to 
believe  in  Him,  but  I  can  not  help  it.  What  a  confusion  with- 
out Him!  What  a  chaos!  I  have  only  God,  a  God  Who  is 
interested  in  all  my  little  affairs,  and  to  Whom  I  tell  everything. 

Monday y  April  21st — The  last  day  of  the  competition  was 
pretty  animated. 

On  Saturday  I  went  with  Lisen,  the  Swede,  to  see  the  artists 
of  Batignolles,  near  Montmartre  cemetery,  away  up  on  the 
heights.  I  discovered  that  I  hate  only  the  boulevards  and 
new  parts  of  Paris. 

Old  Paris,  and  the  higher  parts,  where  I  was  on  Saturday, 
breathe  a  perfume  of  poetry  and  tranquillity,  which  took  copi- 
plete  possession  of  me. 

Tuesday^  May  6th. — I  am  very  busy  and  very  happy.  I  was 
troubled  because  I  had  too  much  leisure;  I  realize  that  now. 
For  about  three  weeks,  I  have  worked  from  8  to  12  and  from 
2  to  half-past  5  and  sometimes  to  7;  and  after  that,  sometimes 
a  few  sketches  and  some  reading,  or,  perhaps,  a  little  music;  by 
10  o'clock,  I  am  only  fit  to  go  to  bed. 

This  is  an  existence  which  leaves  no  time  for  thinking  of  the 
shortness  of  life. 

Music,  in  the  evening,  calls  up  Naples.  Such  things  trouble 
me.    I  will  read  Plutarch. 

Wednesday,  May  "jth. — If  this  rage  for  work  could  last,  I 
should  declare  myself  perfectly  happy.  I  adore  drawing  and 
painting,  composition  and  sketching,  pencil  and  crayon  work. 
I  have  not  a  single  desire  for  rest  or  idleness. 

I '  am  happy!  A  month  of  days  like  this  represents  the 
progress  of  six  ordinary  months. 

It  is  so  amusing  and  pleasant  that  I  fear  it  will  not  last. 
In  such  moments  I  require  faith  in  myself. 

Thursday f  MayZth. — My  poor  childhood  saw  proofs  of  love 
in  the  interest  I  took  in  reading  histories  of  cardinals  in  the 
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time  of  A — .  .  .  .  To-day  I  read  histories  of  painters  with 
the  same  interest,  and  I  even  have  palpitations  of  the  heart  ia 
listening  to  studio  stories. 

Monday,  May  12th, — I  am  pretty,  happy,  and  light-spirited. 
We  went  to  the  Saian  and  then  we  had  a  general  talk,  because 
we  met  Berand,  the  painter,  whom  we  puzzled  at  the  ball  and 
who  passed  close  by  us  without  suspecting  it. 

Breslau's  painting  is  a  fine  large  canvas  filled  up  with  a 
beautiful  chair  in  gilt  leather  in  which  her  friend  Marie  is 
sitting  in  a  green  dress,  and  a  graylsh-blue  something  round 
the  neck.  One  hand  holds  a  portrait  and  a  flower,  the  other 
a  packet  of  letters  which  she  has  just  tied  up  with  a  red  ribbon. 
A  simple  arrangement  and  a  common  subject.  The  drawing 
is  admirablfe,  and  the  general  harmony  of  tones  gives  a  charm- 
ing effect. 

I  fear  that  I  am  going  to  uttfer  an  enormity,  but  you  must 
acknowledge  that  we  have  not  a  single  great  artist.  There  is 
Bastien  Lepage;  where  ate  the  rest?  Plenty  of  knowledge,- 
technique,  and  conventionality,  too  much  cbnventionality,  far 
too  much. 

There  is  nothing  true^  vibrating,  soaring,  nothing  to  take 
hold  of  you,  to  make  you  shiver  or  wefep. 

I  aiji  not  speaking  of  sculpture.  I  have  seem  tbo  IHtle  of  it 
to  be  able  to  say  an3rthing.  When  one  sees  the  atrocious 
trivialities  of  genre  pictures  and  the  wretched,  pretentious 
mediocrities  in  ordinary,  or  even  good  portraits,  one  nearly 
loses  courage. 

To-day,  I  found  only  one  good  thing,  'Bonnat's  portrait  of 
Victor  Hugo,  and  perhaps  Breslau's  picture. 

Breslau's  chair  is  badly  drawn,  the  lady  looks  as  if  she  were 
clinging  on  to  it,  for  fear  of  falling  forward;  it  is  a  pky.  I 
name  Bonnat  because  he  gets  the  truth,  and  Breslaiu  because  I 
find  that  all  her  calm  tones  harmonize. 

I  can  not  endure  L — ^  who  paints  the  same  toes  in  ^  his 
figures.    It  irritates  and  enrages  me. 


iV^dneiid/y  Ma^  i4/A.-^Iri^t^d  6f  gding  to  the  Sattfn  I 
worked  at  my  sketch:  "  The  Death  of  OfpHeftrS/' 

I'  d6  ti.(A  believe  that  e6mp6sitf6ti  Js  ta6te  trotifcrfe  to  me  than 
drawing.  My  Ideas  I'tth  oh  fame,  ha^^nfeg,  ^nd  ev^tythfng 
that  is  best  itt  ftie  Wbrld. 

Friday,  May  i6tt.— Th<J  SatdH  has  this  b^d  thing  abodt  it, 
that  in  seeing  the  faftutes,  th^i  wretehed  failures  that  are  thiere, 
one  begins  td  think  somethhlg  of  6iie*S  self,  when  <5tit  is  as 
yet  a  nonentity. 

Friday,  May  ^oM.^Jeanne  posefi  lai  ilie  and  we  kept  her*  for 
diniter. 

I  need  riot  tell  you  that  she  is  of  good  family,  well  bfought 
np,  thototighly  educated,  affdintelllgent.  She  dresses  poorly 
and  people  take  her  for  a  irail,  tfrhile,  In  reafity,  she  has  the  most 
beautiful  fothi  one  cari  find;  it  the  Same  tinie,  she  is  daf-k 
and  thin.  '  .  " 

She  has  magnificent  eyes,  With  month  and  nose  In  pi'Opor- 
tidfi.  Ylii  nose  Is  Very  large,  but'  beautiful  artd  hoble.  A 
swatn's  nect.  She  reminds  me  of  the  Queen  of  Itaty,  even 
though  She  Is  a  brunette;  hef  skin  is  not  dark,  however,  but 
very  white. 

As  yotr  kntfw,  she  married  fiaroti  W— .,  a  fearful  brute  of  a  man. 

The  poor  woman  was  near  death  when  her  family  saved  her 
by  suifig  for  a  Reparation.  Poor  woman !  She  hates  him.  Vou 
easily  understand  that,  in  such  a  case,  it  is  better  to  drowft  than 
five  with  one's  htsband.    She  Is  one  of  the  Temple  women 

we  reald  of  Iri  "  VHdnHHe-Femtner    ' 

Thursday y  June  ^ih, — Jeanne  posed  and  theri  we  Went 
together  to  see  Madame  de  Soiiza  who  receives  I'hursdays.  In 
the  evening  to  the  L— 'S;  mamma  went  with  me,  though  still 
In  mourning. 

Monsieur  de  L—  took  a  candle ^and  conducted  US  to  see  the 
children  all  in  bed  and  asleep.  He  was  quite  like  a  guide  in  a 
museum  of  curiosities.  All  the  guests  are  taken  by  turn  to  see 
the  nine  miracles  (considering  the  father's  age). 
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Saturday  y  June  ph, — Madame  de  L —  sent  us  seven  of  her 
children  with  three  nurses. 

But  I  ought  to  say  first  that  the  tone  of  my  picture  was  not 
bad  (for  me  that  is  the  most  important  thing),  but  the  con- 
struction! Robert-Fleury  scolded  me.  It  is  not,  however,  so 
very  disastrous,  since  I  pay  more  attention  to  color.  I  forget 
the  cpnstruction,  which  comes  in  when  the  color  is  no  longer 
troubling  me.  One  can  not  lose  what  one  has  gained.  All  the 
same  I  am  blue. 

These  children  of  the  L— 's  are  very  curious.  They  are 
accustomed  to  being  made  a  show  of,  and  go  through  a  regular 
set  of  movements.  After  five  minutes  they  were  quite  at 
home.  They  wanted  their  portraits  taken,  and  each  posed  in 
turn.  I  sketched  the  seven  in  four  or  five  minutes.  The 
eldest  decided  that  they  were  well  done,  and  then  h8  made 
me  put  the  number  and  name  under  each. 

I  feel  idiotic,  out  of  sorts,  stupid! 

Monday^  June  ^th. — No  doubt  it  is  the  heavy,  warm 
weather  which  makes;  me  good-for-nothing.  But  I  have 
worked  all  day.  I  have  quite  decided  not  to  miss  any  more 
work,  but  it  is  killing  me.  To-night  we  shall  go  to  the  ball  at 
the  foreign  ministry.  I  shall  be  ugly.  J  am  sleepy,  and 
would  rather  go  to  bed. 

I  am  not  thirsty  for  admiration,  and  I  feel  that  I  shall  be 
unpleasant  and  stupid. 

I  no  longer  even  think  of  conquests.  I  dress  well,  but  I 
no  longer  put  soul  into  it,  and  I  never  remember  to  think  of 
the  effect  I  may  be  producing.  I  look  at  nothing  and  no  one, 
and  am  thoroughly  tired;  painting  is  the  only  thing  left.  I 
have  no  more  wit,  no  more  society  conversation.  When  I 
want  to  speak  I  am  dull  or  extravagant,  and  then — I  must 
make  my  will,  for  this  can  not  last  long. 

Saturday y  June  14M. — I  drew  this  morning  and  they  said  it 
was  not  up  to  my  standard. 

Enough  of  society! 
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Sunday y  June  i^th, — For  the  moment  I  throw  off  all  my 
anxieties,  and  am  quite  decided  to  work.  Julian  is  a  great 
man  in  the  way  in  which  he  treats  the  duties  which  fall  on 
me,  and  he  says  I  must  succeed,  precisely  because — ^We  under- 
stand one  another,'  oh,  kind  posterity!     Do  we  not  ? 

"I  must  begin  next  year,**  the  illustrious  director  of  the 
Folies-Julian  is  always  saying. 

Yes;  it  is  determined  upon,  and  you  will  see,  Grandfather 
Julian,  that  I  come  of  a  courageous  race. 

Of  course  you  praise  me  foi:  the  money  I  bring,  and  the 
honor  I  shall  bring  to  the  studio.  What  does  it  matter?  And 
then,  whether  I  do  well  or  ill,  you  are  paid  just  the  same. 

You  shall  see  if  I  do  not  die!  My  heart  beats,  and  I  have 
a  fever,  when  I  think  I  have  only  a  few  months  left. 

I  shall  work  as  much  as  possible  all  the  time.  To-morrow  I 
go  to  Versailles,  but  if  I  miss  lessons  only  to  go  to  Versailles, 
it  will  not  be  anything  very  bad  at  the  most^  one  afternoon  a 
week. 

Julian  has  already  detected  a  respectable  improvement  in 
my  work,  and  I  never  fail  to  make  my  weekly  study  of  com- 
positions. I  keep  an  album,  in  which.  I  sketch,  and  number 
these  sketches  with  titles,  marking  the  dates  of  each. 

Saturday^  June  21st, — I  have  been  crying  for  nearly  thirty- 
six  hours.    I  went  to  bed  exhausted  yesterday. 

We  had  two  Russians  to  dinner,  Abigink  and  Sevastianoff, 
gentlemen  of  the  Chamber  to  the  Emperor,  Tchoumakoff  and 
Bojidar,  but  I  was  good-for-nothing.  My  skeptical  and 
mocking  spirit  had  disappeared.  It  has  happened  to  me  to 
lose  relatives  and  to  have  other  causes  for  grief,  but  I  think  I 
have  never  wept  for  any  one  as  I  have  for  him  who  is  just 
dead,  and  it  is  the  more  strange,  because  there  is  no 
reason  why  it  should  affect  me.  I  ought  rather  to  be  glad. 
Yesterday,  at  noon,  I  was  leaving  the  studio,  when  Julian 
whistled  to  the  servant,  who  placed  her  ear  to  the  tube  and 
said  to  us  at  once,  in  a  voice  that  showed  emotion:     "  Ladies, 
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Monsieur  Julian;  desires  to  inform  you  that  the  Prince  Imperial 
is'deaA" 

:  I  assure  you  that  I  shrieked    I  sat  down  on  the  coal-box, 
and  while  everyone  was  speak iji<ig  at  oace,  she  continued: .  . 

"A  momeut^s  silence,  if  you  pieasie,  ladi.es.  .  It  is  official; 
the  tBlegi3afla..bas.  just  been .  receivecjl.  -He  was  killed  bf  the 
Zulus.     Monsieur  Julian  says  so."      . .    - 

The  report  had  been  about  for  soitbe  timie,  so  when  I  was 
brought  the  £sfa/eUe,wiih  the  wordfi  in  large^print,  "  Death  of 
the Priac.e  Imperial,"  I  can  not  tell  you  how  much.I  was  affected. 

Moreover/. to  whiiieveir..  party  one  belongs,  iwhtithfer  sFrench 
or  foreigner,  it  is  impossible  not ,  bo  feel  the  jgieneraliimpres- 
sior^i  Which  is  one  of  stupor.         >      •  - 

This  fearful,  ilUimed  de^h  lis  a  terrible  thing. 
;  £uit  J. willsay  what  none  of  ithe  paperfedo:  Thfe  English  are 
cx)wards  and  assassins  It. is  not  naturaL  There,  must.be  one 
or  several  men  gailty,  infamous  trs^itorsl  leit  «ifiual  to  expose 
to  such  danger  a  prince  ?  the  hope  of  his  party  ?  a  son  ?  No! 
I  believe  that  even  a  wild  beast:  would  melt  in  thinking  of  the 
mother.  The  most  terrible  misfortunes,  the  m<&st  crufil .  losses 
always  JeaV'e  3bmethiiig,  a  ray,  a.  susi^icion  cpf  oonsolation,  of 
hope.  In  this  case  there  isi  nothing!  It  niay.be  said. ivithout 
fear  of  extravagaace.  that  this  is , a  grief  that  has  never  been 
equaled.  She  was  tte  cause  of  his  leaving,- «he  Worried  him, 
tormented  him...  She  would  not  givej him. five  hundreid  francs  a 
month,  ajud  made  life  a  burden  to  himl  The  son  left  on  bad 
terms  with  his  mother,  ■>.■'■ 

;  Do  you  comprehend  the  bittern^s  o£  the  thhag?.  Think  of 
the  woman! :    .  ;  ■'■..:.■-       ■  -   .   .     ' 

'  Ther-e  are -very  unhappy  mothers,  but  not  ope  ha-s  .^ver  felt 
such  a  blow  as  this;  for  all  the  rumors,  arid:  sympathy,  and 
blame,,  in  connection  with  this  disath,  wili  only  jserve  to 
increase -her  griisf.  .      i.  ;       .  ^j.^v.-.    ■•:  ..■■,.•■. 

The  monster  who  announced  this  news  to.Her  had^better 
have  killed  b<er,        .  .  ;..:•:..        ...  . 


JOURNAL  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRtSEFF.  443 

1  went  to  the  studio,  and.Robert-Fleury  much  complimented 
me;  but  I  came  back  to  sob  agai^n,  and ,  then  I.  weft t  to 
Madame  G — 's,  where,  everyone  is  in  mourning*  with  swollen 
eyes,  from  the  concierge  upward.  ,    ,  ^ 

"Monsieur  Rouher  was.  an  hour  without  speaking  They 
thought  it  was  ^11  oyer,  then  he  burst  into  tears' and  Madame 
Kouher  has  had  nerypus  attacks  all  the  evening,  crying  that 
her  husband  will  die,  and  that  she  will  die,  too." 

Then  Madame  G —  stopped  her  story  ^nd  said,  with  an  air  of 
conviction:  ^'Rcfdly,  on  such  occasions^  one  should  manage 
not  .t<)  fhaye .  nervous  attacks.  It  is  very  inconvenient,!'  she 
added,  very  seriously. 

I  held  back  my  tears,  for  they  could  not  hay^  ^understood 
how  I  felt;  but  I  could  not  help  smiling  when  I  heard  Madame 
G —  tell  her  story  to  some  ladie^  in  nxournipg,  imd  say  that 
Madame  Rpuher,  when  she  heard  the  news,  fell  yfe/  on  her 
back.  There  will  be  mourning  for  si3^  months.  .  People  will 
tire  of  it  long  before;  but,  you  understand,  for  the  first  few 
days — 

The  English  have  always  behaved  l;)adly  to  the  £onap«^|r^es, 
who  have  continually  been  stupid  enough  to  turn  J^or  help  to 
that  ignoble  England,  a  country  whfch  I.  hate  and  despise,   . 

The  passions  are  easily  excited;  one  weeps  freely  over  a 
novel.  How  can  one  help  being  moved  tp  the  bottom  of  the 
soul  by  this  overwhelming  catastrophe— this  horrible,  hateful, 
pitiful  end!  I  have^  all  along,  thought. that  G —  would  incline 
to  the  J  eron\e  family,  and  that  tias  happened*   ;  .      *   ; 

Here  is.  a  whole  -party  without  a  leader. .  They  must  have 
a  prince,  if  only  a  make-believe: one,  and  I  think  they  will 
be  united  in  their  choice.  Somey  the  le;ast  compromised, 
will  join  the, republic,: but  th^  others  ,will  continue  to  sup- 
port some  shadow.  Who  can  tell?  Did  they  not. say  wh^n 
the  King  of  Rome  died  that  all  was  over?  , .     ..  i 

Death!  at  such  a  timej  Death  at  twenty-thrpe!  Kill^4  by 
^yages  while  fighting  for.  (he  English!  ,  i  ^    -^.,^ 
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I  believe  that,  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts,  his  crudest 
enemies  feel  something  of  remorse. 

I  have  read  all  the  papers,  even  those  which  insult  his  mem- 
ory.    I  watered  them  with  my  tears. 

If  I  were  a  Frenchman  and  a  Bonapartist,  I  could  not  be 
more  shocked,  more  grieved.  Think  of  this  child  whom  the 
insinuations  of  the  infamous  radical  papers  compelled  to 
go  to  Zululand!  Think  of  this  child  who  was  attacked  and 
assassinated  by  savages! 

The  cries  that  he  uttered,  his  desperate  appeals,  his  suffer- 
ing, the  horror  of  helplessness!  To  die  in  an  unknown,  fright- 
ful corner,  abandoned,  almost  betrayed!  Then  to  set  out,  in 
that  way,  alone  with  Englishmen! 

The  poor  mother! 

And  the  English  papers  are  sufficiently  infamous  to  insinu- 
ate that  there  was  no  danger  in  the  place  where  the  recon- 
naissance was  made.  Can  there  be  any  safety  for  a  troop  of 
only  a  few  men  in  such  a  country  in  the  midst  of  savage 
enemies? 

One  must  be  foolish  or  idiotic  to  believe  it.  But  read  the 
details.  He  was  left  there  three  days,  and  it  was  only  when 
too  late  that  Carey  noticed  that  the  prince  was  missing. 

When  he  saw  the  Zulus,  he  ran  off  with  the  others,  without 
troubling  about  the  prince. 

No,  think  of  it,  to  see  it  in  print  in  their  papers  and  know 
that  this  nation  is  not  exterminated;  that  their  wretched  island 
and  their  cold,  barbarous,  perfidious,  infamous  people  can  not 
be  annihilated!  Oh,  if  it  were  in  Russia!  But  our  soldiers 
would  rather  have  died  to  the  last  man! 

And  these  wretches  abandoned  him,  betrayed  him!  Read 
the  details,  I  say,  and  you  will  be  struck  with  their  infamy 
and  cowardice. 

Do  soldiers  take  flight  without  defending  their  comrades? 

And  Lieutenant  Carey  is  not  to  be  hanged?  The  mother, 
too;    the    Empress,    poor    Empress!    All    is  finished,   lost, 
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annihilated!    Nothing  remains  save  a  poor  mother  in  mourn- 
ing. 

Monday^  June  2$d. — I  am  still  under  the  painful  impression 
of  this  terrible  event.  The  public,  recovering  a  little  from 
the  first  stupor,  begins  to  ask  by  what  criminal  carelessness 
the  poor  child  was  given  up  to  the  savages. 

The  English  press  is  excited  about  the  cowardice  of  the 
prince's  companions.  And  I,  who  have  no  concern  in  the 
matter,  my  breath  leaves  me,  and  the  tears  rise  in  my  eyes. 
I  have  never  been  more  disturbed,  and  the  efforts  I  make  all 
day  not  to  weep  are  painful.  It  is  said  that  the  Empress  died 
last  night;  but  no  paper  confirms  this  terrible,  yet  consoling 
news.  My  heart  is  full  of  rage  when  I  think  how  easy  it 
would  have  been  to  prevent  this  crime,  this  misfortune,  this 
infamy! 

One  still  sees  terrified  faces  in  the  streets,  and  the  paper- 
sellers  weep.  And  I — I  do  like  the  papersellers,  acknowledg- 
ing all  the  time  that  it  can  not  be  explained  away,  that  it  is 
unnatural.  I  should  like  to  put  on  real  mourning,  with  crape 
that  would  correspond  with  my  feelings. 

"How  does  it  concern  you?"  people  will  say.  I  do  not 
know  why  it  affects  me,  but  I  know  that  it  does. 

Not  a  soul!  I  am  shut  up  in  my  room.  I  am  not  posing, 
and  I  melt  into  tears,  which  is  very  silly,  because  it  weakens 
my  eyes.  I  felt  it  already  this  morning,  while  working.  But 
I  can  find  no  rest  from  the  thought  of  the  fatal,  horrible,  fear- 
ful circumstances  which  surround  this  death,  of  the  baseness 
of  his  companions. 

It  would  have  been  so  easy  to  prevent  it! 

Wednesday^  July  2d, — Having  read  more  statements  by 
English  soldiers,  I  arrived  at  the  studio  so  upset  that  I  was 
obliged  to  blot  out  my  painting  and  leave. 

By  Saturday,  I  shall  have  the  time  to  draw  Dina  in  profile; 
she  has  become  more  beautiful  in  proportion  as  I  have  become 
ill-looking. 
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Wednesday y  July  xtith. — I  am  extr^ordinatily  tired;  they  say 
that  typhoid  fever  begins  this  way. 

I  have  had  bad  dreams.  What  if  I  were  about  to  die?  I 
am  quite  astonished  that  £  am  tiot  afraid  of  death.  If  there 
be'another  !ife;h  must  certaihly  be  better  than  the  one  I  lead 
here;  and  if  there  be  nothing'  after  death,  there  is  the  more 
reason  to  fear  nothing,  and  to  wish  to  see  an  etld  of  all  my 
triab  without  fame,  knd  torments  without  gloty.  1'  must 
absolutely  make  my  will. 

I  begin  to  work  at  light  in  the  morning,  and  by  5  I  am  so 
tired  that  my  evening  is  wasted.    Yes,  I  must  make 'my  will. 

■Monday^  July  2ij'/.^^Decidedly,  we  have  no  summer;  it  gets 
colder  and  colder.  '  ' 

This  week's  tnodel,'for  dlf  d'ay,  is  i'*feranefte  of  astonishing 
beauty. 

She  has  a  statuesque  figure,  and  exquisite  coloring,  ^he 
will  riot  long  be  a  model,  so  we  take  all  the" '  advantage 
possible. 

Sundays  Auguif  ^d.-^^Ay  dog  Coco  11.  has  disappeared.  It 
happened  while  we  were  at  the  tiieatre.  I  was  surprised  not 
to  see  hiiii  ru«h  forward  on  my  arrival,  and  I  went  to  look  for 
him  among  the  others;  then  they  told  me  he  was  lost.  '  It 
does  riot  matter  to  you,butl;lbved'this  poor  creature  intensely, 
I  Who  had  christened  him,  and  had  attached  myself  to' him  as 
iiuch  as  he  to  mk  '''/'.■ 

y6u  can  not  understand  how  much  I  feelit.  I  stayed  all 
day  long  working  with  this  dOg'  for  my  constant  companion. 
My  family,  who  know  how  pained  I  am,  keej)  a  dead  silence. 

Mamma  was  on  the  ihovie  all  the  evening. 

Whenl  came  iii,'  t  wetit  down-stairs  to  the  street  to  beg  the 
policeman  to  bring  him  back  if  they  fourid  him.  ' 

All  the  servants  havb  bekh  tdtd  to  finxl'the  dog  birthey  wttl 
be  dismissed.  This  is  the*  fourth  dog  in '  a  year — first  Piocio, 
then  C6co  t.,  tight  days  ago,  Niriiche,  and  now  Coco  II,'         ' 

Monday f  August  4M. — I  could  not  sleep.     I  have  always  in 


my  sight  thkt  pooi'  little  sttrpftf  dog  who  w^s  frightened  away 
by  the  carriage,  and  knirw  n^t  whefi^ef  t6g6.  . 

I  erven  deigned  to  ilied  a:  fewteatft,  after  ^hich  I  prayed  God 
to  help  me  find  him.  I  have  •  a  ispeeifil  prayer  that  1  say  t6 
inyself,  whcfll  beg  for  -anything.  I  iiever  remember  to* have 
used  it  without  consolation. 

This  ihoi^rigj  they  awakened  me,  bfmglffg  back  the  dog, 
and  the  poof  thing  wati  so  hungry  that  he  was  not  very  affec- 
tionate. • 

I  had  lookiW  ori  Wm  as  lost,  3ttt6  the  family  kept  saying  that 
he  had  been  kflfed,  to  set  me  at  rest. 

Mamma  deela^es  that  ft  is  a  feat  mfracle  thalt  we  ever  fotind 
the  dog.  She  wotrtrf  think  it  stitt  more  miraculoosif  I  told 
her  of  m^  puayer;  but  I  sh^lF  onFy  speak  of  ft  on  tWs  pap^f, 
and  I  do  not  like  eVen  to  do  tlhat.  There  are  thotrgfttd  and 
prayers  of  so  individual  a  character  that  they  seem  stUpId  and 
aknfess  when  Wrfttetr  dow^. 

Saturday,  August  ^th. — Shall  I  go  or  stay?  The  trtittks  are 
packed.  My  doctor  does  not  seem  to  believe  in  the  waters  of 
Mont  Dore.  What  does  rt  matter?  I  g-o  thet'e  for  rest,  and 
when  I  retu'rn,  I  shaft  lead  a  life  of  cdristaitt  work. 

I  shall  paint  as  lotrg  as  it  is  light,  and  work  at  sdulpture  at 
night.    • 

Wednesday^  Augud  t^th. — We  arrived  at  Dieppe  at  i  o*clbck 
last  night. 

Are  art  sea-side  towns  the  same?  1  hare  been  at  Ostend, 
Calais,  Dover,  and  am  at  Dieppe,  ft  smells  of  tar,  boats, 
ropes,  and  sail-doth.  It  bloWS,  and  we  are  exposed  on  every 
side;  it  is  distressing.  It  favors  of  sea-sickness  What  a 
difference  fitmi  tfte  Mediterranean!  There  one  can  breathe, 
there  fs  something  to  admire,  it  is  comfdrtatyfe.  Besides,'  it 
does  not  smell  of  aH  these  wretched  thirigs.  I  tarn  with 
pleastrre  to  a  pretty  little  nest  of  vei'ddre  s«ch  as  Soden  or 
Sdilaftgenbad,  and  as  Mont  Dore  must  be.  ' 

I  come  here  to  breathe.    Yes:     Possibly  outside  the  town 
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the  air  is  better.  I  do  not  like  these  northern  towns.  The  sea 
is  only  visible  from  the  third  stories  of  the  hotels.  Oh,  Nice! 
Oh,  San  Remo!  Oh,  Naples!  Oh,  Sorrento!  You  are  not 
empty  words.  You  are  not  exaggerated  nor  profaned  by 
the  travelers'  guide  books.  You  are  truly  beautiful  and 
divine. 
>  Saturday f  August  xdth, — We  laugh  a  good  deal  and  I  am 
very  tired,  but  to  laugh  is  natural  to  me  and  independent  of 
my  humor. 

I  used  to  be  interested  in  the  passers-by  at  a  watering- 
place;  they  amused  me.  But  I  am  now  completely  indiffer- 
jent;  whether  there  are  dogs  or  men  around  me,  is  just  the 
same;.  I  still  amuse  myself  best  when  I  am  alone  in  playing 
or  painting.  I  expected  to  be  in  the  world  quite  another 
thing  than  I  am;  and  once  it  is  not  what  I  thought,  it  matters 
not  to  me  what  it  may  be. 

It  is  impossible  to  deny  that  I  have  been  unfortunate  all 
the  time. 

Tuesday^  August  igth. — I  ttDok  my  first  sea-bath  and  the 
whole  thing  makes  me  want  an  excuse  for  crying.  I  would 
sooner  dress  as  a  mussel-gatherer  than  as  I  do.  What  an 
unhappy  nature  mine  is!  I  would  like  an  exquisite  harmony 
in  every  detail  of  life;  frequently,  things  which  pass  for 
elegant  and  pretty  shock  me  by  a  want  of  art,  of  grace,  and 
of  I  know  not  what.  I  should  like  to  see  my  mother,  ele- 
gant, intellectual,  and  at  least  dignified  and  proud.  Wretched 
state  of  Existence!     In  truth,  no  one  ought  to  be  so  punished. 

Trifles?  All  is  relative,  and  if  a  pin  gives  you  as  much 
pain  as  a  knife,  what  have  the  wiseacres  to  say? 

Wednesday^  August  20th. — I  do  not  believe  that  I  can  ever 
feel  a  sentiment  in  which  ambition  has  no  part.  ^  I  despise 
people  who  are  not  of  some  importance. 

Thursday y  August  21st. — This  morning  I  went  to  make  a 
sketch  of  Mere  Justin,  who  is  seventy-three.  She  has  had 
nineteen  children  and  sells  sand. 
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People  came  but  I  pretended  to  notice  no  one,  and  then 
there  came  a  troop  of  soldiers  to  drill  on  the  beach,  and 
presently  a  beating  rain,  but  I  will  go  back  to-morrow. 
It  amuses  me  to  sketch  in  the  open  air;  these*  canvases  will 
set  off  my  studio. 

It  is  perfectly  understood,  I  hope.  I  affect  no  artistic 
exterior  nor  those  abominable  airs  of  people  who  smear  can- 
vas, without  talent,  and  dress  as  artists. 

Dieppe^  Friday^  August  22d. — Oh,  sublime  Balzac!  You  are 
the  greatest  of  earth's  geniuses;  wherever  one  turns,  it  is 
always  the  sublimest  comedy. 

I  have  just  seen  two  women,  who,  from  their  origin,  faces, 
and  life  make  me  think  of  Balzac,  that  great,  inexhaustible, 
incredible  genius. 

My  people  are  back  from  the  theatre.  They  think 
Madame  de  S —  is  plain.  That  is,  in  fact,  what  everybody  says. 

How  is  it  I  find  her  so  charming? 

I  am  willing  to  admit  that  she  is  not  pretty,  but  with  my 
artistic  eye  I  am  seduced  by  a  certain  fine  quality  in  the 
lines  of  her  lips  and  fine  angular  nose.  She  has  no  wrinkles 
on  her  cheeks,  no  pockets  under  her  eyes,  and  moreover  has 
exquisite  manners. 

Friday^  August  zgtA. — Fatalism  is  the  religion  of  the  idle 
and  desperate.  I  am  desperate  and  swear  that  I  do  not 
care  for  life.  I  would  not  utter  this  absurdity  if  I  only 
thought  it  for  the  moment,  but  I  think  it  always,  even  in  my 
most  happy  hours.  I  despise  death.  If  there  is  nothing 
beyond,  it  is  a  simple  matter,  and  if  there  is  something,  I 
commend  myself  to  God.  But  I  do  not  think  I  shall  go  to 
heaven,  for  these  earthly  tortures  will  still  continue  there; 
they  are  devoted  to  them  there. 

Monday y  September  \st, — I  hope  you  have  noticed  the  great 
change  which  has  taken  place  in  me  little  by  little. 

I  am  become  serious  and  reasonable,  and  then  I  pierce 
deeper  into  certain  ideas.     I  understand  many  things  which  I 
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did  not  understand  and  of  which  I  spoke  forrnerlj  according 
to  the  circamstances  without  any  convictions.  I  have 
grasped  to-day,  for  example,  that  it  is  possible  to  have  a 
great  affection  for  and  to  love  an  idea  as  one  loves  one*s 
self. 

Devotion  to  princes,  to  dynasties,  affects  me,  fired  Ine,  makes 
me  weep  and  would,  perhaps,  under  the  direct  impulse  of  some 
stirring  event,  make  me  act;  but  I  haVe  a  profound  sentiment 
which  preveiiti  my  absolutely  approving  of  myself  in  all 
-these 'hea)*t-burning  fluctuations.  Each  time  I  think  of  the 
great  men  who  have  served  under  other  men,  my  admiration 
for  them  baltg  and  disappears.  It  is  a  sort  of  foolish  vanity, 
.perhaps,ibut  I '  think  th^m  almost  despicable,  these  servants, 
and  I  am  only  a  royalist  when  I  put  myself  in  the  place  of  the 
king.  Now  understand,  Garttibett a  Is  not  a  mere  vulgarly 
ambitious  man^  ihe  intuition  which  makes  me  think  this 
must  be  strong  and  well  based  or  I  could  not  say  it  sincerely 
after  being  for  three  hours  steeped  in  the  reatctlonary  press. 

As  to  iby«elf,  I  bavd  no  objection  16  sefeing  myself  bow 
before  kings,  but  lean  neither  love  nor  completely  esteem  a 
man  who  would' so  bow.  .    >• 

I  do  not,  however,  reject  the  rays  shed  by  royalty!  No!  it 
id  quite  nattiraU  isit  'h6t,'that  {  should  be  chinned  to  be  the 
wife  o(  An  att&cbd  or  an  ambassador,  or  to  b^  slbotit  a  court? 
Unfortunately,  *tieh  men  have  no  fortune,  they  need  to  seek  a 
dowry.         -        '■'■'•'■ 

Now  here  I  am  speaking  my  innermost  sentiments.  I  have 
always  thought  this;  but  one  does  not  alwfit3rs  know  how  to  say 
wliat  6ne' thinks.'  I  admft:  a  coristitutioiial  royalty  as  in  Italy, 
or  in  Biigtond;  with  some  hesitation*  I  am  disgusted  with 
these  salutations  of  the  royal  family;  it  is  a  u^e^s  humiliation. 
•It  is  ail  Vdff  well  when  the  king  fe  sympathetic,  as  was  Victor 
Emmanuel,  Who  represented  and  worked  out  a  gfreat  idea,  and 
as  is  Queen  Marguerite,  Who  is  adorable  and  kind;  biit  these 
•  are  happy  accidents,  and  it  iis  much  more  natural  to  havie  an 
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elected  head;  one  (?(>nBequ6nt|y  always  sympathetic,  and  wh«> 
is  surrounded  by  an  intelligent  aristocracy. 

An  aristocracy  is  neither  de$troyed  nor  created  ta  a  day;  it 
musit  be  supported;  but  not  on  that  account  be  shut  tsp  fts  in 
a  stupid  citadel 

Ancient  dynasties  ure  the  tiegation  of  progress  and  of  inteili- 
gence. 

They  cry  out  against  mere men;  bat  why? 

Men  disappear  and  can  be  got  rid  of  when  no  longer.  «sefuL 
They  say  that  the  Republican  party  is  fiili  d  men  of  tarnished 
characters.    Some  months  ago  I  explained  my  ideas  about  that 

They  ispeak.  of  absutd  hate  against  the  persons  of  kings. 
That  is  not-  the  question.  It  js. not  that  the  man  is  bad;,  but 
that  the  function  is  usdesa. 

I  respect  iilustriobs  families;  they  always  have  existed,  exist 
now,  and  will  exist.  The  country  ought  to  honor  them;  but 
between  that  aad  stupidly  carrying  on  one's  back  forever  a  man 
and  his  posterity  .  .  .  No,  none  of  that  I  am  not  speaks 
ing  against  the  power  of  race;  on  the  contrary. 

Cdesarism  copies  the  Romans.    Why  cDpy.>    If  the  people 
are  deceived  by.  intrigues  and  disloyal'  nmneuvers,  it  is  their 
own  fault;  but  with  kings  there  is  no  necessity  for  intelligent  - 
effort;  they  can  not  even  choose,  nine  times  out  of  tej:^.     It  is: 
the  uncertain,  the  unknown,*  routine,  imbecility,  and  cowardice. 
If  the  people  be  stupid  and'  choose  badly,  they  merit  nothing 
better.     These  xeftections  are  answers  to > the  usual  remarks* 
against  the  republic. 

But  understand  clearly.  ...  My  republic  is  a  republic 
enlightened^  polished,  and  aristocratic.  What  shaii  I  call  it? 
Athenian  ii^  oidled  it.  The  word  aristocratic  requires  reflec* . 
tions  and  explanations.  Birth,  manners,  and  education,  even 
if  there  be  no  great  intelligence,  are  the  attributes  of  aristoc* 
racy.  Y^s^  for  in  social  relations  there  are  things  the  influence 
of  which  can  not  be  denied.  Besides,  there  is  only  one  possible 
equaiity>-r.^aalit;y  in  tb^  eyes  of  the  iawf^-all  other  fquialities  > 
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are  but  poor  comedies,  invented  by  the  enemies  of  liberty,  or 
begged  for  by  the  ignorant. 

Wednesday^  September  ^d, — The  arrival  of  those  who  had 
been  transported,  wearing  caps  of  liberty  and  red  sashes,  is  a 
disgraceful  thing.  They  ought  never  to  have  been  allowed  to 
return.  They  had  settled  down  where  they  were  and  will  be 
foreigners  here.  God  only  knows  what  complication  may  arise 
from  this  return  of  husbands  and  wives  after  ten  years' 
absence. 

I  have  no  time  to  tell  you  how  I  should  treat  those  mistaken 
people  who  demanded  this  return. 

Paris,  Wednesday,  September  Y^jth, — To-day  is  a  Wednesday, 
a  favorable  day,  a  seventeenth,  a  good  day  for  me  to  com- 
mence to  learn  sculpture.  I  have  been  to  see  about  the  studios. 
Robert- Fleury  came  yesterday  to  the  studio;  there  was  not 
much  to  correct,  so  he  gave  me  some  good  advice,  persuading 
me  to  persevere  with  my  painting,  which  I  know  scarcely  any- 
thing of  at  present.  ^ 

And  so  I  am  to  work  at  sculpture  by  gas-light,  instead  of 
drawing.  You  understand  I  lose  nothing  by  doing  so,  as  I 
paint  as  long  as  it  is  light  and  when  day  is  gone,  turn  to 
sculpture.  Is  it  arranged?  Yes,  indeed.  I  took  a  walk  with 
the  strong  Swede,  Amanda.  She  told  me  of  her  visit  to  Tony 
(who  was  very  kind  to  me  yesterday)  and  with  whom  she 
talked  of  all  the  students.  He  told  her  that  A —  would  always 
fail  in  drawing  and  construction.  It  is  a  fact  that  she  produces 
senseless  pictures,  swollen  heads,  eyes  awry,  etc.  As  for 
Breslau,  he  said  she  had  not  made  enough  progress,  and  Julian 
added  that  her  talent  was  one  due  to  application.  Emma  has 
good  powers,  but  will  not  work,  and  has  foolish  ideas.  He 
said  of  me:  "Well  endowed  naturally,  a  good  worker,  applies 
herself  to  art  severely,  astonishing  and  rapid  progress,  good 
drawing  *' — ^in  a  word,  a  concert  of  praise.  I  suppose  it  is 
true,  since  it  is  told  to  strangers,  and  I  am  glad,  for  it  gives 
me  courage.    I  will  work  better  and  longer  on  account  of  it 
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I  want  to  go  to  the  country,  a  true  country  place  with  trees, 
lawns,  and  a  park.  I  want  verdure  like  that  of  Schlangenbad 
or  Soden  instead  of  this  stupid  and  dried  up  Dieppe.  And 
they  tell  me  I  do  not  like  the  country. 

I  am  not  fond  of  the  country  in  Russia,  of  the  neighbors, 
the  houses — but  I  adore  trees  and  pure  air  to  such  a  degree 
that  I  wish  to  pass  a  fortnight  in  some  corner  very  green  and 
very  sweet  with  perfume,  as  before  I  wished  to  go  to  Rome. 
But  of  Rome  I  scarcely  ever  speak,  even  in  this  diary — the 
subject  drives  me  wild,  and  I  wish  to  be  tranquil. 

I  was  crossing  the  Tuileries  gardens  when  I  was  seized  with 
all  these  ideas  of  villeggtatura.  What  do  I  expect?  I  love  it 
as  much  as  I  hate  the  sandy  and  windy  beach.  But  to  pass  a 
fortnight  in  Switzerland  with  my  family  would  be  very  tire- 
some. Tiffs,  recriminations,  and  all  the  accessories  of  domes- 
tic happiness  would  be  there. 

Wednesdayy  October  ist — Here  are  the  papers  and  I  have 
just  read  the  300  pages  of  the  first  number  of  Madame 
Adam's  review.  It  disturbed  me  somewhat  and  I  left  the  stu- 
dio at  4  to  drive  in  the  Bois  with  a  new  hat  which  attracted 
attention;  but  now,  what  is  that  to  me?  I  think  Madame 
Adam  must  be  very  happy. 

I  suppose  you  know  me  well  enough  to  understand  the 
influence  that  all  these  living  questions  exercise  on  my  poor 
brain.  I  have  no  room  for  my  old  loyalty  of  feeling.  I  still 
love  violets,  but  only  as  a  flower;  not  as  a  symbol. 

I  turn  "to  the  republic  and  the  new  ideas.  To-day  I  am 
deep  in  the  "  Revue  Nouvelle**  Who  knows  whether  at  ^ome 
moment  I  may  not  become  enthusiastic  over  Prince  Napoleon, 
whom,  for  thaO  matter,  I  prefer  to  Napoleon  III.,  and  who 
really  amounts  to  something?  No;  understand  that  I  am  not 
joking,  and  that  I  am  very  advanced  in  my  politics.  One 
must  move  with  the  times,  more  especially  when  you  have  the 
real  desire  and  irresistible  longing  to  mingle  in  politics. 

Saturday y  October  ii/A.— I  left  my  drawing  of  the  head  in 
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the  middle  .ol  tj^e  we^k,  coosequeritly  when  Robert-Fleury 
{>as^  fronoi^  t^e  large  i^tudio  io  the  little  one,  I  conc^ed 
.m^eir.«uaQitg  the  !Qlp«|]^S|,but  be  saw  me  and  repros^ched  me 
mildly.  As  I  answered  he  contioued  along  the  pas^ge,  shak- 
ing hjis  bead  and  looking  ^t  me,  $o  that,  not  looking  ahead^  he 
ran  his  t^pse  against  the  door  and  I  laughed*  Of  course  he 
.was  very. chilly  in  corregting  my  torso  and  said  nothing^  kind. 
Apy  iQther  time,  with  the  same  canvas,  I  should  have  iwicceeded 
better;  so  I  am  unhappy,  out  of  sorta,  miserable,  and  if 
Julian  had  npl;  cheered. me  up  a.littlq  in  the  composition,  I 
should  have  thrown,  my^lf  on  the  ground  in  despair.  Every 
Saturday'semotionoosts.  me  dearly..  If  the  professor*  could 
suspect  the  tormeuts  I  undergQ  they  would  not  have  the 
courage  to  $ay  anything. 

Satf^rday^.\Qctop^r  zsth^^Uy  painting  Is  <^)>etter,  much 
better."  The  other  day  we  did  the  hour's  sketch  for  places, 
and. this. morning  they  were  exhibited  in  the  little  room,  where 
Tony  ^huts  hix^self  up.-  Hja  refuses  absolutely  to  number 
them,  saying  that  it  is  impossible  ;*  ibat  an  hour *s.  work  is  of 
no  account,  and  finally  that  ihe.wiil;  put  wmbirB  by  chance 
.with  his  back  turned.  If  it  iweoreunot  serious^, it  wottW.  be 
amusing,  for  we  were  listening  at  tbe.door, 

"Mademoiselle  Marie,"  said  he,  "you  are  you^kg,  I  might 
have  placed  you. first;  that  m^ans  nothing.  .  Another  time  you 
:l^ill  give  me  your  week's  studies,  according  to  which  I  will 
place  you.  This  way  is  not  common  sense/'  . 
^  With ;  No*  3  I  shall  hav^  a  very  good  place  for  the  compe- 
titju>n.;     . 

Gamb^ta  has  returned  to  Vzxx%  *  , 

,  Tkun^day^  Qctai0r  30/>i.— France ;  is^  a  charnuftg  and  amus- 
iDgconntry*  .  It  haa ,  riots,  revoluitione,  fashioos>  wit,.gifaee, 
ej^gance-rall  that  gives  charm  to  Ufe-^he  unforeseen*  :  But 
you  mu^t  not  look  for  a  serious  government,  not  a  virtuous  man 
(in  the  ancient  meaning  of  the  word),  nor  a  marriage  of  love, 
^or  even  tri^e  wit,    They  are  ve/y  strong,  the  French  painters; 
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but  with  the  exceptioh  of  G^ricault^  and  ia  our  time;  Bastien- 
Lepage,  the  divine  inspxration  is  laddngii  And  never/  never, 
never  will  France  produce  what  Italy  and  Holland  have  pro- 
duced in  their  special  directions.  ■'     > 

A  fine  country  for  gallantry  arid  pleasure,  but*^bttt  never- 
theless the  other  conntries,  with  their  sotidly  respectable 
qualities,  are  often  tiresome*  If,  however,  I  complain  of 
France  it  is  because  I  am  not  married.  France  for  youkig 
girls  is  an  infamous  oonntry;  yes,  inf anions  is  not  tod  strong. 
It  is  impossible  to  exhibit  moi^e  cold  cynicism  in  the  wedding 
of  two  beings  than  is'  done  here  wlien  a  man  and  a  woman 
are  married. 

Commerce,  trade,  speculation,  are  honorable  words  applied 
properly^  1>ut  iappliedto  marriage- they  are  infamous,  and  still, 
they  are  the  ino$t  appropriate  in  speaking  of  :French  marriages. 

Saturday^  November  %th. — I  have  finished  the  portrait  of  the 
concierge.  '■  It  is  very  like.  They  feel  great  joy  in. the  room. 
Her  daughteiiy  stepson,  grandchildren,  and  sister  are  all  in 
ecstasy.    . 

Unfortunately  Tony  did  not  share  their  enthustasm.  He 
began  by  saying  that  it  was  not  bad,  but  that  it  was  not  as 
good  as  it  should  have  been.  lean  not  deny  that  I  have  not 
as  miich^the  gift  of- painting  as  of  drawing.  Drawing,  con- 
struction, form,  come  of  themselves^  The  pictorial  side  of  my 
character  does  not  develop  quickly  enough.  He  says  I  lose 
time  in  this  way.     I  must  stop,  he  says,  and  prepare  myself. 

**You  are  wasting  your  time,  it  is  evident;  and  since  you 
are  much  gifted,  since  you  show  great  taste,  I  am  sorry." 

<^  It'ddes  not  please  me  either,  Monsieur,  but  I  do  not  know 
what  todo  about  it.*'  i 

"I  have  ^wishe<i  to  talk  it  over  with  you  for  a  long  while. 
We  must  try  all  possible  mieans,  pet'haps  it  is  oilly  neoesisary 
to  ^ive  yott  afew  bintfc.^' 

**Tell  me  what  I  must  do,  must  I  drait  froni  a  copy,  from 
plaster,  or  from  still  life?    I  will  do  whatever  you  prescribe^' > 
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**  You  will  do  all  I  tell  you  to?  well,  then,  we  are  certain  to 
find  a  way  out.  Come  and  see  me  on  Saturday,  and  we  will 
speak  of  it." 

I  ought  to  have  gone  on  a  Saturday  long  ago,  all  the 
students  do  it.     He  is  a  good  fellow. 

Monday^  November  lofh, — I  went  to  church  yesterday.  I  go 
from  time  to  time  to  show  that  I  am  not  a  nihilist. 

I  say  very  often,  laughingly,  that  life  is  only  a  transition 
state.  I  wish  I  could  believe  it,  to  console  me  for  my  misery, 
my  brutal  sufferings,  my  unworthy  doubts  and  fears. 

The  whole  world  is  such  a  sham.  I  feel  so  much  disgust 
and  astonishment  at  shams  every  day,  that  I  know  myself  free 
from  such  sickening  meanness. 

Friday,  November  14th, — H  for  several  days  I  have  written 
nothing,  it  is  because  there  has  been  nothing  interesting  to 
write. 

Thus  far  I  have  been  charitable  to  my  fellow-beings.  I 
have  neither  said  nor  repeated  evil  things.  I  have  always 
defended  those  who  were  attacked  in  my  presence,  from  the 
selfish  feeling  that  one  day  they  might  do  as  much  for  me.  I 
have  defended  ev«n  those  I  did  not  know,  praying  God  to 
make  them  do  the  same  for  me.  I  never  had  a  serious  idea 
of  hurting  anyone,  and  if  I  wished  for  wealth  or  power,  it  was 
with  ideas  of  generosity,  goodness,  and  charity  whose  breadth 
astounds  me.  But  that  did  not  succeed.  .  I  shall  continue  to 
give  20  sous  to  the  beggars  in  the  street,  because  the  poor 
souls  bring  tears  to  my  eyes,  but  I  fear  I  shall  become  ill- 
tempered. 

It  would  be  beautiful  to  remain  good,  though  much  tried  and 
unhappy.  But  it  would  be  amusing  to  become  cross,  bad, 
backbiting,  harmful,  since  it  is  all  the  same  in  the  eyes  of 
God,  and  He  notices  nothing.  Besides,  we  must  learn  to 
believe  that  God  is  not  what  we  imagine  Him  to  be.  God  is  per- 
haps Nature  herself,  and  all  the  events  of  life  are  governed 
by  chance,  which  at  times  brings  about  strange  coincidences 
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and  events  which  compel  a  belief  in  a  Providence.  As  to  our 
prayers  to  God,  our  faith  in  Him,  our  conversations  with 
Him,  I  have  learned  to  my  cost  that  they  are  worse  than 
useless. 

To  feel  one's  power,  to  have  strength  to  move  heaven  and 
earth,  and  to  be  nothingl  I  do  not  complain  aloud,  but  all 
these  struggles  are  wrtttifen  on  my  face.  '  People  say  that  these 
things  are  of  no  consequence  so  long  as  we  keep  silent;  but 
they  come  again  and  again  to  the  surface. 

Saturday y  November  15^.-^!  admire  Zoia,  but  there  are 
some  things  of  which  everybody  speaks  which  I  can  neither 
bring  myself  to  say,  nor  even  to  write.  I  have  no  hesitation 
in  talking  slang  occasionally,  but  there  are  certain  filthy  things 
(I  do  not.  mean  immoral)  that  disgust  me. 

Wednesday y  November  ii)th, — Robert-Fleury  came  this  even- 
ing; and  besides  giving  me  good  advice,  we  passed  a  pleasant 
evening  around  the  sam^ar  and  in  my  studio,  the  more  so  as 
he  explained  to  me  very  clearly  how  to  manage  the  lamps. 
Tony  is  not  paid,  nor  in  any  way  pecuniarily  interested;  he  is 
too,  a  man  of  standing;  he  repeated  this  evening  what  he 
told  Madame  Bfeskui,  that  of  all  the  students,  her  daughter 
and  myself  alone  had  unusual  gifts.  ^  The  rest  amounted  to 
nothing.  He  spoke  of  each  one,  and  it  amused  me  to  see  the 
way  in  which  he  treated  the  conceited  girls. 

Of  me  he  only  spoke  well,  when  I  went  out  of  the  room. 
But  he  insisted  on  my  continuing,. adding  that  he  was  certain 
of  my  reaching  a  good  result;  that  for  an  saiaateur  I  already 
showed  talent,  but  that  I  might  look  much  higher;  that  with 
continual  guidance  I  should  make  greater  .progress;  that  he 
would  take  fecial  charge  of  md;  and  he  advised  me  not  to 
work  all  the  time  at  the  studio,  but  occasionally  to  have  a 
model  at  home,  and  to  devote  the  evening  to  sculpture.  He 
will  come  and  give  me  the  first  hints,  and  some  night  he  will 
bring  Chapu. 

In  a  word,, I  am  quite  under  his  wing.    So  to  recompense 
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him  a  Httle,  I  ordered  my  portrailt,  a  s^ieUl  sise;  bat  it  spioils 
tay  happickess, .  I  fear  it  may  be  too  dMr.       • 

.He  has  been  as  kind  afe'  passible  all  the  evening,  talking  and 
advising.     What  tires  me  is  to  make  my  copies. 

.  Saiurdaj^  Ncvemter  »2</.— I  went  to  taije  him  kny  copy. 
^  It  is;  not  \Axgt  enough ; :  you  ha^ife  nlc^got  eaiou^h  Coii^dence." 
i  5yill  do  more  nejtt  weekr«~two  of  Rtibens*  headli.  copied  by 
tb4  father  ^  Bobert^Fleur^,  who  wasiagveat  artiet^'  and  then 
a  small  painting  by  hinvbut  otiginaL  ,  ; 
.  As  I  £(dmtred  greatly  the  sketch*  he  ma^  for  the  iseillsg  of 
the  ibuxemb()u]:ti;  (I  mean  Toriy)^  he*  ofMred  it  ta  mei'in  the 
most  gfaceful'wajf,  laying  thatJit  was  agceat  pleasure  to  him 
tO!  give  it  b6  a  conookseaT  who  possessed  appf  ecfcuion. 

<<  But,  Monsieur,  there  can  be  ito  ladk  :of  people  irho  appre^ 
ciateybtir  work.-*; 

"POasiblyj  \m\  itls^notthe  «ai?^e  thing/'-  -  •■ 

I  am  igetting  braver,  and  have  almost  loift  iay  lear?^  him. 
After  havkig  seen. him  onc^oi*  twice  a  week  for  two  years  at 
thel>tudic>>  it^seemb  funny  actually  to  chat  wiih  hitti^  and  that 
bt  shdttld  help^m&oil  \trith  .my  cloak.  A  ihtle  moMf  and  we 
shall  bea  rpair  of  friends.  il£  k'  weitd  aolt  i6x  the  pcnrait  I 
should  be  happy^  for  Ifiy  mdstet  is-as  good  aspofisible  to  me. 

and  he  made  twenty*  ^housJEmdeKotisdSy^^itegring  thuitt  lie  ^ would 
thereby  Ios6  aUaudiority  over  mb  and  thiere  would  be  noway 
to  get  along;,  atli.theindre  that  the  least  sign  of  politienesS'to  tne 
Would.seem  like^a  shameless  favDfiHism;.  ^ey  wcmld^say  that 
iweask.himtoldiiineivaaidlihat  I:  can  do  whalt  I  like 'i^ith  him 
Jdtcautelamrids.  The.gobd  mki^  is  >ng4it,  at»i  it  miglit  lead 
io  his  treeing '  me  W6rse  than  I  deserved.  The  Spaniard 
caused  Breslftu  to  be  rude  to  lne<  by  ooAtinualty  saying  that 
sb^  was  my soaidj  ■.••.'•''  ■ '"■    '■-  ■•'•"''• 

•  Tti4sde^^  I/mi€mbir  u$th^^**^n[^t^  stddio  at  Nd  37  has  been 
hired  and  is  almost  finished.  * 

I  passed  the  day  thQ|»i  to-day^  iiis  verylarge^  virith|^y  widls. 
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1  carried  there  two  shabbj  Gobelin  tapestries,  which  cover  the 
end  wall,  a  Persian  carp^  some  Chinese- mats^  a  Urge  square 
Algerian  divan,  a  dais  for  the  model,  a  lot:  of  odd  pieces  of 
different  materials,  and  some  4drge  satinette  draperies  of  a 
warDi,  titdftclded  ebloif.  ;  ■  .  ■ 

1  took  4dter,'to©,  agi^iit  ma«y  caists.  The  Vewnses  oi  Mllo, 
of  Medtcis/  i^tid  of  Ntmes;-  the  Apollo  and  the  Faan  of 
Naples,  a  ca^-of  a  body*  showing  the  muscles,  several  bas 
reliefs,  etc.,  k  portmanteau,  a  fountain,  a  mirror  which  cost 
4  francs  and  ej;  centimes,  a  32^ran0 clock,  a  chair,  a  stove,  a 
chest  of  drawers  with  the  top  arranged  for  a  color-box,  a  full 
tea-set,  an  inkstand  and  a  pen,  a  pail,  a  bucket,  and  a  quan-' 
tfty  ol  canvases,  Caricatures,  studies,  and  sketches.  '       • 

To-m6i:rowi  will  unpack  some  drawings,  but  I  feat  they 
will  make  my  painting  look  poor.  I  have  also  a  flayed  arm 
and  a  leg,  life-size,  a  skeleton,  and  a  box  of  carpenter's  tools. 
I  must  geft^an  Antlnou«: 

Weinesdayy  I^eember  25M.-*-We  went  to  call  on  Pftre-Didon 
at  the  Dominican  Monastery.  Need  I  tell  you  that  Pdre  Dldon 
is  the  preacher  whose  fame  has  been  daily  growing  for  the  last- 
ten  years  an<l  of  whbm,  jti^t  now,  aH  Paris  is  talking.  '  He 
expected  us.  As  soon  as  we  arrived  they  went  to  tett-hrm, 
and  we  waited  in  the  reception-room,  full  of  windows,  with  a 
table,  threfe  chairs;*  Sirid  a  pretty  little  stove.  I  saw  his  portrait 
yesterday,  so  I  knew  that  he.  had  splendid  eyes. 

He  was  very  amiable,  very  polite>  very  handsome  in  his  beauti- 
ful gown  of  white  wool,  which  reminded  me  of  the  "dresses  I 
used  to  wear. '  Withbilt  the  tonsure^  his  head  Would  be  of  the 
same  type  as  Caissifegiiac's,  but  more,  intelligent,  and  with 
more  honest  eyes;  his  attitude,  too,  is  more  natural  though 
very  dignified;  his  face  is  beginning  to  become  hfeafvy,^Tid  he 
has'  the  i^ame  disagrceaWe  distorted  something  about  the 
mouth  as  Cassagn^c;  Ibtrt  very  distinguished,  without  ^^imtri 
charm  of  the  Creole,'  a  dull  complexion,  a  fine  forehead,  the 
bead  well  carried;  adorably  white  and  beautiful  hand«,  mA: 
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a  maimer  which  is  cheerful  and  full  of  good  humor.  I 
would  like  to  see  him  with  a  mustache. 

Plenty  of  wit  in  spite  of  a  great  deal  of  assurance*  It  is 
easy  to  see  that  he  knows  the  extent  of  his  celebrity,  that  he  is 
accustomed  to  be  worshiped,  and  that  he  is  sincerely  happy 
oyer  his  renowiL  Mdre.  H —  naturally  warned  him  of  the 
wonder  he  would  see,  and  we  spoke  about  making  his  portrait. 

He  did  no^  refuses;  but  said  it  would  be  difficult,  almost 
impossible  for  a  young  girl  to  paint  the  portrait  of  Pdre  Didon. 
He  is  so  much  sought  after,  and  so  much  is  said  about  him. 

But  that  is  precisely  why  I  wish  to  do  it,  idiot! 

I  was  introduced  as  a  fervent  admirer.  This  was  the  first 
time  I  had  ever  seen  him,  but  he  is  just  what  I  had  fancied 
him  to  be,  with  his  inflections  of  voice  passing  from  the  most 
caressing  tones  to  outbursts  which  are  almost  terrifying,  even 
in  simple  conversation. 

He  promised  to  come  and  see  us,  and,  for  a  moment,  I  was 
satisfied  with  that;  but  it  was  stupid  and  false.  What  I  wish 
now  is^  for  him  to  be  willing  to  pose.  There  is  nothing  in  the 
world  that  would  suit  so  admirably  my  rOle  of  ambitious  artist. 

Thursday^  December  ztth. — We  went  for  a  sleigh-ride  with 
Madame  G-^. 

The  evening  ended  in  a  farce;  the  princess,  Alexis,  and 
Blanc  went  off  to  the  Varieties,  and  we  (Dina,  the  Count  de 
Toulouse,  and  I)  extracted  a  champagne  supjier  from  the  side- 
board, and  having  supped,  we  arranged  four  places  about  the 
table.  I  poured  water  with  some  white  wine  into  the  empty 
champagne  bottle  which  I  carefully  recprked,  and  played  a 
similar  trick  with  the  foie  gras.  They  will  all  come  back 
to  supper. 

I  wish  them  a  good  appetite! 

Sunday^  December  14th. — Berthe  came  to  fetch  me,  and  with 
Bojidar  we  went  off  on  foot  to  explore  the  Latin  Quarter, 
Place  Saint  Sulpice,  Rue  Mouffetard,  Rue  de  Nevers,  the 
Morgue,  Rue  des  Anglais,  etc. 
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We  rode  in  a  street  car  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  then 
walked  again,  and  kept  it  up  from  3  to  7.  There  is  nothing 
more  adorable  than  old  Paris;  it  recalls  Rome,  and  Dumas* 
novels,  and  "  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,"  with  Quasimodo,  and  a 
heap  of  charming  ancient  things. 

We  bought  chestnuts  at  a  street  corner,  and  then  passed 
twenty  minutes  in  one  old  shoe-shop,  where  we  spent  nearly 
9  francs,  and  in  another,  where  they  were  almost  rude  to 
us  because  I  bargained  with  them.  ''How,  Madame,  you 
haggle  about  7  francs,  and  you  would  not  hesitate  about 
paying  200  for  a  fur  cloak!" — ^the  one  I  had  on,  by  the  way, 
was  worth  2,000. 

In  turning  a  cQrner,  as  our  shoes  made  no  noise,  we  let 
Bojidar  pass  on,  ^nd  hid  in  a  doorway;  but  he  soon  found 
us,  and  we  went  to  two  express  companies  to  order  two  large 
wagons  with  four  horses  to  carry  Monsieur  A-r-'s  furniture. 
Berthe  quietly  gave  particulars:  Two  grand  pianos,  a  bath, 
side-boards  with  double  mirrors,  crockery,  a  billiard  table, 
etc.  Afterward, .  we  panted  to  go  in  everywhere,  and  be 
saucy  to  everybody;  but  it  was  7  o'clock.  We  had  to  take  a 
cab;  but  we  were  scarcely  in,  when  the  horse  fell,  and  we  got 
out  again.  They  put  the  poor  beast  on  his  legs,  and  we 
started  once  more. 

I  have  not  spoken  of  a  very  innocent  couple  who  were 
with  us  in  the  street  car.  We  made  them  stare  by  telling 
all  sorts  of  stories  such  as  the  one  of  the  young  girl,  who,  in 
a  collision  on  a  railroad^  had  such  a  severe  shock  that  her 
knees  were  forced  through  her  chest  and  came  out  through 
her  back. 

Sunday^  December  28M. — Paul  is  going  to  be  married.  1 
give  my  consent.  I  will  tell  you  why.  She  adores  him,  and 
wants  to  marry  him  very  much.  She  is  of  tolerably  good 
family,  well  known,  of  the  same  neighborhood,  rich  enough, 
pretty,  and^  to  judge  from  her  letters,  has  a  pleasing  char, 
acter;  and  then,  she  wishes  it.    It  may  be  that  she  is  a  little 
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m6re  excited  about  it  because  t*aul  is  the  son  of  a  marshal  of 
the  nobility  and  has  fashionable  irdations  in  Paris,  i  All  the 
oxore  rieasoQ  why  I  should  eonse&t.:  Thanks  to  Rosalia's 
tiegUgence,  my  letter  to  Paul  never  reaobed  hixa.;  Mamma 
ha^  agreed  to  it.    The  young  lady  sent 'this  tdegijam: . 

"Delighted.    Happy.     Thanks  to  luatnma  oh  my  kiiees.     CoAe  back 

t  '  .  ■       .         • 

They  ^ay  that  the  poor  little  girl  Is  afraid  of  the  Parisian 

part  of  the  family,  and' of  me,  so  proud,.  haiighty,'*dnd  stern. 
T8ut  it' is  not  I  who  will  say  no,  though  1'  have  nev^r  loved  as 
she  loves.  I  wohld  not  have  it  on  my  conscience  to'  cause 
chagrin  to  any  onfe.  It  iS' easy  to  gay  that  brie  is' this  or  that, 
and  that  one  is  becoming  bad;  but  when  the  opportunity  pre- 
sents itself  to  give  ^aih  to  d  fellow-being,  ^  ^o  not  even  think 
twice.  If  1  srtrffief  torture,'  shall  I  cui-^'it  by  torturing  jottiers? 
It  is'  ffbm  nd  iilnate "goodriess  that  1  aril  good,  but  because  if 
I  were  not;  it  would  weigh  on  niy  conscience,  anld  that  would 
torment  nie.  Truly,'  selfish  people  shoijfld  do ;ohiy  good;  eyiJ* 
doing  inakds  one  too  tinhapp(y.  Weft,' every  one  £6  his  taste! 
Besides,  P4ui  will  n^ver  be  aiiything^b'ut  a  gentleman  farmer. 
'  Wictneid(t;^y  j6ecembd^  )^i'k.^t  't.Hlnk  that  1  am  goiri^  to  be 
ilU  I  aiii  so  weak  1  could  cf y  foi'  nothing.  We  went  to  the 
Magasin^'dtt  Lbuvr^,  when  we  came  out  of  tiie  studio.  It 
needs  Zola  to  describe  this  exasperating,  busy,  disgusting 
crowd,  running,  biistlin^,  with  nose  aheiad  and  wahclering 
eyes.  It  made  nie  feel  nerVotis'  and'  faint.  Mamma  sent  to 
the  beatitlfur  (h^aveti  forgive  me)  Alexandrine  Pachtenko  a 
simple  and  iappt-opriate  ldtter;^'arid  thi^  is  wMt  I  wrote,  oh 
smd6th,  white  paper,  with  ^  littli  M  surihounted  by  a  coro- 
net in  gold. 


.**  Dear  Mademoiselle: — My  brother  wiif  bripg.you  nuaawa*^.  ^o^iscnt.  1 
pray  for  your  happiness,  and  hope  that  you  will  makeopr  dear  Paul  as  happy 
tA  ht  dieJ^^rvfes  to  be.  Looting  fdtward  to  i!ie  pieasureofVelcdmiog  you 
«iiiu«ig  t(i,  1  embiiMe  ybti  eottiklly. 


.fi  •  ■    ■'  5'  -.  •     '  ■:  ..»•••■  j:  -'li  i!" 
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* 

What  else  could  I  say?  Paul,  built  like  a  Hercules,  a 
handsome  man,  might  make  a  better  marriage;  this  is  the 
one  he  chooses.     I  accept  it  for  the  young  girl's  sake. 

What  a  sad  ending  of  the  year!  I  think  I  will  go  to  bed 
at  II  so  that  I  may  be  asleep  at  midnight,  instead  of 
tiring  myself  out  in  looking  for  good  luck. 


[BND  or  PART  I.] 
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Thursday^  January  u/.— I  have  been  to  the  studio  this 
morning,  so  that,  having  worked  on  the  first  of  the  year,  I 
shall  work  all  the  year.  Afterward  we  paid  some  visits  and 
went  to  the  Bois. 

Paul  left  this  evening  at  7.  Mamma  alone  went  with 
him  to  the  train.  Seeing  people  off  saddens  me.  I  let  him 
go  without  more  emotion  than  if  he  had  gone  for  a  walk, 
and  if  I  had  gone  to  the  station  I  should  certainly  have 
shed  tears. 

Saturday y  January  ^d, — I  cough  continually;  but,  by  a 
miracle,  instead  of  it  making  me  unsightly,  it  gives  me  an  air 
of  languor  which  suits  me. 

Monday y  January  ^th, — ^Well,  things  go  badly!  I  have 
begun  to  work  again,  but  as  I  did  not  have  a  complete  rest  I 
feel  an  intense  languor  and  discouragement.  And  the  Salon 
so  near!  I  talked  about  it  to  Julian,  the  great,  and  we 
agree  about  it,  more  especially  is  this  his  opinion,  that  I  am 
not  ready. 

Let  us  see;  I  have  worked  for  two  years  and  four  months 
without  deducting  lost  time  and  traveling.  Not  much;  yet,  in, 
one  sense,  a  great  deal !  I  have  not  worked  hard  enough.  I  have 
lost  time.  I  have  relaxed  my  energies.  I — in  a  word,  I  am  not 
ready.  "  The  pricks  of  a  pin  drive  you  mad,"  said  Edmond, 
"but  you  can  stand  a  heavy  blow  from  a  club."  It  is  true. 
One  eternal  comparison — Breslau.  She  began  in  June,  1875. 
That  gives  her  four  and  a  half  years,  and  two  years  at  Zurich 
or  Munich;  total,  six  years  and  a  half,  not  deducting  travel  or 
lost  time,  as  I  had  to  do.    She  had  painted  two  years  before 

V  .  (6) 
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she  exhibited..   I  hav^  ,painted ipr  a  year  and  six montl|ft  and 
I  could' no*  •eyhitift  mik  as  much  honor  as  s^e  gained.'  * 

As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  that  would  be  nothing.  I  could 
wait.  I  am  courageous,  and  if  they  tell  me  to  wait  a  year,  I 
answer  sincerely:  "It  is  wejl.**  ■  But  my  public,  my  family; 
they  will  no  longer  believe  in  met  '  I  might  exhibit,  but  what 
Julian  vf^nts  is  that  I  should  pain|t  a  s^n^atlon^  portrait,  and 
I  should  dp  that  poorly,  Thi$.  is.  wbaj;  it.  is  tp  get;,pn  .aliigh. 
horse.  There  are  those  in  the  studio  ..five  tunes  less  ^rong 
than  I.  They  exhibited,  and  no  notice  was  takei^,.  that  is  true. 
But  what  shall  I  do?  "You  need  neither  lesson^  nor  qr(|ers  of 
50  or  109  francs;  you  must  make  a  sens^tioa  It  would  be 
altogether  unworthy  to  ^exhibit  something  like  the  ptbers 
have  done.**  ;    ,     .    j 

That  is  also  my  opinion;  but  my  public,  the  family,  and 
friends  in  Russia?  .   , 

Do  you  know  Julian  says  I  draw  ten  tidies  better.,  than. 
Manet,  and  then  adds  that  I  can  not  d;-aw  a,  b|it; ,"  Ypu  ought 
to  do  better!"  ... 

/.am  much  annoyed  and  want  to  jid  myself  of  the  whole 
business. 

Madame  G —  came  to  inquire  for  me,  for,  do  you  ki^w,  I 
am  barking  like  a  dbg;. 

^  Saturday^  January  iph. — The  doctor  says  that  my  cough 
is  purely  nervous;  he  may  be  right,  for  I  h$ive  caught  no  foVd. 
Ihave  no  sore  throat,*nopain  Jn  mycfi^st^/  I,sin?jp^t$tran^le 
and  feel  a  pain  in  my  right  side.  Ho\^ever,  I  go  to  my  room 
at  II,  and.  though  I  am  hoping  to  fa,ll  $ick,  so  that  I  shali  not. 
be  obliged  io  go.  to  the  ball,  I  dreps.     I  am  beautiful. 

Tuesday f  January  2oth,-^0n,  i^eturnipg  ^ffom  the  studio.  I 
learned  that  Madame  G—  had  been  here  expeaingio  find  me 
in  my  j;oom,  and  she  was  furious  because  I  do  not  tali:e  care  qf. 
myself  as  old  people  do.    And  then,  the  tickets  promisjedifor.t 
to-morrow  were  givpn  to  Madame  de  Rothscjiild. :  ...... 

1  would  readily  give  xo,ooo  /r^nc»  for  a  perpetual  card  of 


^ 
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admiiisk>Q.  It  would  be  such  a  relief  not  tg  h«?e  td  ask-  for 
tick^tSf  t^  be  intiet)eodei}t.:    : 

Barten  as]>ifations^  baroon  and: miserable  intrigaes,  barfen 
di9Gtt99ions  wH&  my  faidily,  banfea  erenlngs  passed  in  talking 
of  wbati  would  likey-tfithoat  lAaklng  a  singfe  step^towdM 
aoCompMsbing  it^  bacrch^^nd  miseilalble  effotts! 

..f&A»ri4W'/«»^Ww  went   to 

the  rccmcert  and  bail  given  under,  the  patronage  of  Queen 
Idabella^  for  the  beilefit  df  those  \^ho  eai^red  by  the  Inttnda- 
ttons-  in  Murotji.  The  Queeti  traui  ^fxresent  at  the  oonoert,  aind 
afterward  came  into  thQ.ball-raoai  aad  stayed  :sn  h^mt. 

I  do  not  altogether  like  dkndilgi  -  It  is  not:  atttu sb g  16  fttl 
cme's  ^If  io  the  Unas  x>f  a  aiaoi  ■  Iti.  short  it  is  a  'tatter  of 
indiffersnde  to  mis^  for  I  have  oi^ver  tmdeestqod  those  troubles 
ciiiisediby  waltaitig>idf  wbtdi  dowels,  speak.    « 

ludangihg^  L^y'thiak.of.  theHookcrs-on.:  .. 

Thursdayy  February  ^th, — I  would  like  to  do  everyday  as 
I  have  donfi.:to-day;  wbrk  ffom  8  tc^u,  and  frofn  2  to  5.  At 
5  they  brought  the  lamp,  and  I  drew  until  hall- past  7* 

From  7t9^  dressing;  at  8,  dianct;  .reading  and  sl^ep, 
till  II. 

Still,  to  work  from  a  to  hat&post  f  without  atopping  is,  per- 
haps>  too  fatiguing.  j  . 

..  Tm$ii^^  Fs^rumy  ioik-^l:  bkve  had  a  long  conversation 
with  Father  Julian  about  my  .S'di/iioB  picture;  I  sabmitted  two 
ideasv  oi  which  he  a^pcwes.  :  I  wiU  draw  both;  it  will  take 
ttbree^days,  and  ttea  wf  wilLehbck^e.  I:api  not  strong  enough 
to  oubke  a  brilliant  sucottss  of  a:  Bias's  portrait^^-a  thankie&s 
taskr^bttt  I  fastve  the  ett^iiglh  to  ezectite  a  figure  iif ensile  and 
nude»  the  thing  wfaicb  is  the  goal^  Astys  JnUany  vi  all  who  feel 
they. hare  tiiic^t.  This  man  amuses  ftie;  he  pidUres  a  great 
future  far  tale;  b^  wilt  .make  iike  do  this  and'  that,  if  onrly  I 
will  be  "wise,"  and  since  our  last  talk,  I  am  "wise,** -  Next 
year;!  will  pain tLa^.  portrait  of  sonO'Celdsratednian^-^anci  a 
picture.    "  I  want  you  to  rise  from  the  ranks  all  at  onca" 


8  JOURNAL  OF  MARIE   BASHKIRTSBFF. 

For  this  year,  I,  the  lucky  one,  hare  selected  this:  A  woman 
sitting  at  a  table,  her  chin  resting  on  her  hand,  and  her 
elbow  on  the  table.  She  is  reading  a  book,  a  blaee  of 
light  on  beautiful  blonde  hair.  Title:  "The  Question  of 
Divorce/'  by  Dumas.  This  book  is  just  out,  and  the  question 
is  exciting  everybody.  The  other  picture  is  simply  Dina  in  a 
white  china  crape  skirt,,  sitting  in  a  large,  old-fashioned  chair, 
her  arms  hanging  down  with  interlocked  fingers.  A  very  simple 
pose,  but  so  graceful  that  I  hastened  to  sketch  it  one  evening^ 
when,  quite  by  chance,  she  had  thrown  herself  snto  the  attitude. 
It  is  somewhat  in  the  style  of  R^amier,  and  to  prevent  the 
chemise  looking  immodest*  I  shall  add  a  colored  sash.  In  this 
second  idea,  what  tempts  me  is  the  complete  simplicity  and 
the  fine  bits  of  paintings,    Oh^  it  will  be  truly  delicious! 

To-day  I  am  in  the  seventh  heaven^  I  feel  myself  altogether 
superior,  great,  happy,  and  capable.  I  believe  in  a  future. 
In  short,  all  is  well. 

Monday^  February  16/*.-— We  have  been  to  visit  the  Queen, 
who  was  very  kind. 

I  am  continually  looking  for  a  heap  of  things  for  my  pic- 
ture. 

This  evening  at  the  Fran^ais,  the  first  performance  of  Sar- 
dou*s  "  Daniel  Rochat."  Quite  an  event.  We  had  an  excellent 
box  with  six  seats.  The  audience  was  superb — all  society  and 
the  members  of  the  government. 

As  to  the  piece,  I  must  see  it  again,  but  it  seems  to  n^  that 
there  are  tiresome  parts.  There  is  quite  a  Swiss  atmosphere 
about  it.  But  there  was  so  much  noise,  applause^  hissing, 
approval^  and  protest,  that  one  could  only  hear  the  half  of 
what  the  actors  said.  The  hero  is  a  great  orator,  a  sort  of 
atheistic  Gambetta;  the  heroine  a  young  girl,  an  Anglo- 
Amerioin,  Protestant,  very  liberal  and  a  Republican,  but  a 
believer. 

You  can  imagine  how  much  can  be  made  of  such  a  subject 
at  the  present  time. 


^  JOURNAL  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSBFF.  9 

Wednesday^  February  z$th, — ^While  running  after  models  at 
L^onie's  I  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  almost  the  entire 
Baudouin  family.  It  is  Zola  pure  and  simple,  the  Zola  of 
Nana;  that  is  the  nanie  I  give  L^onie.  A  mixture  of  sim- 
plicity and  astonishing  perversity. 

At  present  she  does  not  pose.  "  I  posed  when  I  did  not 
know  what  I  was  doing.  It  is  not  proper  to  pose.  I  am  at 
a  dressmaker's.  It  is  not  amusing,  but  he  wishes  it."  '*  Who 
is  he?"     "  My  friend,  for  I  live  with  a  gentleman." 

And  her  sister  tells  me  that  she  is  crazy  about  him,  especially 
since  he  has  taken  to  beating  her. 

Sunday^  February  29/^. — ^Julian  came  to  see  my  picture. 
He  is  very  pleased  with  it,  and  has  spoken  to  Tony,  who 
will  come  also;  he  is  very,  very  busy,  but  he  will  come  with 
pleasure  when  I  let  him  know. 

Wedntsday^  March  3^.— From  this  time  I  shall  have  to  stop 
going  out  evenings,  to  be  able  to  rise  without  fatigue  and 
work  from  8  o'clock. 

I  have  only  sixteen  days  left. 

Friday^  March  i^th. — Julian  came  again  to  see  my  picture. 
He  finds  the  plush-covered  table,  the  book,  and  the  flowers, 
very  good.  "The  rest  will  come;  the  whole  thing  has^^y  it 
is  striking."  I,  who  wept  this  morning,  came  home  at  6, 
consoled  and  happy,  and  I  find  mamma  in  tears,  with  two  tele- 
grams, one  from  my  father. 

If  mamma  leaves  to-morrow,,  Dina  will  go  with  her.  I  have 
only  a  week.  I  shall  neverbe  able  to  find  a  model;  and  even 
if  I  found  one  to-morrow,  I  should  have  only  six  days,  and  it 
is  not  possible;  so  I  have  lost  all,  and  I  will  not  hide  from 
you  that  I  weep  from  disappointment,  and  also  because 
nothing  succeeds  with  me.  I  get  an  idea — a  sensational  sub- 
ject, which  must  have  an  effect  in  spite  of  the  imperfection  of 
execution,  and  which  would  give  me  at  once  what  I  might  not 
be  able  to  have  otherwise  in  a  year's  time;  and  now  all  is  at 
an  end.     Everything  falls  to  pieces.    The  work  is  only  half 
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done,  and  It  must  be  abandoned.  This  Is,  indeed,  mififortutie. 
Think  of  me  what  yoti  will,  but  Paur«  romatitiic^'  troubles 
make  no  impression  upon  me,  and  my  own  disappolncmeat 
filte  me  with  despair  and  exaisperation.  I  do  iiot  isee  how  I 
can  e;f plain  it.  There  is  another  motive  for  it  than  eg^otfsm; 
and  even  should  it  be  egotism,  surely,  I  am  unhappy  enough 
•^forlorn  cfnoughto  ^xeruse  my  being  selfish. 

Then  all  the  dreams  for  this  year  vanish.  I  must  wait  a 
whole  year  longer.  Do  you  think  that  seems  little?  I  suffer 
so  much  every  day.  I  hoped  t<irfitt^' consolation  in  my  paint- 
ing, and  you  see  how  it  all  turns.  6/ut.    ' 

Atid  jny  poor  painting  id  sadriiiced;  my  ambitioxis  disap- 
pointed; the  pleai&ure  I  might  h^ivci  had,  lo«t  <)r  postponed. 
Can  any  of  these  thit^gs  <5on€0je'0r  ea^-^l^aul  and  his  fe»nc4e 
away  yonder?  •    •    '        • 

Useless  sacrifices'  and  misf drtunee  are  triply  painful. 

Now  all  is  upset  and  spoiled;  but  for  them,  tall  will  come 
right;  they  will  be  married.  A  month  sooner^  or  later  matters 
nothing.  Perhaps  delay  will  be  best  for  both  of  them. 
Whll&t  for  me  it  is  neoefesiiry  to  mote  quickly.  Eight  days 
lost  will  put  me  back  at  whole  yeai*.-  But,  after  all,  what  can 
I  expect?  It  is  absurd,  pethap«;  but  I  am  desperate  enough 
to  weep  over  it,  as  much  as  I  didifot  the  R-ince  Imperial. 
They  will  think  that  my  ey^sai'e  red  fojr.?aul;  the  simple- 
tons! 

Each  person  has  his  otrri '  imerests  to  look  aften  His  are 
his  tjetrothed,  lOVe,  his  little  farni,  and  Poltava.  For  ttie  it  is 
quite  another  thing"— anothei?  thltig,,  which  seetns  to  embrace 
everything  r  desire  or  lack  J  every  ham-ari  joy;«all  happiness; 
compensation  for  all  my  aufferirig.  ■  I  must  wait  at^other 
year,  ^when  for  ttie,  more  thaii  anyone  tlse  in  the  w<s>dd,  life  is 
a  rate  agliittgt  <ilsea^e.  '  "    '-  '      '•       -i  r       •       '       • 

Mdnday^  March  xgif^.-^lt  was  all  much  ado  about  nothing. 
All  is  arranged.  Oft  Saturday,  came  reassurin^g' telegrams: 
Nothing  serious  has  happened. .  ' 


I  have  wriuen  to  Tony,  to  come,  hrxt  1  «bi;  t^riWy  afraid. 

I  fear  so  much  what:  Tony  will  say.  It  seems  to  me  so 
presumptttousi  to  exhibit)  although  JuHao  »aic]  that.if  all  the 
^^xhibitors  had  my  «treng)th  of  handliog,  it  would  be  a  very 
fortunate  thing.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  shall  be  overwhelmed 
WjithiBham^  when  becomes  to  see  the  picture^  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  shall  dare — and  yet,  I  can  not  go  away  if  he  comes. 
It  is  incredible  that  X  Should  ^ay  that,  for  if  I  said  it  aloud 
they  would  thiuk  that  X  was  joking. 

Friday,  March  i^thir^hx  a  quarter  before  12,  Tony  came. 
Why  did  I  not  begin  sooner?  It  is  very  pretty;  it.  is  charm* 
ing.  What  a  pity,  etc,  \^  a  word,  he  is  reassuring,  buti  I 
mi^st  ask  for  an  extension  of  time. 

It  might  be  sent  as  it:  is,  but  it  is  not  worth  while,  "  That  is 
my  private,  sincere  opinion.  Ask  for  an  extension  and  you 
will  do  something  really  good."  Then  .b^  rolled  up  jhis 
sleeves,  took  the  palette  and  put  in  a  few  dashes  here  and 
there  to  show  me  wheue  light  wa3  wanted.  But  I  will  retouch 
it  all,  if  I  get  the  extension.  He  st.ayed ,  mctfie  than,  two 
hours.  He  is  a  pleasant  fellow,  I  felt  amused  and  was  in 
such. a  good  .temper  that. I  cared  little  what  became >  of  the 
picture.  Really,  those  few  touches  of  his  are:aiO  excellent 
lesson.  At  ^>  I  took  Dina  with  me  and.  iwie  went  to  the  Cham*- 
bcr  of  Deputies.  I  :  inquired  for.  Monsieur  Andrieux  (to 
approve  of  my  petition  to  Monsieur  Turquet,  the  under-sec- 
retary  of  the  Beaux  Arts).  .  AJfter  waiting  an. boot  in  vain>  we 
went  to  the  pi;efec<;ujce  of  policje,  but  he  wais  not  there;  then 
I  carried  .a  letter  to.  Doctor  X—,  in  whicb  I  e^pfeiaed  whad  I 
wanted.  Returning ,  home,  I  found  that  the  preiCect  of 
police  had  called  torplace  himself  at:  oujr  disposal,  and  that 
Julian  was  in  37  with  mamma.  Julian  was=  carried  away 
with  the  picture*^*- You  are  quite  manlike;  ctothing  aston^ 
ishes  meinyou."  He  said  all  these  fine  thii^s  before  Madame 
Slmonides,  who  had  come  to  see  the  i^tufe,  and  befote 
Rosalie,  too,  before  I  came  in#  -   '  < 
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I  was  already  delighted  and  full  of  joy  before  even  I  knew 
the  result  of  the  steps  taken  by  my  mother,  who  had  written 
to  Turquet.  I  have  it,  1  have  my  extension  of  six  days!  I 
am  not  sure  whom  I  ought  to  thank;  but  this  evening  I  am 
going  to  the  opera  with  the  Gavinis.  I  shall  thank  Monsieur 
Gavini;  I  believe  that  I  owe  it  to  him.  I  am  radiant,  tri- 
umphant, and  happy! 

But  to  return  to  my  painting.  Julian  is  raving  about  it. 
Tony  also  declared  that  it  is  good  in  tone,  harmonious, 
pretty,  energetic;  and  Julian  adds  that  it  is  seductive,  and 
that  the  Swedish  colorists  of  the  studios  are  idiots  to  think 
that  successful  coloring  lies  in  a  process. 

''  Here  is  a  naturalist  who  has  done  an  agreeable  thing — . 
not  agreeable  in  the  softer  sense  of  the  word — a,  truly  seduc- 
tive thing." 

I  shall  finish  it,  then. 

A  grand  day! 

Saturday^  March  20th, — I  went  out  to  get  through  the 
formalities  of  tickets,  etc.  At  the  Salon  there  was  quite  a 
crowd  of  people  and  pictures,  and  drays  and  artists.  I  went 
to  the  Under-Secretary  of  State  to  get  my  ticket  signed,  the 
extension  being  granted  to  Mademoiselle  Bashkirtseff  and  my 
picture  being  signed  Russ.  Turquet  was  very  polite.  He  said 
that  he  had  heard  of  my  picture,  and  after  that  I  can  not 
remember  all  the  errands  I  did. 

Sunday^  March  2\st, — Saint-Marceaux  was  here  to  give  me 
advice.  He  is  pleasing,  but  made  me  rather  uncomfortable. 
He  has  an  absent  manner,  walks  quickly,  and  speaks  quickly 
— a  bundle  of  nerves.  I  am  like  that  myself;  but  all  the  same 
he  makes  me  uncomfortable,  although  he  only  spoke  well  of 
the  picture.  But  the  difficulty  is,  when  people  say  nothing  I 
am  unhappy,  and  when  they  praise' me  it  seems  to  me  they  are 
treating  me  like  a  little  girl  and  are  laughing  at  me.  But 
this  evening  I  am  not  so  cheerful  as  yesterday,  because  the 
right  arm  is  too  long.     It  is  two  centimeters  too  long,  and 
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I  —  I  the  correct  draughtsman  —  am  humiliated  before  a 
sculptor  like  Monsieur  Saint-Marceaux. 

Monday^  March  22d, — Tony  is  astonished  that  I  have  done 
so  much  in  so  short  a  time. 

"  For,  really,  it  is  the  first  time  you  have  made  any  appli- 
cation of  your  studies.'* 

That  is  so. 

"  Well,  it  is  not  at  all  bad,  do  you  know." 

He  took  off  his  overcoat,  seized  a  palette,  and  painted  me 
a  hand — the  lower  one — in  his  peculiar  whitish  tone. 

(He  touched  the  hair,  and  I  have  entirely  repainted  it.  I 
did  the  same  for  the  hand.)  Then  he  worked  a  little  on  the 
hand,  and  we  talked. 

After  all,  leaving  out  the  background,  the  hair,  and  the 
plush,  it  is  wretched  painting.  I  can  do  better — that  is 
Tony's  opinion,  also;  iJut  he  is  nevertheless  content,  and  says 
that  if  there  were  any  chance  of  its  being  refused  at  the 
Salon  he  would  be  the  first  to  tell  me  not  to  send  it.  He  says 
he  is  astonished  to  see  what  \  have  done.  It  is  well-con- 
ceived, well-arranged,  harmonious,  elegant,  and  graceful. 

Oh,  yes;  yes,  indeed.  I  am  very  displeased  with  the  flesh. 
When  I  think  that  they  will  say  it  is  my  style!  I  am  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  glazing,  I  who  delight  in  painting 
frankly  and  simply!  I  assure  you  that  it  distresses  me  to 
exhibit  something  the  execution  of  which  I  am  dissat- 
isfied with — something  which  is  so  different  from  my  usual 
work.  It  is  true  I  have  never  done  anything  which  has  sat- 
isfied me;  but  this  is  wretched,  it  is  all  patched  up.  Tony 
says  that  this  time  Breslau  shows  the  influence  of  Bastien- 
Lepage.  She  feels  my  influence  as  I  feel  hers.  Tony  is  as 
kind  as  possible.  And  they  say  I  might  have  done  better! 
Accursed  modesty!  Wretched  lack  of  confidence!  If  I 
had  not  allowed  mysellf  to  tremble  and  to  ask  myself:  To 
be  or  not  to  be?  But  I  will  not  commit  myself  to  the  absurd- 
ity of  bewailing  an  accomplished  fact. 


14  JOURNAL  or  MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

Why  should  I  think  of  Italy  to-night?  That  is  a  burning 
thought  which  I  always  seek  to  avoid.  I  have  stopped  my 
Roman  readings,  they  excited  me  too  much,  and  I  have  fallen 
back  on  the  French  Revolution  and  Greece.  But  Rome! 
Italy!  when  I  think  of  that  sun,  that  atmosphere,  of  all 
their  beauties,  I  become  insane! 

Even  Naples — oh,  Naples  at  night!  And  what  is  ciirious 
is  that  there  is  no  man  in  the  case.  When  I  think  that  I 
might  be  there  I  become  insane.  So  much  do  I  feel  this,  that 
even  the  scenery  in  "  The  Dumb  Girl  "  causes  me  a  sort  of 
emotion. 

Wednetday^  March  i^th, — Tony  came,  but  found  no  fault 
with  my  painting.  When  6  o'clock  came  we  were  still  chat- 
ting. 

"  There  .will  certainly  be  in  the  Salon  **  said  Tony,  "  things 
twenty  times  inferior  to  yours,  but,  nevertheless,  there  is  no 
absolute  certainty  of  your  picture  being  accepted,  for  the 
poor  committee  examines  6o6  a  day,  and  they  frequently 
refuse  in  disgust  what  they  have  looked  at  in  a-  bad  temper; 
but  you  have  in  your  favor  that  your  picture  is  striking,  and 
is  of  a  generally  agreeable  tone.  And  then,  too,  Lefebvre, 
Laurens,  and  Bonnat  are  great  friends  of  mine." 

What  a  good  fellow  is  Torty!  and  I  like  him  all  the  more 
that  I  do  not  believe  he  is  happy.  The  authority  of  his 
father's  name  and  his  own  growing  talent  gave  him  the  medal 
of  honor  in  1870,  Then  little  by  little  all  is  forgotten,  all  is 
effaced,  and  there  arises  an  enemy  who,  having  influence  with 
Albert  Wolf  of  the  Figaro^  causes  this  journalist  to  become 
hostile.  In  addition,  he  does  not  sound  his  own  trumpet, 
and  while  men  like  Cot  make  large  portraits  at  high  prices, 
he  makes  little  ones  which  bring  money,  but  no  satisfaction. 

That  good  Tony  has  showered  sober,  but  discriminating 
encouragement  on  me.  I  can,  if  I  wish,  make  a  very  fine 
painter,  and  by  that  you  understand,  he  does  not  mean  as 
mamma  doe%  the  sort  of  painter  I  am  now,  but  such  a  painter 


AS  himself,  Bannat,  CairoluVBastien,  etc.  I  must  miake  serious 
studies,  paint  torsos  at  'home  to  prepai'e  myself  to  paint 
pictures.  I  must  think  ol  nothing  but  painting;  give  myself 
up  to  it  altogether.  ■  I  have  an  admirable  organization.  Of 
the  women,  there  are  only  Breslau  and  myself  who  can  paint 
the  nude.  Few  artists  draw  an  £U:ademy  sketich  as  she  or  I  do. 
To  sum  up,  it  is  astonishing  Wtiat  1  have*  done  in  eighteen 
daiys,  after  two  years  of  sttidy,-^  Ibttst  hot  stop  there;  these 
minor  triumphs  are  nothing.    *  • 

Robert-Fleury  >say6  that  I  must  look  further^  be  mott 
earnest.  I  can  rise  ai»  high  as  I  please.  Genius  is  not 
acquited,  but  to  gain  real  knowledge  one  must  work^  and 
above  all,  not  believe  4n  the  conlpiiments  that;  are  i>aid;  he 
himself  speaks  only  the  truth. 

^^But,  Monsieur,  if  yon  said  anything  else,  I  should  be 
incoi^»>tabie."  >• 

"Go  ahead,  work,  apply  yourself,  and  you  may*  become 
whatever  you  desire  to  be." 

Thursday^  March  2^th, — I  am'  giving  the  last  touches  to 
the  picture;  btit  I  can  wovk  no  longer^  for  there  is  no  more 
to  do,  unless  I  should  do  it  all  over  again.  It  tookb  as  if  it 
had  been  finished  in  a  hurry. 

The  young  woman  is  sitting  before  a  table  ^covered  with  an 
old  green  plush  cover  of  a  very  rich  tone,  and*  resting  on  her 
right  hand,  with  her  elbow  on  the  table,  is*  reading  a  book 
beside  which  lies  a  bunch  of  violets.  The  white  df  the  book, 
the  tone  of  the  plush,  and  the  Ho wers  beside  the  arm  form  a 
happy  contrast.  The  woman  is  in  d^shubiUs  of  vory  light-blue 
damask,  with  a  neckerchief  of  muslin  and  old  lace.  Her  left 
hand  lies  naturally  in  her  lap^  and  holds. a  paper4(aife. 

The  chair  is  in  deep  plush,  and  the  background  is  an  otter- 
skin.  The  backgrotittd  and  the  table  are  very  good.  It  is  a 
three-quarter  face.  Dina's  adorable  hair,  golden  blonde,  is 
loose;  the  shape  of  the  head  is  clearly  outtoed;  and  the 
slightly  disheveled  hair  falls  over  her  back. 
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At  half-past  3,  Monsieur  and  Madame  Gavini  came.  *'  We 
thought  it  would  be  impossible  to  let  Marie's  picture  leave 
without  seeing  it.  It  is  the  departure  of  a  first  child."  What 
good  people  they  are.  Gavini  went  to  the  Palais  de  V Industrie 
in  the  carriage,  and  two  men  carried  the  picture..  It  all  made 
me  feel  hot,  cold,  and  afraid,  like  a  funeral. 

And  then  the  great  halls,  the  sanded  sculpture-hall,  the 
stairs,  all  made  my  heart  beat.  While  they  were  getting'^iy 
receipt  and  my  number,  Bonnat's  portrait  of  Monsieur  Gr^vy 
came  in,  but  it  was  placed  against  a  wall,^nd  the  light  pre- 
vented me  from  seeing  it.  In  the  whole  hall  there  are  only 
Bonnat,  I,  and  a  frightful  yellow  background.  The  Bonnat 
seemed  to  me  to  be  good,  and  I  was  quite  astonished  to 
find  myself  there. 

It  is  my  first  d^but,  an  independent  and  public  act.  I  feel 
myself  alone  on  a  height  surrounded  by  water.  At  last  it  is 
done;  my  number  is  9,091.  Mademoiselle  Marie  Constantin 
Russ.  I  hope  it  will  be  accepted.  I  have  sent  the  number  to 
Tony. 

Friday^  March  26th, — ^We  confessed  before  taking  com- 
munion to-day. 

One  priest  confesses  like  an  angel,  that  is,  he  is  an  intelli- 
gent man,  a  few  words  and  it  is  finished;  you  know  my  ideas 
on  the  subject.  I  should  have  died  of  despair  long  ago,  but 
for  my  belief  in  God;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  in  formulas  and 
traditions  I  have  little  faith. 

Wednesday,  March  ^ist — I  am  out  of  sorts.     I  should  have 

listened  to  Tony  and  taken  some  rest     I  annoyed  Julian  by 

sending  him  the  following  note: 

"I,  the  undersigned,  promise  every  week  to  complete  a  head  and  an  acad- 
emy sketch,  or  a  life-size  study,  but  properly  painted.  If  I  fail  of  the  above 
conditions,  I  authorize  M.  Rodolphe  Julian,  painter,  to  proclaim  everywhere 
that  I  am  absolutely  unworthy  of  every  sort  of  interest.        Marie  Russ." 

Then  I  went  to  Tony;  but  he  had  a  model,  and  I  only  stayed 
%  few  minutes. 


JOURNAL   OF   MARIE   BASHKIRTS£FF.  17 

"  You  have  great  gifts,"  said  Tony;  "you  must  really  achieve 
something  great!" 

"  If  you  are  idle,  I  answer  for  nothing,"  said  Julian;  "you 
are  akeady  behind;  as  to  succeeding,  you  will  succeed  any- 
how after  a  fashion,  but  you  must  have  phenomenal  success. 
You  must  absolutely  make  a  great  effort  for  the  next  Saion, 
You  ought  to  make  a  picture  that  shall  amount  to  something; 
ydH  must  do  so!" 

Wednesday^  April  ith. — I  must  not  forget  that  Julian 
announced  to  me,  this  morning,  that  my  picture  is  accepted. 
Curious,  I  feel  no  satisfaction.  Mammals  joy  annoys  me. 
Such  a  success  is  not  worthy  of  me. 

Saturday^  April  loth, — I  am  not  happy  about  my  exhibit* 
There  are  four  admission  numbers.  Breslau  had  a  three.  I 
have  simply  been  admitted  without  number.  If  Breslau  has 
only  had  three,  it  is  right  that  I  should  have  nothing.  Ah, 
well!  It  will  turn  out  all  right  I  have  been  neither  compli- 
mented nor  scolded  about  my  head.  It  is  not  worthy  of  me. 
I  must  improve.  I  must!  I  must!  I  am  ashamed  to  have 
exhibited  this  thing.  It  is  rather  pretty,  but  not  worthy 
of  me. 

Saturday^  April  17M.— I  was  a  full  hour  with  Tony  this 
afternoon.  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  his  father,  who  was 
very  amiable,  and  who  said  that  he  drew  for  four  years  before 
he  painted.  His  father  gone,  we  talked,  and  I  smoked  a 
cigarette.  As  to  the  painting  I  had  brought,  he  said  it  was 
good,  and  told  me  to  go  on.  Julian  also  said  that,  except  my 
Salon  picture,  it  is  the  greatest  e£fort  I  have  made. 

Thursday^  April  22d, — I  suppose  my  picture  will  be  badly 
hung  and  unnoticed,  or  else  very  prominent,  and  then  it  will 
bring  me  unpleasantness.  They  will  say  that  it  is  only  noisily 
pretentious,  or  conspicuously  weak;  how  can  I  tell? 

Monday^  April  26M. — I  have  no  place  in  the  studio.     A 

charming  American  is  going  to  pose  for  me,  on  condition  that 

I  give  her  the  result. 
31 


IS  JOtrnKAL  C^  ItrARtfi  SAdttKlRTSfifF. 

'Her  little  figure-  endiants  me,  and  it  will  be  almost  a  good 
picture.  I  dream  of  an  exquisite  arrangement,  and  the  darling 
is  polite  enough  to  say 'that  she  will  pose,  and  will  be  content 
with  a  little  portfait,  whaeh  I  can  do  hereartef. 

If  my  picture  hftd  not  been  received  m  the  Salon,  the  stu* 
dents  would  never  have 'confidence  enough  to  pose  for  me. 
'  Julian  thinks  that  Totty.  worked  on  my  picture,  and  you 
know  how  much  Tony  did.  It  was  in  too  low  a  key,  an  Ac 
put  in  some  touches,  aftier  which  I  conscientiously  repainted 
tiie  whole.  As  to  the  hand,  he  did  draw  it  over,  btit  the  day 
before'the  last,  I  shortened  the  fingerv  which  madfe  me  do  it 
all  over  again.  So  there  is  not  even  any  of  his  drawing;  he 
only  showed  me  how  I  otrghtto  do  It.  'Afi  a  matter  x>t  fact,  I 
did  it  honestly,  and  it  is  not  Ve^y  good,  eVen  now: 

This  evening  we  went-  to  the  P — -s,  ptop\€  itt  the  law,  I  think. 
They  praised  the  Hdteld' Alcantara,  which  h^s  the  fongand  nar- 
row gallery  looking  over  the  Champs  ElysiSes  by  a  siAgle  win- 
dow. The  hotel  is  curiously  laid  out,  thanks  to  the  long  fttrip  of 
grounfd  which  runs  to  the  Champs  Elys^efe,  and  is  convenient 
for  parties,  although  the  gallery  is  very  harrow.  Decent, 
amiable  people,  but  the  society  was  peculiar,  toilets  ot  another 
century,  and  no  one  of  any  note;  And  thy  d^r  mother  rose 
to  present  me  to  the  Chilian  or  Mexican  ''v^^ho  laughs;"  he 
has  a  frightful  grimace,  which  made  him  appear  to  laugh  in  a 
feinister  way  contintfally.  And  with  it  all  he  has  a  large,  round 
face.  He  is  said  to  have  twenty-s^ven  millions,  and  mamma 
thinks  that-^  Marty  this  man;  a  man. almost  without  a  nose? 
Horror!  I  would  accept  a  plain  man,  an  old  main-^hey  are 
all  the  'sathe  for  me;  but  ^monster,  'rfeVeff  What  would 
be  the  use  of  millions  with  this  ridiculous  creature?  There 
were  many  acquaintances,  but  it  was  enough:  to  put-  one 
asleep — amateurs  who  made  yo\i  gnash  your  teeth  with  their 
music;  a  violinist  to  whom  no  one  listened,  and  a  good4ooking 
man  who  sang  the  **  Schubert^s  Serenadie,"  af  tiir  having^  thrown 
all  around  glances  of  victory,  with  one  hiiWd*^  i^ihg^  dn  thie 
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piano  in  a  ridiciiloiid  attitude.    I  cart  not  understaiid  how  a 
gentleinaTi  can  make  a  clown  of  himself  in  a  large  party. 

The  ladies,with  their  heads  covered  with  that  blonde  powder 
which  looks  so  dirty  on  the  hah,  seemed  to  have  wigs  of  wad* 
ding,  or  to  have  rolled  in  straw.     HoW  uglyl  how  stupid! 

Tu^sday^ApHi  ^'jtA,^  afmost  ran  to-day;  as  I  "v^as  impgttient 
to  have  niy  first  sitting  with  the  American.  She  is  like  Madame 
R^camier.  I  turned  back  her  hair  like  Psyche 'Jj  and  drew  her 
in  a  muslin  chemise  withshort-  puffed  sleeves,  a  rose-colored 
rfbbon  below  the  breast,  and  a  straw-colored  scarf  covering 
her  arms. 

She  is  astonishingly  slim  for  eighteen;  as  slight  as  if  she 
were  fifteen,  of  a  radiant  compleition,  and  wrth  very  white 
hands. 

Thursday^  April  jzfg/y^.— This  evening  we  diiied  with  tlie 
Simomdes  hdusehold.  All  is  extraordinary  in  their  house. 
I  knew  the  wife  at  JuHan^ia.  •  The  hurf^nd  Isr '  good-looking 
and  youngj  the  wife  is  beautiful  and  more  than  thirty-fivCr 
They  are  very  united,  Rve  quietly,  see  Only  a  few  artists,  and 
execute  extraordinary  drawings  and  paintings,  a  sort  of  imi- 
tation renaissance.  Subjects  astonishing  for  then*  ncnvei4\ 
"The  Death  oJF  Beatrice,"  <*The  Death  of  Laura"  (the  woman 
who  concealed  her  lover's  head  in  a  pot,  from  which  grew 
flowers),  and  all  in  the  manner  of  centuries  ago.  Madame  dresses 
in  the  style  of  the'time  of  Boccaccio.  To-night  ^he  wore  a  gown 
of  white  Japanese  crape  of  adorable  softness,  long  and  tfght 
sleeves,  like  those  of  the  Virgin,  with  other  sleeves  knotted 
behind;  the  g^own  simple  and  uhtrirtiilied;  a  waistband  of 
ancient  silver  embroidery,  which  made  her  seetn  short;  a 
bunch  of  pmks  on  her  breast;  pearls  round  her  neck,  and  ear- 
rings and  bracelets  of  old  jewelry.  With  her  pale  complexion, 
her  black  and  curly  hair,  and  her  gazelle  eyes  she  s6ettied 
a  fantastic  spectre.  She  would  be  qutte  remarkable  if  she 
bad  only  the  sense  to  dress  her  haif  simply,  instead  of  wearing 
a  Hke  a  hugh  mop  which  gives  het  a  Medusa's  head.      > ^      •• 
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We  had  returned  to  the  studio  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  on 
leaving  the  dining-room,  where  we  had  had  a  very  good  dinner, 
with  flowers  and  fruit  artistically  arranged,  and  I  was  accom- 
panying Madame,  who  sang  ancient  classic  Italian  songs, 
when  mamma  came  to  take  us  to  church.  It  is  Passion  week; 
but  we  arrived  too  late  and  I  said  my  prayers  at  home. 

To-morrow  is  varnishing  day.  I  will  take  the  little  Ameri* 
can  because  she  has  posed  so  well. 

Friday^  April  ^oth. — My  American,  whose  name  is  Alice 
B — ,  came  at  lo,  and  we  set  off  together.  I  desired  to  ^o 
almost  alone  to  see  first  where  my  picture  is  placed.  So,  on 
my  way  to  the  Saion^  I  was  in  a  great  state  of  fear,  and  fancy- 
ing the  most  dreadful  things,  so  that  they  might  not  happen. 
It  was  all  wasted;  my  picture  is  not  yet  bung.  I  found  it 
at  last,  about  noon,  amid  a  thousand  others,  also  unhung^, 
but  it  was  in  the  outer  gallery  where  I  had  been  already 
shocked  to  find  Breslau  placed.  You  know  how  Wolff  treats  the 
gallery;  but  still  there  are  works  of  Renoir  there,  and  other 
well-known  artists.  A — exhibits  a  large  and  good  portrait 
of  L^on  Say,  not  at  all  bad,  very  striking;  but  the  hands 
look  as  if  they  had  been  done  by  Robert-Fleury,  the 
father.  May  I  be  pardoned  the  suggestion,  if  it  is  not  true. 
The  fact  is  that  L^on  Say,  having  posed  only  for  the  head,  it 
was  easy  to  use  assistance.  The  portrait  is  very  well  hung. 
As  for  Breslau,  hung  like  me  in  the  gallery  and  near  the 
ceiling,  she  has  done  a  poor  piece  of  painting,  or,  at  least,  a 
thing  exceedingly  unpleasant  to  look  at.  It  is  Mgr.  Viard's 
portrait.  I  believe  that  what  ruined  her  was  that  she  tried  too 
much  for  delicacy  of  tone.  All  is  gray.  The  background,  which  is 
like  grayish  wood  in  panels,  the  decorations  of  chapels 
and  oratories,  the  chair,  all  are  muddy;  the  bead  also  is  very 
muddy. 

But  there  are  heads  like  that;  by  a  different  treatment,  it 
would  have  been  possible  to  make  more  of  it.  It  must  be 
admitted  that  there  is  good  drawing  and  some  breadth  in  the 
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work  on  the  hands.  The  other  students  are  not  worth  the 
trouble  of  being  looked  at. 

As  to  Bastien-Lepage,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  one  is  an 
effect  of  space,  of  open  air — Joan  of  Arc  ( the  real  Joan  of 
Arc,  the  peasant  girl),  resting  against  an  apple  tree,  with  one 
branch  in  her  left  hand,  which,  as  well  as  the  arm,  is  perfection. 
The  right  arm  hangs  by  her  side;  it  is  an  admirable  piece  of 
work.  Her  head  thrown  back,  neck  stretched,  and  eyes  which 
look  at  nothing — clear,  wonderful  eyes.  The  head  has  a 
startling  effect;  it  is  the  peasant,  the  daughter  of  the  field, 
entranced,  suffering  from  her  vision.  The  fruit  garden  which 
surrounds  the  house  in  the  background  is  nature  itself,  but 
there  is  something  which  is  wrong.  The  perspective  does  not 
appear  to  be  good;  it  seems  to  crowd  forward  and  hurts 
the  figure. 

The  figure  is  sublime,  and  caused  me  so  strong  an  emotion 
that,  even  as  I  write  of  it,  I  can  scarcely  restrain  my  tears. 

Tony's  ceiling  was  very  graceful,  very  good,  and  pleased 
me. 

These  ar^'  the  principal  things  for  me.  After  dinner,  I 
thought  we  were  to  visit  the  Salon  as  a  family  party;  but  no, 
my  aunt  was  going  to  church,  and  mamma  wanted  to  go,  too, 
and  it  was  only  when  they  noticed  how  astonished  and  hurt  I 
was  that  they  decided  to  come,  though  unwillingly.  I  do  not 
know  if  it  is  the  modest  place  I  have  attained  which  enrages 
them,  but  that  is  no  reason,  and  it  is  very  hard  for  me  to 
have  such  relations.  Finally,  ashamed  of  her  indifference,  or 
for  some  feeling  I  can  not  name,  mamma  came,  and  we 
three,  she,  Dina,  and  I,  met  first  all  the  people  of  the  studios, 
then  acquaintances,  and  then  Julian. 

Saturday y  May  \st — I  have  just  had  fearful,  stupid,  and  use- 
less bad  luck.  To-morrow  is  Easter.  This  evening — or,  rather, 
at  night — we  went  to  high  mass,  where  were  gathered  the 
whole  Roman  colony,  headed  by  all  the  members  of  the 
embassy.    Elegance,  beauty,  and  vanity  all  were  represented. 
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It  was  a  great  review  of   Russian  ladies  and  dresses,  and 
everybody  gossiped  like  magpies. 

.  W^llj.at  the, last  moment,  thpy  brought  me  a  new  dress, 
which  looked  exactly  like  a  clumsy  bundle  of  old  dirty  gauze. 
Insfpite  of  this  I  went;  but  no  one  can  ever  know  what  rage 
it  cost,  me.-:  My  figure  was  biddien  in  a  badiy  m^de  and 
crooked  iporsage;  my  arms  . spoiled  ,by  sleeves  that  were 
stupidly  too  large;  in  a  word,  a  pretentious  piece  af  work, 
and  to  make  matters  worse,  the  gauze-^which  I  had  seen  only 
by  day-.Ught— at  night  Ipokeid  actually  dirty. 

-What  efforts  it  cpst  me  not  to,  tear  it  into  ribbons  and 
9^paj)e, from  the  cl^urch!  T9.be  ilWdressed  because  you  can 
i^ot  help  itj  is  excusa-ble;  but  -t^  be.  able  to  be  well.-dressed 
afid  to  show  one's  ^elf  sjifch  a  monstrosity  as  I  was  to-night,  is 
something  horrible!  Naturally,  my  hair  showed  my  temper, 
it  got  out  of  order  ajid  my  fa^ce  btirned.     It  was  disgraceful. 

This  morning  I  went  to.  the  SaUn  to  see  Julian's  young  man, 
and  he  promised  to  do  the  impossible.  I  was  in  black. stuff, 
very  simply  made,  but  my  fresh-looking  face  attracted  much 
att^ntiop.  :, 

And  to-night!  In  the  name  of  anything  that  you  will,  was 
it  not  a  shame? 

Thursday  J  May  6/^,— Great  compliments  from  Julian  on  vay 
painting.  .     .^ 

Friday^  .May  ph.-^yi^&zm^  Gavini  q^me  to-da-y  to  tell 
mamipa  that  I  fatigue  piyself ,  too  much.  It  is  true;  but  it  is 
npt  by  work;  not  to  be  fatigued,  I  ought  to  go  to  be4  at  10  or 
I  j^  and  I  sit  up  till^  i,  and  wake  at  7, 

..-Yesterday,  that  idiot  S-^  was  the  reason  of  it.  I  was 
writing  and  he  came  to  speak  tome;  then  he  went  to  play 
cards  with  my  aunt,  and  I  waited  up  for  him  <  only  to  hear 
some  foolish  wotds  bordering  on  love.  He  said  '*  Good- 
night **  twenty  times,  and  twenty  times  I  said  to  him  "  Go," 
and  twenty  times  he  begged  permission  to  kiss  my  band^  I 
L^i^ighed,  and  filially  I,  said:    "Well,  then  kiss  it,  it  is  all  the 
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same  to  me."  Then  he  kissed  my  hand  and  1  am  pained=  to 
confess  that  it  gave  me  pleasure)  not  on  account  of  the  object, 
but  there  were — many  things,  and  one  is  a  woman  after  all. 

This  mornidg  I  still  feel  his  kiS3  on  my  haiid,  for  it  was  not 
the  cQcumoii  kiiss  of  politeness.    >  * 

Oh,  young  girls!      ' 

Do  you  think  I  love  this  youth  with  large  AOstrils?  No, 
indeed.  Well,  the  affair  with  A—  was  the  same  thing.  I 
made  every  effort,  to  fall  in  love,  ^nd,  with  the  help  of  tbe 
cardinals  and  the  Pope,  I  excite  myself;  but. not  with  tme 
love.  Alas,  no.  Well,  since  I  am- more  than  fifteen,  and  less 
stupid^  I  need  invent  nothing  and  the  position  becomes 
normal; 

The  kiss  on  niy  hand  displeisifeed  me;  especiaUy  because  it 
gave  mc  pleasure.  '  I  do  not  wUh  to  be  so  nluch  like  a  woman, 
so  I  promise  to  myself  to  be  very  cold  to  S*-^;  but  he  is  such 
a  good  fellow,  so  simple  that  I  shall  be  stupid  enough  to  play 
some  comedy.  It  jeaily  is  not  worth  while,  I  had  better  treat 
him  like  Alexis  B-^  That  is  what  I  shall  do.  Dina,  he, 
and  I  stayed i  till  ir^Dina  Ustetirng  and  S—  and  I  reading 
verses  atid  translating  from  the  Latin.  I  was  astonished  to  see 
how  well  educated  he  is— at  l^ast,  much  better  educated  thran 
I.  I  have  forgotten  a  great  dftal  and  he  remembers  Tcry  well 
all  that  he  learned  at  school  and  college.  I  never  thought  he 
was  so  well  educated.  I  would  like  to  make  a  friend  of 
him— 'No,  he  does-  not  please  me  enough  for  that^  but  a  sort 
of  intimate  acquaintancer  ' '  ^ 

Saturday^  May  %th. — When  people  speak  doftly,  I  Can  n6t 
beai*  them!  ."This  morning  Tony  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  any- 
thing by  Periigino,  and  I  said  **no,'*  without  understanding. 

And  when  they  told  me  of  it  afterward,  I'jgot  out  of  it 
pretty  badly  by  saying  that  in'  fact,  I  had  never  seen  anything, 
and  that  it  was  better  to  confess  ignorance. 

Tony  was  pleased  with  iliy  head.  Breslau  asked  permission 
to  paint  my  model;  I  generously  consented,  and  offered  to  the 
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gaping  studio  the  touching  spectacle  of  we  two,  sitting 
friendly  side  by  side.  What  children  they  are!  I  laugh  at  all 
of  it! 

Tony  says  I  have  begun  well,  and  have  only  to  continue 
in  the  same  way.  It  looks  as  if  I  am  racing  with  Breslau,  and 
I  have  beaten  her  up  to  now.  (We  begin  again,  the  week 
after  next,  in  earnest.) 

That  amuses  all  of  them,  and  everybody  wants  to  pose  for 
me.  I  enraged  that  good  Breslau  by  saying  that  my  picture 
had  found  a  purchaser  at  1,500  francs,  and  that  I  ajn  hung  in 
the  outside  gallery.  "  It  is  sad,"  I  continued,  "  but  right,  for 
my  picture  is  not  a  good  one.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  acknowl- 
edge it.  I  have  had  only  two  years'  iftstruction.  It  is  the 
first  picture  I  have  ever  exhibited,  and  I  had  only  two  weeks 
to  do  it  in.  The  administration  has  been  relatively  right. 
They  have  hung  only  the  worst  things  in  the  famous  gallery. 
There  is  not  a  single  decent  canvas  there." 

Monday y  May  loth. — What  is  pleasing  is,  that  when  I  wish 
to  act  contrary  to  my  impulses,  I  have  never  yet  succeeded. 
I  have  never  even  tried  to  struggle.  All  is  limited  to  a  fore- 
gone resolution,  and  a  line  of  conduct  never  followed.  I  do 
everything  on  the  moment's  inspiration,  as  it  pleases  me,  and 
as  it  comes.  Oh,  diplomacy!  or,  rather,  honestly,  it  is  disagree- 
able to  me  not  to  follow  the  promptings  of  my  nature,  and  I 
do  follow  them. 

Thursday,  May  13M. — I  have  such  rumblings  in  the  ears 
that  I  am  obliged  to  make  the  greatest  efforts  to  prevent 
people  observing  something  amiss. 

Oh,  it  is  horrible!  With  S —  I  can  get  on,  because  I  sit 
near  him,  and  when  I  wish,  I  can  tell  him  that  he  bores  me. 
The  G — 's  speak  loud  at  the  studio.  They  laugh,  and  tell  me  I 
am  becoming  deaf.  I  pretend  that  I  am  absent-minded,  and 
laugh  it  off;  but  it  is  horrible. 

Sunday,  May  16th, — I  went  alone  to  the  Salon  early.  Only 
people  who  have  cards  were  there.     I  had  a  loag  look  at 
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"  Joan  of  Arc,"  and,  above  all,  at  Morot's  "  Good  Samaritan.** 
I  sat  before  the  Morot,  and  examined  it  with  a  glass.  .It 
pleases  me  more  than  any  picture  I  have  ever  seen.  Noth- 
ing is  superfluous.  All  is  simple,  true,  appropriate.  All  is 
painted  from  nature,  and  nothing  in  it  recalls  the  atrocious 
academic  and  conventional  beauties.  It  is  adorable  to  look 
at.  Even  the  head  of  the  ass  is  perfect;  the  landscape,  the 
mantle,  and  the  toe-nails.  It  is  happily  conceived,  and  cor- 
rectly painted. 

The  "  Joan  of  Arc  "  has  a  sublime  head.  These  two  can- 
vases are  in  adjoining  rooms.  I  went  from  one  to  the  other. 
I  looked  at  the  Morot,  and  was  thinking  of  my  friend,  S— 7, 
when  he  passed  without  seeing  me,  and  when  I  went  out  I  saw 
him  from  the  garden,  pointing  out  my  picture  to  a  person 
who  looked  like  a  journalist. 

And  Saint-Marceaux's  "Harlequin!"  When  last  year's  Saion 
was  closed,  I  thought  that  the  medal  of  honor  had  affected 
me,  the  work  being  no  longer  there  to  reassure  me.  At  the 
end  of  six  months,  I  was  sure  that  I  had  exaggerated  Saint- 
Marceaux,  but  the  "Harlequin"  reopens  my  eyes.  The  first 
day  I  stood  quietly  before  it,  not  imagining  whose  it  was. 
Such  a  thankless  subject,  but  such  talent.  It  is  more  than 
talent.  He  is  a  true  artist,  so  they  do  not  say  so  much  about 
him  as  about  other's — sculpture  manufacturers.  They  are  all 
manufacturers  compared  to  Saint-Marceaux. 

Tuesday,  May  25M. — Madame  Goup  came  for  her  portrait; 
then  I  drew  a  composition. 

A  subject  has  taken  hold  of  me — Mary  Magdalen,  and  the 
other  Mary,  at  the  tomb  of  Christ.  But,  treated  without 
conventionality,  without //V/)^,  but  as  one  thinks  it  really  was. 

Thursday y  May  27M. — How  beautiful  it  is  in  the  morning! 
Attention  1 1  begin — 

First,  I  saluted  the  day,  before  the  open  window,  with  the 
harmonious  sound  of  the  harp,  like  the  Priests  of  Apollo, 
and  then  thought  of  my  two  women  at  the  sepulchre. 
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I  should  like  to  go  to  Jerusalem,  and  paint  the  picture 
there,  in  the  open  air,  with  the  native  heads. 

Tuesday,  June  \st. — I  think  that  atheists  must  be  ve"ry 
unhappy  when  they  are  afraid.  When  I  am  afraid,  I  at  once 
call  on  God,  and  all  my  doubts  disappear.  It  is  a  species  of 
egotism — a  wretched  sentiment;  but  I  endeavor  not  to  claim 
virtues  I  do  not  possess.  \  find  it  is  stupid. enpugh  to  spread 
out  all  one's  weajknesses  and  vileness.  In  1873  ^  went  to  the 
Universal  Exhibition  of  Vienna,  in  the  worst  of  the  cholera, 
under  the  protection  of  these  verses  o^  Psalni  xci.  I  copy 
them  exactly:  " 

**He  shall  cover  thee  with  His  feathers,  and  under  His  wings  shalt  thou 
trust t  His  truth  shall  be  thy  shield  and  bulkier.  Thou  shaft  not  be  afraid 
for  the  terroi:  by  night;  tior  f or  th<  arr6w  that  flieth  by  day;  nor  fot-  the 
pestilence  that  walketh  in  darkness;  nor  for  tbe.d^structioti  .that  wasteth  at 
noonday.  A  thpuiand.  sh^U  fall  at  ttiy. fight  h4^4;  ^X  'it  si^aU  119^  come 
nigh  thee." 

Yesterday  I  thought  of  those  divine  lines,  t  read  them  over 
with  enthusiasm — with  as  much  enthusiasm  as  in  my  child- 
hood. ,  I  did  not  foresee  how  they  WQuId  be  of  help  to  me 
to-day. 

I  have  just  made  my  will,  it  is  placed  in  an  envelope  thus 
addressed:  To  M.  Paul  Bashkirtseff,  Poltava;  to  be  delivered 
into  his  own  hands.     Russia 

•  •  • 

."I  will  come  and  cpmpel  you,  .whqn  J.^m  dead,. if  ypw  do 
not  carry  out  nay  wishes."  .        .... 

S^— •  stayed;  it  began  with  a  simple  chat.  My  aiiat,  wpuld 
not  leave;  her  presence  annoyed  me,  and  I  played  the  piano. 
He  told  me' wh^t  gave  me^axhill.  Hjs  sifters  want  bira^  to 
marry,  but  'he  does  not  like  the  wife  th^y  have  selected  for 
him.  .         ,  .     .     ■    . , 

"Then  do  not  marry  her;  believe  me,  it  would  be  naadness.'* 
Later,  we  played  cards  qux  bites^  one  of .  the  favorite  games 
of.  Russian  serva;)ts.  .       /   .    , 

"  You  will  marry  Madame  de  B — ,**  I  wrote  on  a  book.    ' 
"  No,  she  is  much  too  old,"  he  answered  in  the  same  way. 


^  .  JOURNAL  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFP.  27 

Then  wef  filted  six  pages  with  sentettces  it  would  be  amusmg 
to  preserve. 

It  is  quit^  Clear  that  he  loves  me.  He  adores  me,  and  his 
conversation  hoviers  around  the  burning  stifeject. 

I  forbade  his  Joking/and  he  answered  that  it  was  I 'who 
was  laughing  at-  him.  My  aunt,  interrupted  now  and  then; 
saying  that  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed,  and  I  answered,  that  I 
wa8si<sk  and  gibing toaie.'-'        -        -       ' 

After  this  singular  correspondence,  I  am  almost  convinced 
that  he  loves  tat:  To-night,  dn  hiis  part;  theiie  were  very  sig- 
nificant looks  and  hand-pressing  under  pretense  that  I  was 
feverish,  and  that -he' was  feeling  my  pulse.  It  will  never 
come  to  anything,  but  I  should  like  all  the  same  to  keep  this 
youth,  not  knowing  yet  what  I  should  do  with  him.  I  will  tell 
him  to  ask  mamma;  that  will  gain  time.  Mamma  will  refuse — 
another  delay— and  then  I  know  not  what.  '  It  is  really  some- 
thing to  know  nothing.     .         *        •       *: 

Mimifayy  June  14M. — I  delight  in  reading  over  my  past  life, 
as  I  have  been  doing  to-day. 

I  remember  when  C-^  entered-.  It  was  Kke!  a  lightning  flash. 
I  cati  neither  explain  his  manner  nor  my  impression^.  '  My 
whole  being  went  out  to  him  when  I  gave  him  my  hand, 
and  thish  I  felt- myself  on  wingis,  fre6'  from'my  'carhal  sur- 
rOQttdings.  And  then  I  felt  a  fearful  terror  at  seeing  the 
hours  pasal  so  quickly?  And  I  did  not  undcrktand!  It  is  a 
prty*  that  tft^natti're  of  the^e'  memorarlda  doeis  hot  allow'  me 
to  isolate  rettiarkaWe'  facts.'  AU '  is  confused,  and  then — I 
have  shown  soniie' iffectatibn,  t6 'tell'the  thtth;  in  disctissing 
everything  to  pfo^  that  C—wwiasttot  atlthe  world  to  me.  Only 
when  I  want  t^  Hve*  the  evicts  Over  again,"  I  am  shocked  to 
find  theta  ittix:e<l  up  with  the  rest.    But  is  it  riot  so  in  life?    ' 

However,  there  are  thiftg-S,  events^,  liien  whom  one  Would 
separate  •  and  iikjfose  In  a  precious  casket  with  a  gold^ri  key." 

"When'^^you  feelyoui^elf  superiof  to  binl'he  will  ho  longer 
dominate  you,"  said  JuHah/  "    '  '  "'  ''  "        '      '^^  •  ' 
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Perhaps  it  is  the  idea  of  having  his  portrait  to  paint  which 
has  made  me  work — who  knows? 

Wednesday^  June  \6th, — ^At  8  o'clock  we  went  to  the  Sahn^ 
where  I  met  Saint-Marceaux.  We  exchanged  common-places, 
and  I  said  to  him,  stupidly:  "  You  never  come  to  see  us."  "  I 
am  so  busy."  It  was  so  silly  of  me  to  seem  to  reproach  him, 
and  now  I  am  afraid  that  Saint-Marceaux  will  be  annoyed  at 
having  met  me.  You  see  I  must  attain  to  something,  and  men 
like  Saint-Marceaux  must  be  made  to  see  something  in  me. 
Attention!  I  have  only  a  few  months,  now,  in  which  to  paint 
my  picture  for  the  Salon.  And  I  might  go  to  St.  Petersburg 
and  marry  some  one!  No,  I  will  remain  here  and  work,  and 
go  there  in  the  winter  of  1881  and  1882.  Besides,  that  will 
be  time  enough. 

Yes,  I  will  remain  and  work.  Oh,  yes!  Oh,  yes!  You  shall 
see  that.  It  is  an  excellent  decision,  and  to-morrow  I  will  begin 
to  devote  myself  entirely  to  the  studio. 

Friday y  June  xZth, — I  have  worked  all  day.  My  model  is 
so  graceful  and  pretty,  that  I  have  put  off  from  day  to  day 
commencing  to  paint;  the  preliminary  sketch  was  so  good 
that  I  feared  to  spoil  it;  but,  on  the  whole,  I  am  satisfied  with 
my  progress  to-day. 

And  in  the  evening  S —  came.  I  attributed  his  depression 
to  his  being  in  love^  but  it  seems  that  there  is  something  else; 
he  is  going  to  Bucharest  or  Lille,  as  director  of  his  brother-in- 
law's  bai\k.  But  above  all,  he  wants  to  marry  me.  Ah!  he 
still  holds  to  that  idea.  I  smiled,  and  told  him  that  he  was 
bold  and  presumptuous,  and  explained  to  him  that  I  had  no 
dowry,  as  my  dowry  would  be  only  sufficient  for  pin-money, 
and  that  he  would  have  to  lodge  me,  feed  me,  and  pay  all  my 
expenses.  Poor  fellow!  I  felt  a  little  sorry  for  him  all  the  same. 

I  do  not  think  that  he  is  overjoyed  to  go. 

He  kissed  my  hands  a  hundred  times  and  begged  me  not  to 
forget  him.  "  You  will  think  sometimes  of  me?  Say,  oh,  I 
Implore  you,  that  you  will  think  of  me!" 
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"  When  I  have  time." 

But  he  asked  me  so  many  times  that  I  was  forced  at  last  to 
give  him  a  very  faint  "yes."  Ah,  the  farewells  were  tragic,  on 
his  side,  at  least!  We  were  both  near  the  door  of  the  salotiy 
and,  to  give  him  a  pleasant  memory  of  our  parting,  I  gravely 
held  out  my  hand  for  him  to  kiss,  and  then  we  shook  hands. 
I  remained  a  few  moments  in  thought.  I  shall  miss  this  boy. 
He  will  write  to  me,  however. 

For  several  days  Paris  has  gone  mad  over  little  pigs.  They 
are  said  to  bring  good  luck,  and  are  made  of  gold,  enamel, 
jewels,  everything.  For  the  last  two  days  I  have  worn  a 
copper  one.  At  the  studio  they  say  that  it  is  due  to  this  pig 
that  I  have  made  a  good  bit  of  painting.  Well,  that  poor 
Casimir  wears,  in  memory  of  me,  a  little  pig. 

I  would  like  to  give  him  the  Gospel  of  St.  Matthew,  with 
this  inscription:  "The  finest  book  in  the  world,  and  one 
which  supplies  every  want  of  the  soul.  There  is  no  need  to 
be  a  sentimentalist  or  a  bigot  to  find  in  it  peace  and  consola- 
tion. Keep  it  as  a  talisman,  and  read  a  page  every  evening 
in  memory  of  me,  who  have,  perhaps,  made  you  suffer  some, 
and  you  will  understand  why  it  is  the  finest  book  in  the  world." 
But  does  he  deserve  it.>  Would  it  not  be  better  for  him  to 
limit  himself  to  the  little  pig?  In  the  first  place,  he  would  not 
und^stand  St.  Matthew. 

Sunday^  June  20th. — I  passed  the  morning  at  the  Salon^ 
which  closes  this  evenhig.  "The  Good  Samaritan'*  has 
received  the  medal  6f  honor.  But  Morot's  picture  out  of  the 
question,  the  medal  of  honor  should  not  be  so  easy  of  attain- 
ment. However,  it  is  not  given  to  merit,  but  to  the  best  work 
of  the  Salon, 

Bastien-Lepage's  landscape  is  not  perfect;  it  injures  the 
figure;  but  what  an  exquisite  figure!  The  head  is  absolutely 
unrivaled.  Morot's  picture  almost  wearied  me  to-day,  while 
Bastien-Lepage — I  went  from  one  to  the  other,  and  then 
to  a  sleepdng  head  by  Henner,  and  a  little  nymph  by  the  same 
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artist.  Henner  is  charm  itself.  It  is  not  Exactly  ttature,  but 
it  ought  to  be  nature,  and  it  is  adoraWe,  His  "  Nymphs  in 
Twilight "  is  incomparable  and  inimitable..  He  does  not  vary, 
but  he  is  always  charming.  His  nudities  at  the  Luxembourg 
are  not  equal  to  what  he  does  now.  His  ipicture  in  last  year's 
Salon  I  like  better  than  anything  I  have  seen  of  his.  I  longed 
so  to  buy  it,  and  I  Joojked  at  it  every  day.  Ah,  if  I  w^re 
rich!  S —  shall  not  have  his  St.  Matthew,  It  is  i^ingular  the 
impression  that  the  Morot  has  made  ui>on  me;  it  is  vapid 
beside  Bastien-Lepage  and  Henner.  Henner!  He  hds  inex^ 
pressible  charm. 

Sunday^  June  zjtA.^l  modeled,  a  little  in  the  morning.  I 
am  as  low  as  possible,  but  I  must  appear  gay,  and  my  imisery 
makes  me  stupid.  I  dio  not  know,  how tto  say  ajaytbinig;  my 
laughter  is  forced;  I  listen  to  all  isoris  of  commonrplEoes*  and 
I  would  like  to  cry.  .         li 

Miseryof  misery!  .:  -        ,  ^ . .  ;  w: 

Outside  of  my  art,  which  I  began  through  ambition  and 
fancy,  contintied  through  vanity,  and  ador«  now;  outside  of 
this  passion  (for  it  is  a  passiOn)  I  have  nothing  but  the  most 
atrocious  of  existences!  Ah,  misery  of  misery  I  There  arc, 
however,  some  happy  people  on  earthl  Happy,  that  is  too 
much;  a  simply  bearable  existence  would  be  enough  for  me* 
With  what  I  have,  that  would  be  happioess.  ' 

Wednesday^  June  30/-^.— i^Instead  of  piainting,  \  took  Miss 
Graham  and  ^e  went  to  the  Rue  deSdvres  and  passed  an  hour 
there  before  the  houses  of  the  Jesuits.'  But  it  was  9  o'clock 
and  we  saw  only  the  remains  of  the  agttatiotL 

I  think  the  proscription  of  the- Jesaits  stupid,  and  I  can  only 
explain  it  as  a  rascally  revenge  of  Monsieur  Jules  Fefrry,  for 
his  Article  7.  The  influence  of  the  Jesuits  has  been  con- 
siderably increasied  thereby;  if  one  detests  their,  doctrines, 
this  is  no  way  to  stamp  them  out^  and  if  it  is  difircult  to  stamp 
them  out,  it  would  bie  better  to  let  them  aldne.  Thdre  would 
be  only  one  way  to  destroy  the  Jesuitis,  and  th^t*^  imprac- 
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ticable.  Give  them  all  .sorts  of  guarantees,  make  ^^11  sorts 
of  advances  to  all  the  Jesuits  in  existence,  make  them  gifts 
of  lands,  build  them  houses,  create  for  them  a  city,  and 
when  they  are  all  there,  blow  the.  wholcj  thing  up.  I  do  not 
detest  the  Jesuits  so  much  as  I  fear  them,  because  I  am  so 
ignorant  of  what  they  rfa//y  are,.  Is  th^r^  any  one  who 
knows  that? 

No!  but  it  would  be  difficult  to  do  anything  more  stupid, 
and  of  le^s  use  than  this  proscription.  Why  did  Gambetta 
permit  it?  .  I  thought  for  a  tiine  that  h^  allowed  it  to  be 
arranged  in  prder  to  intervene  and.  prevent  it. 

Wednesday ^  July  i^hi — ^The  anniversary  of  the  taking, of 
the  Bastilje.  A  review,  distribution  of  flags,  illuminations,  and 
daf  cing  in.  all  the  pubHc  squares. 

The  marked. charactefistic  of.  Paris  is  Its  charming  novelty. 

At  6  o'clock  we  took  the.  belt  railway  for  Porte  Maillot  I 
was  dre$sed  in  a  pink  gown,  which  cost.  25  francs,  at  the. 
Magasin  du  Printemps« 

Notice  that  we  were  going,  to  see  the  illuminations  and 
uproar  at  Belleville*  We  talked  and  laughed  so  much  that  we 
passed  the  station  anjd  bad  to  change  trains  three  times..  'The 
most  disquieting  thing.  \vas,  that  all  the  villages  seemed  aban- 
doned.. Finally,  we  alighted  in  a  barren  place;  it  was  8  o'clock 
and  we  were  beginning, to  be  hi^ngry.  Gaillard  proposed 
to  dine  at .  St.  Fargeau.  Lake — ^be^tiful  trees,  a  lake,  good 
cooking,  etc.  We  agreed,  set  out  to  iind  it,  ai>d  entered  a 
park,  the  Buttes  Chaumont  We  wer^  frightfully  hungry,  but 
we  console  ourselves  at  sight  of  the  lovely  landscape,,  and 
especially  .of  a  certain  pavilion  like  a  temple.  /Julian  ques- 
tioned everyone  we  met  as  to.  where,  there  was  a  restaurant, 
and  each  one  directed  us  ^different  way.  Finally,  after  having 
walkedfi  long  way,  and,  admired  the  pavement  to  console  pur- 
selves,  we  perceived  a  lake  and  an  vlluminated  restaurant. 
Hurrahl  We  ran  tQward  il^  but,  after,  running  several,  minutes, 
we  found  a  locked  gate.    We  had  to  retriac^  our  steps  and  go 
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round  on  the  other  side.  It  was  too  bad;  the  future  Madame 
Gaillard  was  dying  of  hunger.  And  every  time  that  we  laugh- 
ingly predicted  some  misadventure,  it  was  sure  to  happen. 
The  lake  was  not  St.  Fargeau,  and  the  restaurant  was  a  simple 
caf6,  where  there  was  nothing  to  eat. 

•*  Let  us  go  to  Viilette,"  said  someone. 

"  If  you  want  to  eat  something  standing  up,"  said  a  shabby- 
citizen,  "go  in  there,"  and  he  pointed  to  a  miserable 
shanty. 

Oh,  joy!  a  cab  hove  in  sight,  but  refused  to  take  us,  and  it 
was  only  after  much  insisting  and  pleading  that  we  prevailed 
upon  the  driver.  We  all  five  piled  in  and  started  for  St. 
Fargeau  Lake.  I  will  not  describe  the  drive,  which  lasted  a 
whole  hour  through  a  lot  of  empty,  narrow  streets.  We 
arrived  at  last.  St.  Fargeau  Lake  was  not  a  lake  at  all,  but  an 
ugly  pool  of  water.  It  was  now  half-past  9;  but  we  were  no 
sooner  seated  at  table  than  it  began  to  rain.  There  was  a 
general  movement  to  an  enormous  hall.  I  mounted  upon  a  chair. 
"Gentlemen,"  I  said,  "I  am  an  opportunist  before  every- 
thing, and  as  there  is  an  opportunity  to  eat  now,  I  propose  that 
we  do  so  without  more  ado."  About  10  o'clock,  we  thought  of 
the  fireworks  that  we  were  to  have  seen  from  the  top  of  the 
Buttes  Chaumont.  At  the  door  of  the  restaurant  we  found 
our  angelic  coachman.  He  was  drunk,  but  he  showed  the 
talent  of  an  ambassador  under  difficult  circumstances.  In  fact, 
cries  of  "  Down  with  carriages!"  were  beginning  to  be  heard; 
we  answered  with,  "  Long  live  the  Republic!" 

Friday y  July  16th. — Julian  thinks  my  painting  very  good, 
very  good  indeed;  and  A-^  is  obliged  to  say  that  it  is  not  bad, 
for  Julian  is  more  severe  than  Tony. 

I  am  more  than  delighted  at  Julian's  praises. 

We  are  going  away  to-morrow,  and  I  have  been  undergoing 
all  the  annoyances  of  packing. 

It  is  fortunate  that  I  am  going  away,  for  Othetwise  the  studio 
would  no  longer  go  on  so  well.     I  am,  just  now,  its  unrivaled 
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head.  I  advise,  I  amuse,  and  they  go  into  ecstasies  over  my 
work;  I  lay  aside  coquetry  to  be  kind,  gentle,  obliging,  to 
make  myself  liked,  to  like  my  comrades,  and  to  comfort  them 
with  ices  or  fruit. 

The  other  day  I  went  oat  for  awhile,  and  they  immediately 
began  to  speak  well  of  me.  Mademoiselle  Marie  D — >  has  not 
yet  ceased  telling  about  it,  and  Madeleine,  who  draws,  as  you 
know,  wants  to  begin  to  paint,  and  has  come  to  me  for  advice. 
It  is  true  that  I  can  teach  admirably;  if  I  painted  as  well  as  I 
teach,  I  should  be  contented.  Julian  regrets  that  I  can  not  go 
on  with  that  head,  which  would  be  "a  thing  to  be  exhibited." 
"  It  is  so  natural,  so  free,  so  living.** 

It  is  an  original  head — very  large  eyes,  heavy  lids,  arched 
eyebrows,  a  little  uplifted,  a  turned-up  nose,  a  pretty  mouth,  a 
charming  complexion;  it  is  a  young  face,  but  with  a  look  of 
past  suffering,  which,  however,  is  not  displeasing.  Golden 
hair,  arranged  in  a  heavy  mass,  and  relieved  by  the  back- 
ground of  daA  green. 

Saturday f  JtUy  17M.-- -I  would  like  to  go  into  the  country, 
the  real  country  where  there  is  no  one;  it  would  be  happiness 
to  be  able  to  retire  from  time  to  time  to  uninhabited  countries, 
to  islands  amid  great  odd  trees,  as  in  Paul  and  Virginia.  To 
see  the  sun  rise,  and  to  enjoy  the  night  all  alone;  in  the  most 
absolute  peace  and  quiet.  A  wild  country  with  great  trees,  a 
pure  sky,  mountains  gilded  by  the  sun,  and  an  air  such  as  we 
can  imagine,  an  air  which,  in  itself,  is  felicity,  instead  of  the 
horrors  one  breathes  here.  But,  for  such  an  existence,  money 
is  necessary.  And  I  would  not  want  even  the  man  I  loved  in 
that  solitude. 

Mont  Doriy  Tuesday^  July  20th. — I  went  to  Julian's,  with 

Villevieille,  in  search  of  my  keys  that  I  left  there  yesterday. 

He  encouraged  me  much,  and  I  came  away  feeling  happy^ 

There  is  one  other  comfort,  also,  and  that  is  that  I  am  no 

longer  afraid  of  Breslau. 

"When  she  works,"  said  Julian,  speaking  of  me,  "it  is  not 
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painting,  it  is  nature  it$elf ;  *  and  even  when  she  does  not 
entirely  .succeed,  you  can  Bee  what  she  was  aiming  at/'  * 

After  this  call,  we  went  to  see  the  "  J^rtcc  de  Rome,''  At  4 
o'clock  Villevieille  returned  to  bid  me  good-bye,  and  we 
started.  Monday,  at  6  o^clock  in  the  morning/w^  arrived  at 
Clermont;  there  were  six  hours  in  a  stage  from  Cleroiof^t.to 
this  frightful  Mont  Pore;  but  I  preferred  it  to  the  railway. 

We  are  badly  lodged,  the  house  is  full,  and  th^,.co9king 
atrocious.  -  It  was  '^ot  until  to*d9y  that  I  had  felt  iq  ttip  least 
comfortable,  and  that  is  because  I  have  discovci!ed  3Qme  inter- 
esting subjects  to  {>aint. 

Wednesday^  July  21st, — I  liave  begun  my  pQur^  of  treat- 
meiit.  They  come  for  me  with  an  air-tight  $ei<iai):Ch4};*,  lyiy^ 
costume  is  ot  white  flannel,. trousers  to  my  feet,  a  qloal^  and  a 
hood;     . 

Then  follow  a  bath^  a  dotuhe^  drinking  the  W^ters^and  inhala- 
tibnsu'  I  agree  to  everything;  but  this  is  the;:la3t.tini^  that  I 
will  submit  to  treatment,  and  I  would  not  do  it  ^ow  if  I  were 
not  afraid  of  becoming  deaf.  My  deafnef^s  is  much  better; 
almost  well,  in  fact.  .  . 

Thursday^  July  22d.-^l  have  no  objection .  to  the  ^leyation 
of  a  man  to  supreme  power,  when  tha(  man  is  a.  hero  like 
Napoleon  I.  I  do  not  object  to  having  a  sort  of  dictatorship 
conferred  upon  a  superior  and  capable  being,. but  h^s  children 
should  not  succeed  him.  I.  would  not  Uk^  even  a  life  texture 
of  office;  but,  if  a  man  does  his  du|^y,  let  him  be  retained. 
f  I  am  wearing  a  peasant's  hat  here;,  it  4$  veryv))ecQming  to 
me  and  makes.me  look  like:  one  of  Greu4e'$  pictu^s>^  I.  seat 
a  telegram  and  they  fory/arded  me  some  linen  dresses  ^o  wear 
warm  days,  and  now- it  is  cold.  I  am  beginning. to  admire  the 
country  about  here;  until  this  evening,:!:  w^  d«ll^.  by  the 
wretchedness  of  the  food^-^dulled  because  e^ing  i^  an  ignoble 
occupation,  but  one  which  we  are  forced  to  accept 

Friday,  July  23^/. — Who  will  give  me  badt  my' Squandered, 
stolen,  evanished  youth?    I  am  not  yet  twenty,  and  ^the  other 
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day  I  discovered  three  white:  bair&  I  am  proud  of  them,  for 
they  ar^e  a  terrible  proof  that  I  have  exaggerated;  nothing. 
Were  it  not  for  my  young  figure,  I  should  appear  old.  Is 
that  neural  at  my  age? 

Nol  there  arises  such  a  ^torm  in  my  heart  that  I  will  cut  the 
whole  matter  short  by  telliog  myself  that  I  can  always  put  a 
bullet  through  my  head  before  pitying  glances  are  cast  at 
me.  .■'-•'•■,        .  ••   • 

I  had  an  extraordinary  voice;  it  was  a  gift  from  God,  and  I 
have  lost  it  Song  for  woman^  is  what  eloquence  is  for  man-^ 
a  power  without  limit. 

I  saw  to*day  Madame  de  Rothschild  with  her  horses,  dogs, 
etc.,  in  the' park,  which  my  window  overlooks.  The  sight  of 
that  happy  woman  made  me  ill;  but  I  must  be  brave.  >  Besides, 
when  suffering  becomes  too  severe,  deliverance  is  at  band. 
When,  it  has  readied  a.  certain  point  we  know  that  it  must 
henceforth  diminish.  *  It  is  while  await ingt  this  crisis  of  the 
heart  and  soul  that  we  suffer;  but  the  crins  dace  reached,  we 
are  relieted.  /Then  we  call  to  oxir  aid  Epictetus,  or  we  pray; 
but  prayer  is  too  emotional. 

I  am  better  for  some  difs,  perhaps,  but  during  those  d^ys 
bitterness  mounts,  mounts,  mounts  agiain;  then,  there  is 
another  outburst^  another  abasement,  and  so  all  over  again. 

Tuesday^  July  ijth, — I  tried,  to^paint  a  landscape,  but  it 
ended  in  my  knocking  down  the  canvas;  then  I  found  beside 
me  a  irttie  girl' of  four  years,  who  was:  watching  what  I  was 
doing,  and  instead  of  looking  at  tise  landscape,  I  looked  at 
the  child,  who' is  going  to' 'pose  forme  to+morrowl  How  can 
an3^hing  be  preferred  to  the  human  figure? 

I  have  such  a  pain:  in  my  neck  'and  ieft  ear  that  it  is  driving 
me  almoiit '  mad.  I  don't' say  anything  about  it,  because  it 
would  only  make  my  aunt  worry  me,  and  I  know  it  comes  from 
my  throat  trouble.  .  ^     .  ? 

Here  I  have  been  for  more  than  twenty-four  hours  suffering 
ag^ny.      It  id*  impossible  to  slc?cp  or  to  do  anything  whatever. 
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I  am  even  forced  to  stop  reading  every  moment  or  two.    It  is 
this  pain  which  makes  life  look  so  black  to  me,  I  think. 

Misery  of  misery! 

Thursday^  July  29M. — I  find  plenty  of  models.  All  these 
people  of  Auvergne  are  wonderfully  obliging,  and  the  women 
extremely  flattering.  I  began  with  a  little  girl,  about  ten  years 
of  age,  lying  asleep  in  the  grass;  but  to-morrow  I  leave  her 
for  a  little  fellow  with  .a  goat  (life-size),  which  I  shall  finish, 
and  then  go  back  to  my  little  girl.  The  boy  with  the  goat  is 
the  son  of  a  woodcarver,  who  has  worked  in  the  Paris  shops. 
His  mother  is  a  seamstress  and  there  are  three  pretty  children. 

Moreover,  their  shop  faces  the-  north,  and,  on  rainy  days,  I 
shall  make  a  study  of  a  very  dark  shop,  in  which  I  shall  place 
the  little  girl,  who  is  about  seven,  and  a  charming  child. 

Saturday^  July  31^/. — Yesterday  I  began  my  picture  on  a 
No.  25  canvas.  The  grouping  is  very  simple.  The  two  chil- 
dren are  seated  beneath'> beautiful  trees,  covered  with  moss; 
there  is  a  clearing  in  the  distance  through  which  can  be  seen 
the  green  country.  The  boy,  who  is  twelve  years  old,  is  seated 
in  front,  a  school-book  under  his  left  arm,  and  his.  eyes  fixed 
upon  vacancy.  The  little  girl,  who  is  six  years  old,  has  one 
hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and  in  the  other  holds  a  pear.  The 
face  is  in  profile  and  she  seems  to  be  speaking  to  him.  The 
two  children  are  seen  from  the  knees  only,  for  the  picture  is 
life-size. 

Before  leaving  Paris,  I  read  "Indiana,"  by  George  Sand,  and 
I  assure  you  it  is  not  interesting.  As  the  only^ther  novels  of 
hers  that  I  have  read  are,  "  La  Petite  Fadette,  '*  "Indiana," 
and  one  or  two  others,  perhaps  I  ought  not  to  give  an  opinion, 
but  at  present,  I  do  not  recognize  her  talent  at  all. 

And  yet,  everybody  has  praised  her  so  much— *stiUvI  do  not 
like  her. 

It  is  like  Raphael's  "Virgins."  What  I  see  at  the  Louvre  does 
not  please  me.  I  saw  Italy  before  I  was  able  to  judge,  and 
what  I  saw    then    also    displeased    me.     What    is    neither 
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divine  nor  terrestrial,  it  seems  to  me,  is  conventional  and 
unworthy. 

I  intended  to  ride  horseback,  but  I  did  not  feel  like  doing 
an3rthing,  and,  when  I  pass  a  day  without  working,  I  am 
attacked  with  frightful  remorse,  and  there  are  days  when  I 
can  do  nothing;  then,  I  tell  myself,  that  if  I  wanted  to,  I  could, 
and  then  I  quarrel  with  myself,  and  then  it  all  ends  with  a, 
"Well,  let  it  all  go;  life  is  not  worth  living;"  and  then  I  smoke 
and  read  novels. 

Tuesday^  August  i^th, — I  have  had  to  give  up  my  painting 
in  the  open  air,  on  account  of  the  bad  weather. 

I  have  begun  another  (No.  15  canvas). 

The  scene  is  in  the  woodcarver's  shop.  On  the  left  the 
woman  is  trying  on  the  little  boy  a  choir-boy's  dress.  The 
little  girl,  seated  on  an  old  chest,  regards  her  brother  with 
open  eyes;  the  grandmother  is  near  the  stove,  with  folded 
hands,  and  smiling  at  the  boy;  the  father,  near  the  table,  is 
reading  the  Lanterney  and  glances  over  it  at  the  red  soutane, 
and  the  white  surplice.  The  background  is  very  complicated 
— a  stove,  old  bottles,  tools,  a  host  of  details,  naturally  some- 
what hastily  sketched  in. 

I  have  not  the  time  to  finish  it,  but  I  made  the  picture  to 
familiarize  myself  with  those  things.  The  standing  figures, 
the  walls,  and  the  other  details  frightened  me,  and  I  should 
have  been  in  despair  if  I  had  been  obliged  to  paint  a  picture 
of  an  interior.  Now,  it  is  not  so,  not  that  I  can  do  it  well, 
but  I  am  not  afraid  of  it. 

The  heads  of  my  first  sketch  are  nearly  three  fingers  long. 

And  there  are  the  dresses  and  everything  to  be  done,  and  I 
have  never  doine  anything  but  the  nude,  except  in  my  misera- 
ble Salon  picture — and  the  hand!  There  are  six  hands  and  a 
half. 

I  have  never  had  the  perseverance  to  finish  any  piece  of 
writing.  Something  happens.  I  have  an  idea;  I  sketch  out 
what  I  want  to  say,  and,  the  next  day,  I  see  in  the  journals  an 
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article  which  resembles  mine,  and  renders  mine  useless — i 
mine,  which,  moreover,  I  have  never  finished,  nor  placed  in  a 
presentable  state.  My  art  studies  have  shown  me  timt  an 
effort  is  necessary  to  conquer  the  first  difficulty.  "It  is  only 
the  first  step  that  counts.*'  The  proverb  has  never  struck  me 
BO  forcibly  as  now.  ^ 

And  then,  there  is  also,  alnwe  all,  the  question  of  sarrouad- 
ings.  Mine  niay  be  described,  in  spite  of  the  best  will  iii  the 
world,  as  stupefying.  The  members  of  my  family  are^  for 
the  most  part,  ignorant  and  ordinary.  Theri,  there  is  Madame 
G — ,  who  is  a  thorough  society  woman;  and  the  people  who 
come  to  call.  There  is  almost  oo  conversation,^  and  you  know 
who  our  intimates  are:  M — ,  and  some  colorless  young  people. 
So  that,  I  assure  you,  if  I  did  not  shut  myself  up  so  often 
alone,  with  my  books,  I  should  be  even  less  intelligent  than  I 
am.  I  often  become  stupid.  Words  Crowd  together  in  my 
mouth,  and  I  can  not  Sfieak.  I  listen;  I  limJle  vagtiely,  and 
that  is  all 

Wednesday,  August  i%th. — ^We  have  ridden  too  long  to-day. 
Five  hours  on  horseback,  and  with  this  debilitating  treatment 
— I  am  literally  worn  out.  .  . 

I  fear  the  treatment  will  prove  that  btute  of  a  doctor  to 
be  right,  when  he  said  that  I  was  weak,  it  is  true  that,= 
when  I  finished,  he  assured  me  that,  to  have  borne  so  wefl 
twenty-one  baths,  I  must  be  very  strong.  Medicine  is  a  sony 
scfence. 

We  went  up  to  the  summit  of  Sancy.  The  mountains^ 
which  surround  the  horrible  Mont  Dore,  appear  flat  from  this 
height.  The  view  from,  the  top'  of  Sancy  is  really  grand.  I 
would  like  to  see  a  sunrise  from  there.  The  distant  horizon 
is  of  a  bluish  tint,  which  makes  me  think  of  the  Mediterranean. 
The  ascent  on  foot  is  very  fatiguing,  but  when  you  reach  the 
top,  you  seem  to  domfnatfe  the  World. 

There  were  a  crowd  of  people,  who  had  come  like  us,  and 
who  were  a  blot  upon  tlhe  face'  df  rtatutie; 


I  t 


jOUkNAL  OF   MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF.  39 

Thursday y  August  igth, — I  aip  good-for-nothing  this  morn- 
ing. My  eyes  and  my  brain  are  tired.  And  to  think  that  I 
can  not  go  away  until  Saturday!  To-day  it  is  too  late; 
to-morrow  is  Friday,  and  if  I  should  travel  on  Friday,  I  should 
think  that  the  misfortunes  which  are  always  happening  to  me, 
happened  on  that  account. 

JParis,  Sunday y  August  22d, — Eight  o'clock.  How  pretty  and 
conlfortable  my  studio  looks! 

I  have  been  reading  the  weekly  illustrated  papers,  ^ncjspme 
pamphlets.  Everything  goes  on  the  same  as  before,  just  as 
if  I  had  never  been  away. 

Two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  I  console  (!)  ipyself  by 
thinking  that  my  troubles  are  only  the  equivalent  Qf  thope  pf 
every  kind,  which  artists  in  general  have  to  conquer,  as  I 
have  neither  poverty,,  nor  the  tyranny  of  relatives  to  suffer 
from,  and  that  is  what  artists  usually  complain  of,,  is  it  not? 

I  shaft  not'  get  rid  of  niy  troubles  because  I  have  talent, 
unless!  produce  a  work  of  genius.  But  woflcsof  genius  have 
never  been  produced  after  only  three  years*  study,  and  therer 
are  so  nlany  to-day,  who  are  talented. 

My  mtenttons  are  good,  but  suddenly  I  commit  follies,  as 
in  a  dream.  1  despise  and  detest  myself,  as  I  despise  and 
detest  my  family  and  everybbdyelse.  Oh,  my  family!  Listen  I 
On  our  journey,'my  aunt  employed  twenty  little  stratagems  to 
have  me  sit  on  f ifie  iside  opposite  the  open  window.  Tired  out^ 
I  tjoiisented  oh  condition  that  it  should  remain  open,  and  I 
was  no  sooner  asleep,  than  she  plpsed  U.  I  awoke,  exclaiming 
that  I  would  break  open  the  window  with  my  heels,  but  we 
had  reachfed^'oui*  destination.  And.  then,  at  breakfast,  what 
looks  of  anguish  and  what  theatrical  frowns  because  I  did  not 
eat!  These  people  evidently  love  me;  but  it  seems  to  me  that, 
wheri  one  loves,  one  ought  to  know  better  than  to  do  such 
thing?.  ^  ;. 

Sincere  indignation  produces  eloquence. 

When  a  man  is  indignant,  or  thinks  himself  indignant  with 
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a  government,  he  mounts  the  tribune  and  wins  renown.  But  a 
woman  has  no  tribune  at  her  disposal;  moreover,  she  is 
besieged  by  fathers  and  mothers,  stepfathers  and  stepmothers, 
etc.,  who  worry  her  all  day  long;  she  becomes  indignant,  and 
she  is  eloquent  before  her  dressing-table.     Result — zero. 

And  then,  mamma  talks  all  the  time  about  God:  **  If  it  is 
God's  will!"  "With  the  help  of  God!"  When  one  invokes 
God  so  often,  it  is  only  to  excuse  the  neglect  of  all  sorts  of 
little  duties. 

This  is  not  faith,  nor  even  religion ;  it  is  a  mania,  a  weak- 
ness, the  cowardice  of  the  lazy,  the  incapable,  and  the  indolent. 
What  more  indelicate  than  to  cover  all  one's  shortcomings  by 
the  word  "  God?"  It  is  not  only  indelicate,  it  is  more,*it  is 
criminal,  if  one  believes  in  God.  "  If  it  is  ordained  that  such 
a  thing  shall  happen,  it  will  happen,"  she  says,  to  avoid  the 
trouble  of  exerting  herself  and  to  ward  off  remorse. 

If  everything  were  foreordained,  God  would  be  only  a  con- 
stitutional president,  and  free-will,  vice,  virtue,  meaningless 
words. 

Thursday  J  September  2d, — **  Moreover,  he  read  much,  he 
sought  for  that  deep,  serious  knowledge  one  can  get  only  from 
one's  self,  and  to  the  obtaining  of  which  all  people  of  talent 
devote  themselves  between  the  ages  of  twenty  and  thirty." 
This  paragraph,  copied  from  Balzac,  flatters  me. 

I  have  hired  a  garden  at  Passy,  45  Rue  dU  Ranelagh,  to 
pursue  my  studies  in  the  open  air.  I  have  begun  with  Irma, 
nude,  standing  under  a  leafless  tree — life-size. 

It  is  still  warm  enough,  but  I  have  no  time  to  lose.  That  is 
how  my  life  passes,  and  I  like  it  so  much;  bu^  yet  I  have 
strange  forebodings  of  I  know  not  what;  it  seems  to  me  that 
something  is  going  to  happen.  No!  Alone  and  working,  I 
will  believe  myself  safe;  but  men  are  so  mean,  so  wicked,  that 
they  will  seek  you  out  to  cause  you  pain. 

But  what  can  happen?  I  don't  know.  Somebody  will  invent 
some  falsehood  or  other;  I  shall  hear  of  it  and  be  miserable. 
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Or  some  villainous  deed  will  be  done  to  me,  not  serious,  but 
sad  and  humiliating,  one  of  those  things  that  are  so  apt  to 
happen  to  me. 

All  this  keeps  me  away  from  Biarritz. 

"  Go  there,"  Madame  G —  said  to  me;  **  you  must  go  there. 
I  will  tell  your  mother  or  your  aunt  so.  Go  to  Biarritz;  it  is 
very  charming,  and  you  will  meet  everybody." 

Bah!  how  these  society  women  talk!  Well,  if  they  will 
only  leave  me  in  peace,  I  will  remain  in  my  garden  at  Passy. 

Tuesday,  September  itk. — It  is  raining,  and  all  the  worst  inci- 
dents of  my  life  pass  in  review  before  me,  and  there  are 
things,  far  back  in  the  past  now,  the  very  thought  of  which 
makes  me  start  and  clinch  my  hands  as  if  a  physical  pain 
had  suddenly  shot  through  me. 

If  I  am  to  be  better,  all  my  surroundings  must  be  changed. 
My  family  are  disagreeable  to  me.  I  know  beforehand  all  that 
my  aunt  or  mamma  will  say  or  do  under  such  and  such  circum- 
stances; how  they  will  behave  in  the  drawing-room,  out 
walkings  at  a  watering-place,  etc.,  and  it  all  gra.tes  horribly 
upon  my  nerves,  as  if  someone  were  sharpening  a  knife. 

I  would  have  to  change  all  my  surroundings,  and  then,  when 
I  had  become  tranquil,  I  should,  doubtless,  love  them  as  they 
deserve  to  be  loved.  Meantime,  however,  they  are  worry- 
ing the  life  out  of  me.  If  I  refuse  a  dish  at  the  table,  they 
look  frightened;  they  employ  a  thousand  little  stratagems 
not  to  have  ice  used  at  the  table,  because  it  may  do  me  harm. 
They  come  on  tiptoe  to  close  the  windows  that  I  have  opened. 
A  thousand  little  nonsensical  actions  irritate  me  and  make  me 
hate  everything  and  everybody  in  the  house.  And  what  makes 
me  especially  uneasy  is  that  I  am  rusting  in  this  solitude;  all 
these  somber  colors  dim  my  intelligence  and  force  me  back  into 
myself.  I  fear  that  these  dark  clouds  will  leave  a  lasting 
mark  upon  my  character,  and  render  me  bitter,  sour,  and 
morose.  I  have  no  desire  to  be  like  that,  and  I  fear  to  become 
so,  on  account  of  the  rage  which  I  keep  pent  up  within  me. 
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They  say  that  my  manners  are  perfect;  the  old  Bonapartists 
told  Adeline  so.  .But  what  diffiorence  does  it  make?  It  seems 
to  me  that  misfortune  is  always  hanging  over  me. 

I  am  always  afraid  of  bemg  siaQdetod,  humiliated,  pointed, 
aty  and  there  must  be  some '  reason  for  it,  whatever  anyone 
sa3r$.  You  see,  my  family  does  not/  know  what  it  has  done  to 
me.  My  sadness  alarrhft  me  onLyt  because  I  fear  to  lose  forever 
all  those  brilliant  qualities,  which  are  so  indispensable  t6  women. 

Why.  live?  What  am  I  accotHpli^hing.  heie?  >  Whati  do  I 
possess?.  Neither  fame,  nor  happitiess,  nor  even  peace] 

Friday y  September  io/>4.-i-Deep  emotioa  for  my  aunt  to-day! 
Doctor  Fattvel)  who  examined  me  a  week  ago^  and  found 
nothing  the  matter,  examined  me  again  td-day,  and  found  my 
bronchial  tubes  affected.  He  seemed  serious,  moved,  and  a 
littler  confused  at  not  having  foreseeti  the  grave  nature  of  the 
malady;  then  he  prescribed  the  usual  remedies  for  consump- 
tives, cod^liver  oil,  painting  with*  iodine,  warm  mrlk,  flannel, 
eta,  and  finally  advised  me  to! see  Doctor. S6e  6r  Doctor 
Potain,.or  to.cdll  theta  in  to  consult  with  him.  You  can 
imagine:m^  aunt's  face!  It.  only  amused  me.  For  a  long 
time.  I  have  suspected  something;  of  the  sort,  I  coughed  all 
last  winter,  and  I  cough  and  choke  how.  Besides,  it  woUld  be 
astonishing  ^f  Idid  not  hive  something  the  matter  with  me;  I 
should  be  well  contented  to  have  something  serious  that 
would  end  it  all.  -My  aunt  is  terrified,  but  I  rejoice.  Death 
has  no  terrors  for  me;  I  would  not  dare  to  kill  myself,  but  I 
long  for  the  eiid.  If  you  but  knew^*^!  ^  shall  not  put  on  any 
flannel,  nor  will  I  paint  myself  with  iodine.  I  do  not  care  to 
be.  cured.  Without  that,  I  shall  have  health  and  life  enough 
left  to  do  what  I  want  to  do.        ' 

Friday y  September  1 7//4.t— Yesterday :  I  went  again  to  the 
doctot  who  .ha$  charge  of  my  ears,  and  he  confessed  that  he 
did  notexpiect  it  would  be  so  grave  a  matter,  and  that  I  would 
never  hear  as  Well  asbeforti.  T  was  completely  overwhelmed 
by  this  intelligence*  j  It  is  horrible.    I  am  certainly  not  deaf. 
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but  I  ,bear  a&  one  would  see  throu^  a  thin  ydL  For  instwce, 
I  can  no  longer  bear  the  tick  of  the  clock  in  my  room,  and, 
perhaps,  I  shall  never  hear  it  except  by  holding  it  close  to  my 
ear.  This  is  a  reai  misfortune.  In  conversation,  sometimes, 
many  things  escape  me — ^well,  let  me  thank  heaven  that  X  am 
not  yet  Wind  or  4umb.  I  write  ajl  bent,  over,  aiKi  if  I  try  to 
straighten  up,  I  have  a  terrible  pain.  Tears  always  affect  me 
in  that  Wfiy.  When  the  Prince  Imperial  died,  I  had  the  same 
trouble.    I  have  been  crying  ever  since  morning* 

Tuesday ^  September  aS/^-r-^I  have  been  happy  ever  since  last 
night  I  dreamed  of  Mm,  He  was  ugly  and  ill,  but  that  is  of 
no  consequence.  I  understand  now  that  beauty  is  not  the 
quality,  that  inspires  love.  We  talked  like  two  friends,  as 
before;  as;  we  shall  talk  again,  if  we  ever  meet.  I  would  a/^k 
only  one  thing,  that  our '  friendship  might  not  transgress  those 
limits  beyond  which  it  would  be  liable  to  change. 

It  was  more  of  a  reality  than  a  dream,  and  It  have. never 
been  so  happy  as  I  was  last  night. 

Saintr*Amand  came  to  breakfast  An  avalanche  of  compli* 
ments;  I  am  this  and  that,  and  they  will  make  me  this  winter 
the  center  of  a  brilliant  circle;  he  will  bring  to  me  the  celeb- 
rities-, all  the  somebodies^  etc.  I  had  no  need,  of  this,  to  make 
me  any  happier,  for  I  awoke  laughing. 

Dumas  Fils  says  that  young  girts,  do  not  love,  but  prefer^ 
for  they  do  not  know  what  love  is.  And  what,,  indeed,  is  your 
idea  of  love,  Monsieur  Dumas? 

In  the  first  place,  one  always  has  .almost  ^  enough  knowledge 
to  know  that-^.  And  then,  what  Monsieur  Dumas  calls  Icve^ 
is  only  the  consequence  and  natural  complement  of  lov^,  and 
not  at  all  a  thing  apart,  isolated,  and  complete;  at  least,  that  is 
true  as  far  as  people  who  are  at  ail  decetit  go.  "A  conse- 
quence often  inevitable  and  without  which  there  can  be-  no 
love,"  says  the  same  Dumas;  and  he  calls  it  also  **  the  supreme 
expression  of  love."  That,  I  can  believe;  but  to  say  that  a 
young  girl  can  not  love  is  foolish.     I,  for  instance,  /  know 
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nothing  of  it,  and  yet,  I  feel  that  it  would  be  something  repul- 
sive with  a  disagreeable  being,  and  that  it  is  "the  supreme 
expression  of  love/'  when  one  loves.  Now,  there  are  also 
foolish  ideas  which  sometimes  flit  through  my  brain,  but  I 
know  very  well  what  they  are — when  the  man  is  not  repulsive; 
but  they  have  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  love.  What  would 
disgust  me  most,  would  be  to  kiss  the  lips  of  a  man  to  whom 
I  was  indifferent;  I  do  not  believe  that  I  could  ever  do  it.    • 

But  when  one  loves,  ah!  it  is  so  different.  So  last  night,  in 
my  dream,  I  loved,  as  if  I  had  been  awake;  and  it  was  so 
pure,  so  tender,  so  beautiful.  Love  is  a  grand,  pure  senti- 
ment, and  ever)rthing  about  it  is  chaste. 

The  iove  of  Monsieur  Dumas  is  not  the  thing  itself,  but 
only  a  consequence  of  what  one  feels,  a  means  to  love  better 
and  love  more  the  person  one  already  loves. 

Wednesday,  September  2f)th, — Since  yesterday,  my  complex- 
ion has  been  astonishingly  clear  and  fresh,  and  pretty,  and  my 
eyes  brilliant,  and  animated;  even  the  contour  of  my  face 
seems  more  delicate  and  beautiful.  It  is  a  shame,  however, 
that  all  this  should  be  at  a  time  when  I  see  no  one.  It  is 
stupid  to  tell  it,  but  I  spent  half  an  hour  delightedly  gazing  at 
myself  in  the  glass;  it  is  some  time  since  that  has  happened 
to  me. 

Friday,  October  xst,—K  Russian  family,  who  came  to  see  us, 
told  me  of  what  is  taking  place  in  Russia.  Their  eldest 
daughter  is  under  the  closest  surveillance  of  the  police, 
because,  she  said,  one  examination  day,  when  the  grand  duke 
was  expected  to  be  present,  that  she  would  infinitely  prefer  to 
pass  her  examination  than  to  receive  a  visit  from  the  grand 
duke.  Then,  she  was  very  near-sighted,  and  wore  an  eye- 
glass, thanks  to  which  she  was  denounced  to  the  police;  eye- 
glasses being,  when  worn  by  women,  the  sign  of  advanced 
ideas.  For  a  word,  one  is  transported,  poisoned,  or  exiled. 
Domiciliary  visits  are  made  at  night,  and  if  you  are  not  very 
dangerous,  you  are  exited  to  Viatica,  or  to  Perm;  if  you. are 
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considered  very  much  so,  you  are  condemned  to  Siberia,  or 
you  are  executed.  They  say  that  there  is  not  a  family,  where 
some  member  has  not  been  executed  or  sent  to  Siberia,  or,  at 
least,  is  under  surveillance.  The  system  of  espionage  is  so 
thoroughly  organized  that  it  is  impossible  to  talk  in  your  own 
house,  with  your  own  family,  without  what  you  have  said  being 
reported  to  the  authorities. 

Poor  country!  and  I  accused  myself  the  other  day  of  cow- 
ardice because  I  did  not  wish  to  go  there!  But  is  it  possible? 
The  Socialists  are  atrocious  scoundrels  who  rob  and  murder; 
the  government  is  arbitrary  and  stupid,  and  these  two  shock- 
ing elements  are  continually  warring,  and  between  the  two, 
wise,  intelligent  people  are  crushed.  The  Russian  girl  told 
me,  after  a  talk  of  two  hours,  that  for  the  tenth  of  what  I  had 
said  I  would  be  executed  or  sent  to  the  galleys  for  life,  and  if 
I  go  to  Russia  my  fate  is  settled.  . 

I  shall  go  to  Russia ;^hen  there  is  in  that  beautiful  country 
some  respect  for  the  rights  of  the  people;  when  one  can  be 
useful  there  and  not  risk  being  exiled  for  saying  "  the  censure 
is  very  severe!" 

All  this  excites  me  greatly.  Is  there  no  possibility  of  estab- 
lishing an  honest  liberal  party?  for  I  hate  the  crimes  of  social- 
ism as  much  as  those  of  the  government. 

Ah!  if  it  were  not  for  my  painting,  how  I — 

Oh,  Frenchmen!  who  say  that  you  are  neither  happy  nor 
free!  There  is  taking  place  in  Russia  now  whai  took  place  in 
France  under  the  reign  of  terror;  a  word,  a  gesture,  and  one 
is  lost.  Ah!  how  much  still  remains  to  be  done  that  men  may 
even  approach  happiness!  "  We  are  on  the  road  to  the  deliv- 
erance of  woman,"  says  Dumas  Fils;  "  when  that  is  done,  we 
must  try  to  deliver  God,  and  as  then  there  will  be  a  perfect 
understanding  between  the  three  eternal  bodies,  God,  man, 
and  woman,  we  shall  see  clearer  and  advance  more  swiftly/' 

The  woman  question  is  exceedingly  important,  and  when 
one  thinks  that  everything  has  progressed  except  that,  one  is 
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really  stupefied.  Read  Dumas*  pamphlet,  "  Wora^n  who  Vote 
and  Women  who  Kill."  Dumas'  biting  talents  do  not  offend 
me  in  these  pages,  although  he  makes  man  Still  a  little  too 
haughty  toward  woman;  but,  taken  altogether,  it  is  good. 

Saturday^  October  2d, — A  lady,  whose  portrait  I  drew,  has 
paid  me  by  sitting  for  a  study  of  hands.  Tony  Was  adorable; 
he  was  on  his  way  to  correct  the  "  Jewess  "  when  "he  perceivied 
the  hands.  •  ii  ^  i 

"Who  did  that?" 

"  I,  Monsieur." 

"It  is  very  real,  very  real,  very  i^al;"|then,  dfter  another 
look  at  the  study,  he  repeated,  "It  is  veiy  real,  very  rfeal,  very 
real;"  and,  after  another  pause,  '*  It  is  very  real.**  He  seemed 
agreeably  surprised,  and  you  can  Imagine  my  delight! 

Then  he  sat  down  beside  me  and  gave  toe  a  lesson.  "  It  is 
a  good  study,  you  must  do  others  like  it;,  there  are  some 
charming  tints  in  it."  I  underline  the  #ords,'  betttuse  my  com- 
rades, not  knowing  what  else  to  find  fault  with,  deny  that  my 
coloring  is  good. 

"  Unfortunately,  it  is  not  entirely  w^ll  drawn;  btrt,  in  the 
second  study,  that  win  not  be  the  case,  I  am  sure.  It  is  a 
fault  you  will  not  commit  twice;  in  short,  it  is  'good,  very 
good." 

I  turned  white  and  red.  I  wish  you  could  see  my  importance 
in  the  studio.  1  have  the  most  talent  of  any,  and  so  mich  has 
been-said  to  me  that  I  am  beginning  to  speak-uncttiOukly,  like 
Cassagnac.  But  do  not  fear  that  my  success  WiH  turn  my 
head. 

I  am  pleaised  with  my  painting,  and  I  am  imprbvtng  in  every 
way. 

The  handiS  are  painted  on  a  No.  6  canvas,  the  left  outspread 
upon  the  table  and  the  right  holds  a  pen,  as  if  it  had  stopped 
to  read  over  what  ft  had  written;  That  is  awfully  e^tjpressed; 
but  you  know  what  I  mean.  * 

Sunday,  Ocfober^d.^l  ^tn  ^i. 


You  see,'  tjiere  is  noticing  to' be  done.  For  four  years  my 
laryngitis  has  been  treated  by  the  most  celebrated  doctors  and 
it  becomes  continually  worse. 

The  last  three  days  my  ears  \fere  better,  and  I  heard  well; 
but  to-day  they  are  just  as  bad  as  ever. 

Wait,  I  will  make  a  prophecy. 

I  am  going  to  die,  but  not  immediately;  immediately  would 
end  ever3rthing,  it  Would  be  too  much  happiness.  I  am  going 
to  linger  oh  with  rheumatism,  cough,  fever,  all  sorts  of  things. 

Monday^  October  4^.-*-!  sent  to  my  professor  at  Naples  for 
sotoe  music  for  the  nfltanddlm;  and  I  have  just  received  his 
answer. 

I  shall  keep  his  letter,  because  of  its  charming  Italiarx 
phrasing,  although  coming  from  an  ordinary  man.  I  confessi 
that  in  spite  of  my' realistic  tendencies' (a  word  little  under 
stood)  and  my  republican  sentiments,  I  am  very  fond  of 
flowery  language.  '  :     i 

After  all;  why  dan  not  the  two  things  go  together? 

But  th^floweiy  style  tnust  be  left  to  the  Italians.  In  other 
nations  it  is  ridiculous.  Oh,  God!  when  shall  I  be  able  to  go 
to  Italy?  ,      ' 

How  dull  every  other  pliu:e  is  after  Italy!  No  one  and 
nothing  has  ever  produced  iti  me  the  strong  emotion  that  the 
memory  of  that  country  does: 

Why  hot  go  now?  And  my  painting?  Am  I  strong  enough 
to  continue  it  without  instruct iori?-    I  do  not  know.  - 

No.  I  will  remain  this  winter  in  Paris.  I  will  go  to  Italy, 
for  the  carnival;  pass  the  winter  of  t^i-82in  St.  Petersburg; 
iitld  return  to  Vkr\i;  or  Italy,  fdi**  1B82  and  1883.  And  then,  I 
will  marry  a  nobleman  with  15,000  or  20,000  francs  a  year, 
who  will  be  glad  to  take  me  and  my  fortune.  Am  I  not  very 
wise  to  give  myself'  three  years  to  look  about  me,  before 
capitulating? 

Tuesday^  October  $th, — I  tnust  be  resigned,  or  rather  summon 
up  all  my  codrage,  exailiinie  my  heart  to  its  very  depths,  and  then 
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ask  myself  //  this^  after  all,  is  not  a  matter  of  indifference. 
What  does  it  matter,  if  I  have  lived  in  one  way,  or  another?  I 
must  conquer  my  feelings  and  say,  with  Epictetus,  that  I  am  free 
to  accept  evil  for  good,  or  rather  to  remain  indifferent  to  what- 
ever happens.  One  must  have  suffered  horribly  to  become 
resigned  to  going  out  of  life  into  this  species  of  death,  and  it 
is  only  after  unspeakable  sufferings  and  thorough  despair  that 
one  begins  to  understand  the  possibility  of  this  living  death. 
But,  if  one  can  learn  to  accept  it,  one  could  be  tranquil,  at 
least.  It  is  not  a  vain  dream,  ii  is  a  possible  thing.  But  why 
live  at  all?  you  will  say.  True,  but  it  is  only  after  having 
recognized  that  real  life  is  for  you  a  succession  of  endless 
evils  that  you  accept  the  other,  or  hide  yourself  from  the  first 
in  the  second. 

When  one  has  reached  a  certain  point  of  physical  suffering, 
one  loses  consciousness  or  falls  into  delirium;  it  is  the  same 
thing  when  mental  sufferings  have  reached  a  certain  point; 
one  soars  above  them,  one  is  astonished  to  have  suffered,  one 
despises  everything  and  marches  on  with  head  erect,  like  the 
martyrs. 

What  matters  it,  after  all,  whether  the  fifty  years  that  I 
may  have  to  live,  be  passed  in  a  prison  or  palace,  in  society  or 
in  solitude?  The  end  is  the  same.  What  trouble  me  are  the 
feelings  which  have  been  repressed  between  the  beginning  and 
the  end,  and  which  leave  no  trace.  But  what  matters  a  thing 
which  does  not  last,  and  which  leaves  no  trace?  I  can  utilize 
my  life  by  working,  since  I  have  talent;  perhaps  that  will 
leave  its  traces — after  death. 

Saturday^  October  9M. — I  have  not  worked  this  week,  and 
inaction  makes  me  stupid.  I  have  read  over  my  journey  to 
Russia,  and  it  has  interested  me  very  much.  In  Russia  I  read 
a  part  of  "Mademoiselle  de  Maupin."  What  I  read  did  not 
please  me;  but  to-day  I  have  read  it  again,  the  whole  of  it, 
because  Th^ophile  Gautier  is  recognized  as  possessing  great 
talent,  and  "  Mademoiselle  de  Maupin  "  is  considered  a  master^ 
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piece,  especially  the  preface.  The  preface,  it  is  true,  is  very 
good;  but  the  book?  Despite  all  its — nudities,  it  is  not  inter- 
esting and  some  of  it  is  positively  wearisome.  I  hear  people 
exclaim:  "  But  the  language,  the  style!"  Yes,  it  is  written  in 
good  French  and  by  a  man  who  is  a  master  in  his  profession; 
but  his  talents  are  not  such  as  inspire  sympathy.  When  I  am 
older,  I  will,  perhaps,  be  able  to  understand  why  it  is  a  master- 
piece. Even  now  I  understand  that  it  is  a  fine  piece  of  work, 
but  it  both  repels  and  wearies  me. 

Take  George  Sand  There  is  another  writer  with  whom  I 
have  no  sympathy,  and  George  Sand  is  inferior  to  Gautier 
in  that  she  does  not  possess  that  audacity  and  vigor  which 
give  you  respect,  if  not  friendship,  for  him.  George  Sand! 
Oh,  she  is  well  enough;  but  I  prefer  Daudet  among  modern 
writers;  he  writes  only  novels,  but  they  are  strewn  with  just 
observations,  with  things  that  are  full  of  truth  and  feeling. 
There  is  life  in  his  books. 

As  for  Zola,  we  are  not  on  good  terms;  he  has  attacked,  in 
the  Figaro^  Ranc  and  others  of  the  Republican  party,  with  a 
virulence  which  is  in  bad  taste,  and  which  is  unbecoming  both 
to  his  great  genius  and  his  high  literary  station. 

But  what  do  people  see  in  George  Sand?  A  novel  prettily 
written?  Yes,  and  what  else?  Her  novels  bore  me,  while 
Balzac,  the  two  Dumas,  Zola,  Daudet,  and  Musset  never  do. 
Victor  Hugo,  in  his  most  wildly  romantic  prose,  in  **  Han 
D^ Islanded'  tot  instance,  never  bores  me.  You  can  feel  his 
genius.  But  George  Sand!  How  can  one  re?id  ^oa  pages 
filled  with  the  actions  and  gestures  of  Valentine  and  Benedict 
accompanied  by  an  uncle,  a  gardener,  and  I  don't  know 
what. 

Always  the  leveling  of  ranks  by  love — an  ignoble  theme. 

Let  equality  be  established,  that  is  admirable,  but  do  not  let  it 

be  due  to  the  caprices  of  the  sexual  feeling.    A  countess  in,  love 

with  her  valet,  and  endless  dissertations  upon  the  subject,  that 

is  George  Sand's  talent.     They  are  certainly  very  pretty  stories 
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with  Very  pretty  descrijitions  of  scenery— but  I  would  like 
sortifethihg  more — I  don't  know  exacHy  how  to  express  myself. 
There  are  some  things  which  I  wish  I  did  not  think,  for 
instance,  I  think  always  that  I  am  addressing  beings  who  are 
my  superiors,  arid  before  whom  I  fear  to  speak  with  a  pretense 
of  kridWledge,  while,  in  general,  my  hearers  ate  of  mediocre, 
bt  inferior  Intelligence,  and  such  peoplfc  never  appreciate 
modesty  6r  an  avowal  of  weakness. 

Well,  I  am  reading  "Valentine"  now,  and  it  irritates  me 
because  thci  b^ook  interests  nie  Enough  to  make  me  want  to 
finish  it,  and  at  the  same  time  I  feel  thait  it  wilt  leave  nothing 
iri=my  mind  except  a  vaguely  disagrfeeiible  feeling;  it  seems  to 
me  that  such  reading  lowers  rht.  I  am  revolted  and  yet  I  go 
on  t*eadtn;g'^nd'shkl!  gd  6n 'to  the  etid 'unless  it  prove  ds 
tiresome  as  the  *^ Dvrnigr  Amour*'  of  the  same  author.  "  Val- 
entine," however,  is  the  best  of  George  Sand*s  books  that  I 
have  read.  The  "Marquis  de  Villemer"  is  also  good;  I 
believe  it  contains  no  groom  in  love- With  a  countess.  - 

Stmday^  October  10th. — Saint-Amand  and  some  other  people. 
We  had  some  music  and  he  wept  oVer  the  airs  from  "  Paul  and 
Virginia."  I  can  understand  his  emotion.  I  wept  when  I 
read  the  book,  and  the  music  of  the  opera  made  me  Weep  in 
the  same  places.  ' 

I  spent  the  morning  at  the  Louvre  and  I  was  diazzled.  I 
never  have  appreciated  the  works '  of  art  until  this  morning. 
Hitherto,  I  looked  ahd  did  hot  see.  It  was  like  a  revelation. 
Be'fore,  I "  went  there  and  admired  politely  like  the  great 
majority  of-  people.  Ah!  When  one  understands  knd  feels  art 
as  t  do.  One  can  possess  no  ordinary  soul.  To  feel  what  is 
beautiful  and  to  understand  why  it  is  so,  is  a  great  happi- 
ness. .    ' 

Monday^  October  iiM.-^l  set  to  work  at  my  painting  to-day, 
still  excited  by  what  I  saw  yesterday;  it  is  impossible  not  to 
achieve  sdme  measure  of  success  when  one  has  revelations 
'  Hk'e  that  of  yesterday. 
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Tuesd^^  October  izth.-^^t^tux^^y^  I  received  the  following 
dispatch  from  Poltava: 

"AH  the  nobility  offer  throagh  us  their  congpratulations  upon  the  imatil* 

mou3  eleqtiQn  of  your  father.    W^  (lriit)c  youf  health. 

**Abaza. 

"Manderstern.* 
Abaza  is  the  one  I  knew  in  Russia,  the  most  important  per- 
sonage at  Poltava,  after  having  been  so  at  St.  Petersburg  and 
Odessa. 

Mariderstem  is  the  marshal  of  the  nobility  of  the  govern- 
ment, as  niy  father  is  of  the  district  of  Poltava.  I  telegraphed 
back  the  following  answer:  t  had  to  be  polite,  tdr  family  affairs 
are  nobody's  business,  and  then  it  was  a  sort  of — how  shall  1 
say  it — it  Was  almost  official,  ceremonious. 

"Flattered  by  their  kind  attention,  I  cordially  thank  the  worthy  repre- 
sentatives of  the  nobility  of  Poltava,  and  wish  them  every  prosperity. 

'      •*Mari«BAShkiRTSepf." 

It  was  a  fine  answer,  the  dispatch  of  a  great  man,  and  then 
it  was  not  ih  the  telegraphic  style,  with  all  the  short  words 
oitiitted.     In  short,  my  girl,  I  am  proud  of  you.        "  ' 

I  have  read  over  again  "  Paul  and  Virginia  "  very  carefully, 
and  I' willingly  excused  the  somewhat  old-fashioned  style  as  t 
read  the  description  of  the  virtues  of  those  charming  people. 
I  cried  heartily  over  it 

You  know  when -/'^rw/  returns  to  his  neighbor's  house  and 
calls  6ttt  from  afar  to  the  hegress,  Marie:  "Where  is  Virginia?^* 
Mdrimt\iu\B  away^  her  head  and  begins  to  weep.  And  I  did, 
too.  It  is  too  bad  for  that  boy  to  return  and  find  her  gone. 
Tfoen,  hb'  funs  up  the  rock  and  sees  the  ship  which  is  now 
only  a  black  speck;  oh,  how  angry  it  makes  one  on  his 
account. 

I  w6pt  andi  Twept.    And  when  Paul  said  to  the  dog,  which 
wafe  runhjng'  before  him:  "  Yolx  will » never  see  her  again,"  V 
felt  as  though  I  could  not  bcaf  it.    And  Virginians  letter  in 
which  she.  sends  the  violets  to  Paul.     But  the  saddest  of  air 
is  when  she  has  gqne,  and  from  the  top  of  the  rbck  be  looks 
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at  the  black  spot  on  the  horizon.  Bernardin  Saint  Pierre  did 
not  know,  himself,  what  he  was  accomplishing;  it  is  a  passage 
sublime  in  its  simplicity  and  incomparable  in  its  pathos. 

Friday^  October  \^th. — I  have  taken  up  again  the  portrait 
which  I  commenced,  sometime  ago,  of  one  of  Julian's  pupils; 
not  the  yellow-haired  one,  another;  a  lovely  creature.  Brown 
hair  with  red  reflections  in  it.  Such  freshness  and  vivacity! 
A  lovely  complexion  (it  will  be  too  ruddy  sometime,  perhaps), 
exquisite  brown  eyes,  and  a  divine  mouth.  Still,  there  is 
something  a  little  ordinary  in  her  front  face;  I  am  doing  it  in 
profile.  Her  neck  and  arms  are  splendid  in  form  and 
color. 

She  is  twenty-five  years  old,  and  a  widow,  with  a  little  boy 
of  five  or  six.  If  she  were  a  model,  I  would  engage  her  for  the 
whole  year. 

She  has  also  beautiful  hands  and  a  beautiful  skin.  It  is 
impossible  to  describe  the  extraordinary  brilliancy  of  her  face. 
I  already  have  an  idea  of  her  as  a  subject  for  the  Salon.  I 
shall  give  her  her  portrait,  and  she  has  well  earned  it,  for  she 
poses  like  an  angel.  I  have  dressed  her  after  the  fashion  of 
Greuze,  a  waist  of  cream-colored  damask  and  a  fichu  of  India 
muslin. 

I  shall  never  dare  to  ask  her  to  sit  for  me  for  the  Salon^ 
it  would  be  a  month's  work.  If  I  could  discover  some  way  of 
paying  her,  but  that  is  impossible.  I  have  already  asked  her, 
laughingly,  to  pose,  but  I  really  meant  it.  Ah,  what  a<  model! 
I  could  do  something  splendid  with  her. 

In  the  same  way,  as  three  years  ago,  I  made  white  the  fashion, 
they  now  copy  my  crossed  draperies  and  my  pointed  belt.  It 
is  very  annoying. 

Saturday^  October  i6th: — Among  all  sorts  of  good  things, 
Tony  said:  "  Take  it  all  together,  I  am  very  much  pleased." 
Then  followed  the  lesson.  I  am  very  much  pleased,  too. 
Every  Saturday  I  am  afraid  and  then  I  am  delighted. 

It  is  the  only  thing  that  I  look  at  seriously. 


JOURNAL  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF.  53 

My  brilliant  model,  who  is  named  Madame  G — ,  will  sit  for 
a  picture^  provided  that  it  is  not  too  nude.  I  do  not  know  what 
her  position  in  life  is,  but  I  suppose  that  she  does  not  work 
for  a  living,  sipce  she  comes  to  the  studio  and  sits  as  much  as 
I  want  for  this  portrait.  It  makes  no  difference,  she  is  really 
very  nice. 

She  had  promised  me  the  use  of  her  hands  and  arms  in . 
exchange  for  the  head  of  her  son,  but  now  a  whole  picture! 
Do  you  know,  it  is  an  affair  of  six  weeks,  perhaps!    She  is 
fresh,  young,  brilliant,  with  something  touchingly  maternal  in 
her  face,  too.     I  will  have  a  handsome  frame  for  it. 

Tuesdayy  October  ipM^-^Alas!  after  dragging  out  a  few  mis- 
erable years,  all  this  will  end  in  death. 

I  have  had  some  suspicion  that  that  would  be  the  case.  One 
can  not  live  with  a  head  like  mine.  I  am  like  the  children  who 
have  too  much  brain. 

I  needed  top  many  things  to  be  happy;  and  circumstances 
have  been  such  that  I  am  deprived  of  everything,  except  physi- 
cal ease. 

Two,  or  three,  years  ago,  and  even  six  months  ago,  whenever 
I  went  to  a  new  doctor  in  the  hope  of  recovering  my  voice,  he 
would  ask  me  if  I  had  such  and  such  a  symptom,  aiid,  as  I 
would  answer  in  the  negative^  he  would  say:  "  There  is  noth- 
ing the  matter  with  the  bronchial  tubes,  or  the  lungs,  it  is  only 
the  larynx."  Now,  I  am  beginning  to  feel  all  those  things 
which  the  doctors  asked  me  about.  Therefore,  the  bronchial 
tubes  and  the  lungs  must  be  a£fected.  Fauvel  ordered  iodine 
and  a  blister;  naturally,  I  uttered  cries  of  horror.  I  would 
rather  break  an  arm  than  be  blistered.  Three  years  ago,  in 
Germany,  a  physician  at  the  springs  told  me  that  he  found 
something  in  the  left  lung,  under  the  shoulder-blade.  I 
laughed  at  him;  but  yet,  at  Nice,  five  years  ago,  I  had  felt,  at 
times,  4i  pain  in  that  place;  still,  I  was  convinced  that  I  was 
going  to  have  a  hump,  as  two  of  my  aunts,  sisters  of  my 
father,  are  humpbacks,  and  some  months  ago  I  was  asked  .if 
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I  felt  anything  there,  and  I  thoughtlessly  answered,  lid.  Now, 
when  I  cotigh,  or  even  draw  a  long  breath,'  I  feel  it  there,  in  my 
back,  on  the  right  side.  All  these  things,  together,  wake  me 
think  thfeit  there  Is  really  something  the  matter  With  itte:  I  feel 
a  sort  of  pride  in  demonstrating  that  I  am  jll;  but  it  does  noi 
please  me  much.  It  is  a  horrible  death,  very  slow — fotir^  five, 
teii  years,  perhaps,  and  one  becomes  so  thin  and  ugly. 

I  havie  not  grown  thin  much.  I  atti  just  about 'right;  but  I 
have  a  tired  look;  I  cough  considerably,  and  I  breathe  with 
difficulty.  For  the  last  four  years,  I  have  been  treated  by  the 
most  celebrated  doctors,  and  tnairched  off  to  wat^ring-j>!^ces, 
and  not  only  I  have  hot  recovered  rtiy  beaiatiful  voice^ — ^so 
beautiful  that  I  shed  tears  When  I  think  of  it— but  I  grow 
more  and  more  ill,  and  I  am,  let  me  say  the  horrible  word,  a 
llflledeaf;  -  -        >.   ...  .;  ._..:.;; 

Well,  if  death  only  comes  quickly,  I  will  noi  (*0ittpl2lln. 

H Ave  you  ever  happened  to  open  your  mouth,  or  take  up 
your  pen,  to  say  that  you  do  not  beUfeve '  ih  somcfthing  whrch 
you  did  believe  in  once,  and  even  while  you  are  saying:  "  How 
could  I  have  thought  that?"  to  be  seized  by  the  did  idea,  and 
to  believe  in  it  again,  or,  at  teast,  to  stroftgly  doubt  the  h€w 
one?  It  was  iti  this  conditioh  that  I  have  mkde  the  sketch  of 
a  picture.  While  waiting  for  the  artist,  the  model,  a  Jittle 
blondcj  woman,  is  seated  astride  a  chair,  and  ^^tnoking  a  cigar- 
ette, while  looking  at  a  isk^leton,  betweeri  Who^  teeth  ^e  has 
placed  a  pipe.  Her  garments  are  scattered  on  the  floor,  to  the 
left;  on  the  right,  her  bootSj  an  opien  digar-casej  and  a  little 
bunch  of  violets.  One  of  her  legd  is  passed  tlwrdUgh  the  back 
of  the  chair;  she  is  leaning  on  her  elbow,  VDne  han^  vih^itt  her 
ciiin.  One  stocking  is  on  the  ground,  and  the  other  stjli  hang- 
ing oh  her  foot.  It  will  afford  a:  very  gpreat  chance  fdr  color- 
ing. By  the  way,  I  am  becoming  a  cdhrist  '•  AM  I  siaid  that 
jokingly;  but,  nonsense  apart,  I  feel  colof^  and^thepe'is.  *a  com- 
parison between  my  pictures  two  months  ago,  before  I  went  to 
Mont  Dore,  and  to-day. 
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You  shall  see  that  I  will  find  tbirty^six  things  to  attach  me 
to  life,. when  I  shall  be  good-fot-rnothing,  ill,  and  repulsive. 

Thursdayy  October  2\st — I  showed  Julian  the  picture  that  I 
painted  at  MontDore,  He  naturally  criticised  it  severely,  while 
saying  that  certain  modern  artists  would  find  it  very  good;  that 
it  was  a  njixture.of  Bastien-Lepage  and  Bouvip;  that  there 
were  interesting  points  in  it;  in  fact,  that  it  was  an  interesting 
picture,  but  that  I  paint  **  like  a  viUaiH."  In  regard  to  the 
sketch  Qi  the  young  woman  nursing  her  child,  he  3imply  9aid 
that  a  mother  did  not  nourish  her  infant  with  the  whole  upper 
part  of  tier  body  nude.  I  had.  composed  this  in  a  quiet  key; 
the  woman  is  seated  upon  a  low  chair  of  yellow  plush,  the 
legs  stretched  outj  the. feet  naked^  with  one  foot  upon  a  stool; 
the  head  is  in  profile,  the  bust  three-quarters.  The  infant  pats 
the  breast  with  its  little  hand..  The  background  is  composed 
of  the  .curtains  of  the  bed,  and  beyond,  in  the  shadow,  are 
some  ferns  in  a  blue  Chinese  vase.  It  is  very  quiet,  but  I 
must  cover  one  shoulder,  at  least 

As  for  the  sketch  of  the  model  and  the  skeleton,  that  affected 
him  vividly.  Hefsakl  that  it  was  low,  disgusting!  I  added: 
"  Yes,  disgusting,  and,  for  that  very  reason^  natural."  "  But 
you  can  not  put  your  name  to  this.  It  would  make  a  scandal. 
But,  by  Jove,  I  do  not  say  that  you  will  become  instantly  a 
celebrated  artist,  but  you  will  certainly  .be  famous  through 
your  queer  objects.  That  is  a  picture  which  will  cause  a  hue 
and  a  cxyy  especially  if  it  is  known  that  it  is  by  a  woman-^a 
young  girl.  But  that  is  the  way  with  me,  too;  when  I  paint  a 
picture,  people  cover  their  faces." 

Friday^  October  a2rf. — It  is  raining,  dark,  and  piercing  cold, 
and  I  am  like  the  weather;  and  I  cough  all  the  time.  Ah, 
what  misery,  and  what  a  wretched-  existence!  At  half-past 
3  it  was  too  dark  to  paint,  and  I  read  all  the  evening,  so  that  my 
eyes  will  be  too  weary  to  paint  tO-morrow.  The  few  people 
that  I  care  to  see,  I  fly  from;  for  fear  of  not  hearing  what  they 
say.     There  are  .days  when  I  hear  very  well,  and  others,  no; 
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and  in  the  latter  case,  it  is  a  terrible  punishment.  So  God  is 
going  to  put  an  end  to  me!  Well,  I  am  prepared  for  all  sorts 
of  misery,  so  long  as  I  don't  see  anyone.  Every  time  the  bell 
rings  it  makes  me  shudder.  This  new  and  horrible  misfortune 
makes  me  fear  all  that  I  once  desired.*  Still,  I  am  always 
bright  and  gay  with  others;  I  laugh  as  much  as  Mademoiselle 
Samary,  of  the  Thidtre- Francis ^  but  it  is  more  a  habit  than  a 
mask — I  shall  always  laugh.  It  is  ended;  not  only  do  I  believe 
that  it  is  ended,  but  I  desire  it  to  be.  There  are  no  words  to 
paint  my  dejection. 

Sunday^  October  i\th, — I  have  been  to  the  Louvre.  I  always 
go  there  alone,  knowing  that  I  shall  meet  no  one  I  know,  Sun- 
day mornings.  You  can  only  see  well  when  alone.  I  am 
delighted  with  the  pictures  of  the  last  century;  they  possess 
an  inimitable  and  exquisite  grace.  That  was  a  delightful 
time.  Do  you  think  that  I  was  born  for  a  laborious,  studious, 
or  heroic  life?  I  would  like  to  abandon  myself  to  the  most 
luxurious  idleness,  wrapped  in  gauzes  like  those  of  Watteau 
and  Greuze,  and  in  .brocades  of  Rigaud.  That  was  an  exquisite 
century,  a  happy  mixture  of  ancient  and  modern  times, 
ancient  prestige  with  English  wash-stands.  While  before,  they 
scarcely  washed  at  all;  that  fact  spoils  for  me  all  the  fine 
adventures  of  the  olden  days. 

Monday^  October  25M. — I  am  reading  ^^ Les  Chdtiments" 
Victor  Hugo  is  certainly  a  genius,  and  I  don't  even  know  if 
I  can  say  that  certain  of  his  lyrical  passions  astonished,  not 
to  say  fatigued,  me.  No,  I  do  not  think  it;  it  is  beautiful,  it 
is  sublime,  and  despite  the  big  arms,  and  the  sweat,  and  the 
horrors,  etc.,  it  is  human,  natural,  fine.  But  I  like  him,  espe- 
cially in  moments  of  touching  simplicity,  the  last  act  of 
"  Hernani "  when  Dona  Sol  implores  the  clemency  of  the  old 
man,  and  the  language  of  the  grandmother  whose  boy  had 
received  two  bullets  in  the  head. 

Friday^  October  29M. — A  passage  I  have  read  in  the  Ne\r 
Testament  is  so  extraordinarily  in  accord  with  the  thoughts 
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that  were  guiding  me,  that  I  have  returned  once  more  to  the 
religious  fervor,  the  miracles,  Jesus  Christ,  and  my  passionate 
prayers  of  the  old  days.  For  .some  time  I  have  contented 
myself  with  one  God,  and  my  belief  has  been  very  pure,  very 
severe,  very  simple;  but  now  I  return  to  a  liiore  familiar,  more 
consoling  religion,  one  more  in  consonance  with  the  fears,  the 
miseries^  and  the  meanness  of  my  nature. 

The  Man-God  and  the  Virgin  Mary  seem  to  hear  you  more 
than  the  real  God. 

Monday^  November  ist — Our  studio  has  become  like  thcit  of 
the  men;  that  is,  we  have  all  day  the  same  model  in  the  same 
pose,  consequently  we  will  be  able  to  paint  large  pictures.  I 
have  wanted  this  for  two  or  three  months.  Before,  it  woul(| 
have  been  of  no  use;  but  I  am  ready  now  for  this  work. 
There  are  only  eight  of  us,  the  other  pupils,  to  the  number  of 
twenty-five,  have  gone  to  the  new  studio,  which  Julian  has 
started  at  51  Rue  Vivienne,  and  where  the  arrangements  are 
like  our  old  one.         ^ 

Tuesday,  November  2d. — For  the  last  week  I  have  had  my 
breakfast  brought  from  the  house  to  the  studio.  They  bring 
it  in  a  basket.  It  is  much  more  sensible  than  hurrying  from 
the  Rue  Vivienne  to  the  Champs  Elys^es  and  losing  the  best 
hours  of  the  day.  In  this  way  I  work  from  8  till  noon  and 
from  I  till  4. 

Wednesday y  November  joth. — It  is  horrible  to  have  worked 
constantly  for  three  months  only  to  discover  that  X  know 
nothing. 

Thursday y  November  nth, — Tony  came,  and  ~  when  I  ex- 
plained to  him  my  discouragement,  he  said  that  it  proved  that 
I  am  not  blind,  and  he  urges  me  to  go  on  with  my  work  and 
continue  to  study. 

Well,  it  proves  that  1  know  more  than  before,  since  I  see 
my  ignorance  clearly;  but  how  sad  it  is!  how  much  need  I 
have  of  encouragement.  I  have  had  made  a  brown  .mantle 
with  a  monk's  hood  to  put  on  in  the  studio,  when  I  have  t© 
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sit  near  the  window,  where  there  is  a  frightful  draught.  So,  I 
have  a  monk's  hood,  which  has  always  brought  me  misfortune! 
I  wept  under  this  hood,  and  so  much  that  that  good  Zilhardt, 
who  came  tb  see  if  it  was  not  a  joke,  was  dumbfounded.  I 
waht  id  paint  a  picture  representing  an  expulsion  of  monks, 
dud  I  therefore  went  tb  the  Capuchins  of  the  Rue  de  la  Sant^. 
The  three  fathers  who  iremain  there,  told  me  all  the  details 
iitid 'showed  rhe  the  pldce  of  the  sad  deed.  I  offered  an 
asylum  to  two  of  the .  fathers  at  Nice.  I  hope  that  they  will 
not  take  advantage  of  the  offer. 

Sunday,  'NaveMer  t^th, — The  Capuchin  Convent  at  Ver- 
sailles, having  made  the  strongest  resistance,  t  visited  it, 
hoping  it  riiight  answer  my  purpose. 

Outside  di  the  convent  there  are  kneelipg  benches,  where, 
In  spite  6f  tte'  rain,  the  faithful  come  to  kneel  before  the 
sisaled  dobrs  of  the  chapel.  Elxcited  women,  crying  loudly 
that  there  is  heither  property  nor  law — heavens!  how  clumsily 
all  this  was  done,  and  what  advantage  the  monks  have  taken 
of  it! 

Shall  then  GamlDetta  be  the  strong  man?    In  shprt,  a  man 
must  ai'ise.     Will  it  then  be  the  Bpnapartist  system,  and  prin- 
ciples, and  the  republic?    Oh,  do  not  be  alarmed!     I  do  not 
bhknge;  I  still  believe  in  the  equality  of  man  and  woman — 
the  only  thing  in  the  world. to  which  I  am  sincerely  attached, 
^here  are  things  which  impose  themselves  on  my  good  sense. 
They  ate'fbw;  but  when  I  am  thoroughly  convinced,  nothing 
in  the  world  can  move  me,  and  it    is  with  difficulty  that  I 
restrain  myself  from    proclaiming  my  convictions  from   the 
hoiise-tops,  so  delighted  arid  proud  am  I  of  having  found  out 
isdfhethirtg-by  myself,  and  of  believing  in  it  sincerely,     tor  in 
so  many  things — in  nearly  all,  alas! — I  care  only-— only  on  the 
surface— for  what  inay'  be  said,  or  that  1  may  not  be  shut  out 
from  everjrthing,  or  for  what  it  may  bring  me. 

Therefore,  a  man,  or  rather  men,  are  needed;  those  who  are 
leading  us  here  aire  stupid  and  ridiculous;  it  is  humiliating  to 
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the  repuhlia  .  Do  not  iinagiael  h^ye  been  ^pressed  by  th<8 
kneeling  benclies  in  the  rain.  Even  if  they  were  sincere,  X 
should  not  have  been  much  effected.  The  church  has  lessened 
God,  disfii;ured  religion,  or  rather  created,  instep  of  the  wor- 
ship we  owe  to  God,  a  religion  complicated  and  full  of  char-, 
latani^m^  which  must  be  destroyed..  The  Capuchin  father 
received  us  with  scan^t^  covirte^y,.froQi  the  inside  of  his  wicket^ 
telling  us  we  could  obtain  all  infoifmation  we;r^qt|ired  from 
the  faithful.  I  made  a  rough  sketch  of  the  CQurtiyard,  but  it 
does  not  suit  me  any  be.t;ter.than.thj^  Rue  d.c.la  Sant^.  I  shall 
retouch  it  a  little;  but-r-that  is,  all.     .. 

T^uesdqy.1,  November  i6/J/^.--i,  believe  I  exaggerated  the  other 
day  in  regard  to  the  Church,,  my  remorse  afterward  almost 
drove  mc  out, of  bed  to  make.my  apology  here;  for  the  Church 
teaches  us  to  know  God^  the  Church  has  m^de  tremendous 
effort^  for  the  preservation  of  morals^  tbe.Chu^rch  has  carried 
to  ^avag^  nations  the  name  of  God  and  civilization.  With- 
out offense  to  God,  I  believe  they  might  have  been  civil- 
ized.yritjioi^t  ,C?ttbo]igismi  but.t^heft  the  Church,  like  fei|dfili?in, 
has  been  useful,  ajud  like  it,  has  run,  or  nearly  run,:  its  course. 
There  are^  too  many  things  inadmissible  and  revolting, 
not  to  say  odious,  in  Catholicism.  The  divine  has ,  been 
confused. with  the  legendary;  there  are  too  many  enligjitened 
people  nowadays  for  those  venerable  ffilsehoods  to.be 
respected..  But  we  are  traversing  an  epoch  of  transition,  and, 
uj)fQrtpnate)i.y,  the  masses  are  not  as  yet  sufficiently  enlight- 
ened not  to  pass  from  vain  superstitions  to  contempt,  and  the 
nidation  of .  God,      :    =.     .        ,         .;  .    . 

There  are  mpn  who  are  sincerely  religious,  but  are  tber^^f 
any  who  are  sincere  monarchists?  There  are.  pcpple,  to.  be. 
svire,  whp  believe  that  jx^pnarchy  is  necessary  to  the  prosperity 
of  certain  countries.  There,  \  h^d  forgotten,  that,  the  other 
day,  when  I  said  that  to  love  monarchy,  one  must -have  the 
spulof  a  laqk^y,         ; 

\^  us  ^pp03^  a  country  where  constitutional  monarchy 
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makes  the  happihess  of  the  people;  well,  the  proudest  and 
noblest  man  may  sincerely  adhere  to  it,  and  even  have  a  cer- 
tain sincere  attachment  for  the  family,  which  has,  for  centuries, 
represented  his  country.  But  this  is  far  from  a  servile  attach- 
ment to  a  dynasty! 

I  do  not  say  that  I  think  it  right  to  be  a  monarchist,  even 
such  a  one  as  I  have  just  described,  but  we  may  admit  that  we 
are  sincerely  attached  to  monarchy,  and  believe  in  it  in  our 
h^rt,  under  the  conditions  aforesaid. 

A  monarchy  is  certainly  impossible  in  France,  neither  can 
there  be  a  monarchy  which  we  can  conscientiously  prefer  to 
the  republic.  And  is  there  a  single  candidate  who  is  not 
debased  or  dishonored?  Monsieur  de  Chambord?  The  Orlean- 
ists  who  inevitably  follow  him?  But,  after  all,  the  Orleanists, 
patiently  supported  during  centuries,  might  become  "that 
family  which  represents  the  country  "  of  whom  I  spoke  a  little 
while  ago,  and  the  stupidities  exacted  at  a  court,  would  be  the 
sacrifice  of  your  personal  pride,  which  you  would  make  to 
your  country.  Without  doubt;  but  of  what  good  is  all  that, 
when  there  is  a  republic,  which  has  all  that  is  good  in  a  con- 
stitutional monarchy  and  none  of  its  defects,  and  which  is  the 
naost  beautiful  and  most  noble  of  governments? 

There  is  always  something  revolting  in  the  sovereign  honors 
rendered  to  a  manikin  monarch  by  a  minister  or  a  statesman 
of  genius,  who,  whatever  he  may  do,  will  always  be  the 
domestic  of  the  monarch,  who  is  a  nonentity,  a  dolt,  or,  per- 
haps, an  imbecile. 

Friday y  November  19M. — Instead  of  taking  my  lesson  at 
home,  I  had  my  negress  come  to  the  studio,  where  she  sang 
for  over  an  hour. 

The  gas  was  lighted,  and  fifteen  women,  presided  over  by 
Julian,  placed  themselves  at  the  end  of  the  studio,  while 
Madame  Ponce,  with  her  guitar,  climbed  on  the  model  table, 
in  the  midst  of  a  volley  of  applause.  If  you  think  I  am  in 
good  humor,  ah,  then,  you  a»e  mistaken!    Julian  criticised  my 
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painting  most  severely.  It  was  badly  drawn,  cold  in  expres- 
sion, not  true  in  tone,  and  the  effect  misunderstood.  What 
he  said  made  me  miserable!  But  I  console  myself  a  little  in 
thinking  that  I  knew  it  was  not  good,  and,  therefore,  it  affects 
me  less.  Ah,  had  I  thought  it  good  and  been  thus  criticised! 
But,  bah!     I  know  what  a  good  painting  should  be. 

I  counted  on  painting  to  attain  my  aim!  Wait  a  little,  my 
old  lady! 

Still,  i  am  always  afraid  of  melting  into  tears. 

Saturday y  X{avetnber  z^th, — The  competition  is  finished. 
I  should  like  to  predict  tKe  result  now,  but  I  really  can  not.  I 
am  not  pleased  with  what  I  have  done;  I  have  dust  in  my  eyes, 
and  the  days  when  I  painted  the  most  were  dark.  This  is  the 
first  day  I  have  felt  in  good  spirits,  so  I  have  repainted  the 
whole  head,  which  is  improved;  but;  all  the  same,  I  do  not  like 
it;  but,  I  must  admit,  it  is  the  best  of  all. 

\  am  not  sure  I  have  sketched  as  well  as  I  might;  and, 
although  I  always  judge  myself  quite  accurately,  I  am  some- 
times mistaken.  Even  should  I  receive  the  medal  I  would 
think  my  work  a  horror,  but  that  means  nothing.  In  fact,  I 
wish  very  much  to  have  it,  as  it  would  raise  my  spirits.  And 
then  it  would  prove  that  I  have  painted  a  head,  which  has  been 
approved  by  Tony,  Bouguereau,  Lefebvre,  and  Boulanger.  As 
you  know,  the  medal  is  given  only  when  it  is  deserved;  when 
there  is  nothing  of  merit  the  drawings  are  classed,  and  that  is 
all. 

Wednesday^  December  ist — After  leaving  the  studio,  I  called 
for  Madame  de  D — ,  and  we  went  to  12  Rue  Gail,  th^  resi- 
dence of  Mademoiselle  Hubertine  Auclerc.  It,  was  a  Wednes- 
day. We  pulled  the  bell  three  times  in  vain,  and  were  coming 
down  talking  with  the  janitor,  when  a  young  woman  arrived. 
We  were  standing  undecided,  and  I  recognized  her  instantly. 

The  janitor  recalled  us,  and  Mademoiselle  Auclerc  invited 
us  to  walk  up.  Rights  of  women;  social  siege^  The  words 
written  on  the  door  had,  before  the  arrival  of  the  young  woman, 
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already  glveti  me  something  of  the  enthusiasm  of  former  days, 
and  I  made  a  pretense  of  embracing  Madame  de  D — * 

Th6  office  was  very  poor,  simple,  and  bate.  She  lighted  a 
fire,  and  seated  herself  before  the  chimney^  itlkdatoe  de  D — 
at  her  right,  and  I  at  her  left;  my  companion  was  the  first  to 
speak.  Thtty  I  told  hei*  that  I  could  hot  help  fefeling  a  great 
emotion  in  the  presence  of  the' woman,  who  had  so  courage- 
ously undertaken  the  defense  of  our  rights.  Madame  de  D — 
is  French,  widow  of  ^ii  ErigT?shman — Norskott;'  I  of  foreign 
origin,  but  brought  up  in  France,  and  cilled  l^auUne  OrcUe, 
liiy  secret  design  beirig  to  riiake  a  portrait  of  Hubfertiiie  for 
the  Salon,  I  have  adopted  the  pseudonym  of  Daria,  for  paint- 
ing. It  is  a  Russian  baptismal  name,  very  pretty,  and  very 
simple.  In  fact,  she  will  do  very  weH  for  the  pcrfpose— dark; 
her  cbmplexioA  istiot,  perhijife,*cleai','1iai  it  Was'C(9ld,  and  there 
are  days  when  we  appear  to  diskdvahtigd.  Btnalt  hands, 
soniewhat  red,  and  small  feet.  Her  appearance  and  language 
were  very  proper.''  She  is  ^ympathetit  and  genteel;  her  accent 
not  too  ladylike.  She  gave  us  a  programme,  a  small  pamphlet, 
and  we  shook  hartds,  promising  to  join,  to  come  again,  to  pay 
the  dues  of  25  francs  per  month,  and  to  attend 'conferences. 

'<Then!  We  shall  meet  iagatn  next  Wednesday,  at  8  o*cIock.^' 

I  was  very  amiable,  and  said  that  th^- |)rihdpal  ar^mnent  of 
reactioriaties — homeliness,  age,  and  grotesqdeness  itf  rtheniemr. 
bers  of  the  conferences— could  not  be  admitted,  for,  '**y6u  are 
young  and  pretty." 

I  am  contented— no,  not  yet-i-for  this  tnay  tarn  out  badly, 
as  everything  else  has  done.    W^e  shall  see.' '   . 

Sunday,  December  ^fh, — Doctor  Potain  was  here  UiSs  nioming, 
arid  wishes  iiie  to  go  South  to  remain  until  the ;  mbhth  of 
March;  if  not,  I  shall' soon  bd  unable  to  breathe  or  move 
from  my  bed.  'How  well  I  amdoing!!  For  four  years  I  have 
done  air  that  the  telebtities  have  ordered,  and  I  go  from  bad 
to  worse.  'I  have  even  gone  so  far  as  to  mar  my  beauty  by 
pitting  iodine  on  my  right  clavicle,  and  stilll ato  noloetter. 
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Could,  perchance,  my  ordinal  annoyances  h^ve  any  influence 
on  my  health?:  But  then  the  larynx,  the  bronchial  tubes  ar,e 
not  generally  subject  to  moral  affections.  I  know  nothing 
about  itp  I  dO:  all  they  tell  me;  commit  no  imprudiences,  bathe 
only  in  warm  wactqr,  and  still  I  am  ill. 

Villevieille>  told  me  yesterday  that  when  Tony  came  to  cor- 
rect Saturday,  he  asked  to  see  our  competition  paintings,  and 
found^  that  my  eyes  w^ere  peculiarly  drawrit  but  there  was 
something  very  pretty  about  it^  and  the  tone  Was  charming. 
He  is  not  satisfied  with  the  competition  in  general.  If  I  do 
not  obtain  the  medal^  I  shall  ha¥e,.  all  the  same,'  made  a  good 
study. 

Wednesdc^y  DecemJ^r  8A^.— This  evening,  the  Citizenesses 
Alexandrine  Norskott  and  Pauling  Orelle,  assisted  at  the 
weekly  work  of  the  "  Woman's  Kights  Society."  All  this  took 
place  in  Hubertine's  small  parlor.     . 

At  the  left,  on  a  desk,  stood  a  lamp;  on  the  right  the  chim- 
ney, surmounted  by  a  bust  pf  the  republic,  and  in  the  cent/er 
of  the  room,  with  its  back  to  the  window^  which  face$  the 
door,  stood  a  tabl^  loaded  withibundle^  of  papi&r,  o^amented  by 
a  candle,  a  bell,  and  a  president,  who  appeared  to  be  very  stupid 
and  very  dirty.  At  the  left  of  the  president,  Hubertine,  who 
was  rubbing  her  hands. continually,  apd  whenever  she  spake, 
lowered  her  eyes.  At  the  right,  am  old  withered  socialist  and 
fury,  who  repeatedly  cried,  "that  if  there  was  anything  to 
strike,  she  would  strike  the  fir^trblow."  About  twenty  old 
bags,  species  of  door-keepers  in  tqmblerdown  lodging-houses, 
and  a  few  men,  the  outcasts  of  all  we  can  imagine;  waiters 
with  long  hair  and  impossible  headrCjOverings,  whom  we  would 
not  like  to  listen  to  in  drinking-^.use^. .  I  h^d  on  a  black  wig, 
and  had  darkened  my  eyebrows^  The  nxen  clejmored  qn  social- 
ism, ccdlectivism,  and  the  treachery  of  jdepqties  ii>  high 
places.  The.  red-headed  woman  in  the  corner  declared  war 
against  religion,  atjwhich  Madafl^e  de  Dr— (Norskott)  protested, 
and  delivered  seferal  snatphes  of  speeches^  which  produced.a 
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good  impression.  Moreover,  Hubertine  is  very  wise,  and 
understood  that  it  was  not  a  question  of  proletarians,  nor  of 
millionaires,  but  of  the  woman  in  general,  who  claims  her 
rights.  It  is  to  this  view  that  they  should  confine  themselves. 
Instead  of  that,  they  discuss  the  different  shades  of  politics. 

We  were  enrolled,  we  paid,  voted,  etc.,  and  that  is  all  for 
the  present. 

Monday^  December  i^tk. — I  scorn  slanders,  because  I  can  do 
nothing  against  them,  and  by  this  semblance  of  contempt,  I 
set  my  mind  at  rest,  and  also  because  there  are  so  many 
slanders  that  I  have  become  accustomed  to  it.  You  know  my 
life;  judge  me.  I  do  not  say  this  that  you  may  exalt  my 
virtues,  for  my  imprudences  and  follies  are  sufficient  to 
blacken  me  somewhat.  But  then,  that  is  done  with;  let  us 
pass  on.  I  accept,  all  the  same,  the  responsibility;  accord  me 
the  extenuating  circumstances. 

Tuesday,  December  21st — There  is  no  longer  any  buzzing 
in  my  ears,  and  J  hear  perfectly  well. 

Wednesday y  December  22d. — The  medal  was  won  by  a  sketch 
of  the  Rue  Vivienne,  done  by  a  newly  arrived  American  girl;  I 
received  first  mention. 

Thursday y  December  23^. — As  it  was  getting  late  I  left  the 
portrait  and  began  to  make  an  outline,  still  searching  for  a 
subject  for  the  Salon.  Julian  came  in  and  found  it  very 
pretty.  I  then  followed  him  into  the  antechamber  and 
asked  him  if  that  would  answer.  Why  yes,  very  well,  only  it 
is  a  calm  and  girlish  subject,  and  he  thought  that  I  could  find 
something  better.  And  then  he  reproached  me  for  the  tenth 
time  at  least,  for  not  having  made  the  portrait  of  Madame  N — 
on  a  larger  canvas,  and  with  more  drapery,  for  the  Exposition. 
It  must  be  said  that  this  bore  comes  up  every  time  I  speak  of 
the  Salon,  But  that  you  may  understand  the  effect  it  has 
upon  me,  you  must  know  that  this  portrait  neither  pleases  nor 
amuses  me,  that  I  made  it  through  complacency;  that  the 
model  was  by  no  means  striking ;  that  I  made  it  because  in  a 
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moment  of  enthusiasm  I  promised — that  idiotic  enthusiasm 
which  makes  me  willing  to  givt  an3rthing,  and  makes  me  rack 
my  brain  to  find  what  I  might  offer,  and  how  I  could  better 
please,  no  matter  whom,  everybody.  And  if  you  think  that 
this  happens  rarely!  It  is  nearly  always  thus,  except  when  I 
am  too  much  wearied — and  yet — 

It  is  not  even  a  good  quality,  it  is  in  my  nature  to  wish  to 
make  the  happiness  of  everybody  and  to  encumber  myself  with 
stupid  tendernesses!  You  do  not  know  this  and  I  pass  for 
egotistic ;  you  should  reverse  your  judgment.  Thus,  this 
portrait  which  I  hastened  to  finish,  is  continually  thrust  under 
my  nose  for  that  exhibition  which  has  preoccupied  me  for  a 
year,  of  which  I  dream,  and  on  which  I  had  built  such  great 
hopes.  Then  it  seems  that  this  is  done  that  I  may  not  exhibit 
at  all ;  I  say  it  seems,  because  it  would  be  too  cruel  for  me,  if 
you  believed  it  to  be  true.  And  then  always  that  bore  of  a 
portrait,  which  he  says  I  should  do  at  the  studio  as  I  would 
then  do  it  better. 

In  short,  I  don't  know  what  to  exhibit.  This  said,  you  will 
not  be  astonished  that  I  should  have  returned  home  with  my 
teeth  tightly  clenched  and  not  daring  to  make  a  movement,  for 
fear  of  bursting  into  tears,  and  weeping  as  I  do  now.  How 
foolish  it  was  for  me  to  believe  that  something  was  possible 

for  me! 

Oh^  nothingness! 

Now  all  is  chaos,  and  the  question  of  the  Sa/on  could 
make  me  shriek  with  pain.  This  is  where  I  have  come  to  after 
three  years  of  work!  "  You  must  obtain  a  phenomenal  suc- 
cess,'* said  Julian,  but  I  could  not.  I  have  worked  three 
years,  and  what  have  I  done?  What  am  I?  Nothing.  That 
is  to  say,  I  am  a  good  pupil,  aiid  that  is  all;  but  the  phenome- 
non, the  thunderbolt,  the  splendor! 

This  strikes  me  like  a  great  unexpected  disaster,  and  the 
truth  is  so  cruel  that  I  already  try  to  believe  that  I  exaggerate. 
It  was  painting  that  proved  a  stumbling-block  in  my  path;  as 

6 
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long  as  it  was  a  question  of  drawing  I  astonished  the  profess- 
ors, but  I  have  painted  for  two  years.  I  am  above  the  average, 
I  know.  I  evien  show  extraordinary  ability,  as  Tony  said,  but 
son^etbing  mpr«  was  wanted.  After  ail,  it.  is  not  there*  But 
it  stuns  me  like  a  violent  blow  on  the  head,  and  I  qaa  not 
think  of  it,  however  remotely,  :witbout  feeling  horribly  hurt; 
and  then  the  tears  come!  ' 

Behold,  this  is  good  for  the  Qye^!  I  am  lost!  I  am  van^ 
quashed,  dead,  and  what  frightful:  rage!  I  am  heart-broken*. 

It  drives  me  wild  to  think  that  I  may  die  before  J  achieve 
fame!  :     t  .    .      '    •       .       . . 

My  despair  is  so  great  th^t  I  am  sure  that  Will  be  my  fate. 

Fri^ay^  Deicember  2^h. — IJ^ying  had  bad  dreaius  I  went  to 
the  studio,  where  Julian  made  me  the  following  offer:  *t  Promise 
me  that  the  painting  shall  be  mine,  and  I  will  indicate  a 
subject  which  will  gixe  you  celebrity,  or  at  least  notoriety  for 
the  space  of  a  week  after  the  opening  of  the  Salon,*'  Naturally 
I  promised.  He  made  the  same  proposition  to  A—,  and  after 
having  written  and  signed  the  engagement,  with  Magnan 
and  Madeleine  as  witnesses,  half  laughing,,  half  serious,  he 
brought  us  into  his  study,  and  offered  me  as.^  subject,  a  corner 
of  the  studio  with  three  persons  in  the  foreground,  life-size, 
and  others  as  accessories;  and  to  A — .  the  .whole  studio  of  51 
Rue  Vivienne,  on  a  small  scale. 

He  demonstrated  to  us  the  advantages  of  the  subject  during 
a  good  half-hour;  after  which  I  returned  to,  my  portrait,  agi- 
tated, and  my  head  aching  so,  th^t  I  could  4o  nothing  ^e  rest 
of  the  day.     This  was  the  result  of  yesterday. 

As  to  the  subject,  it  does  not;  commend  it^lf  much  to  me; 
but  it  may  be  very,  interesting,  and  then  Julia,n  is  so.enthu* 
siastic,  so  convinced;  he  cited  so  many  instances  of  success 
with  such  subjects;  and  a  woman's  studiO;  has  never  been 
painted.  i'    . 

Furthermore,  as  it  would  be  ^,  recommendation  fpr  him,  he 
would  do  all   that  was  possible  to   give   me   that  famous 
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notoriety  of  which  he  spoke.    A  great  undertaking  like  this  is 
difficult    But  we  shall  see. 


At:  hall-past  3  o'clock  we  went  down  with  Villevieille  with 
the  intention  6i  seeingthe  booths  on  the  boulevards,  but  wish- 
ing to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  master's  new  studio,  We  went  in. 
Villevicille,  who  plays  like  an  artist,  seated  herself  at  the  piano 
while  I  wrote  verses  for  the  toaster.  He  entered  in  a  short 
tirne  and  we  spent  two  hours  there  with  my  autit,  who  had 
come  after  me. 

The  studio  is  very  pretty,  adjoining  that  of  the  nien  on  the 
ground  floor;  We  had  rather  an  amusing  time  and  we  talked 
a  great  deal  about  the  painting.  Julian  desires  it  for  miny  rea- 
sons; first,  because  he  has  not  the  time  to  make  it  himself,  then 
to  please  me,  and  then  to  enrage  Breslau,  and  prove  my  strength 
to  those  who  will  not  believe  in  me.  All  this  is  well  enough,  but 
hfire  I  am,  suspecting  that  he  is  offering  me  this  plan,  that  I 
may  sink  in  the  mire,  and  do  nothing.  It  was  stipulated 
that  th«  painting  should  belong  to  him  whether  I  finished  it 
or  not. 

r  graciously  intimated  my  suspicions  to  him;  he  answered, 
that  I  did  not  believe  one  word  of  what  I  was  saying.  You 
see  there  are  only  twelve  of  us,  and  the  studio  is  small  while 
my  cdnvasis  Vety  large;  and  then  we  can  not  expect  the  pupils 
to  remain  imlmovableand  pose  during  two  months  for  me.  I 
do  not  see  how  I  can  do  it.  I  would  like  to  do  something 
else,  but  what? 

Sunday;  £>ecemier  26th, — Potain  wishes  me  to  go  away;  I 
refused  absolutely,  and  then  half  laughingly,  half  seriously,  I 
complained  to  him  of  my  family.  I  asked  him  if  angry  fits  of 
weeping  every  day  could  hurt  the  throat,  and  he  said,'  of  course 
It  could.  I  will  not  go  away.  Traveling  is  charming,  but  not 
With  my  family,  with  their  tiresome  little  bickerings.  I  know 
that  I  should  rule  them,  but  they  irritate  me,  and  then — no, 
no,  nol 
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Besides,  I  scarcely  cough  at  all  now.  Only  all  this  makes 
me  unhappy;  I  imagine  that  I  can  never  extricate  myself  from 
it.  From  what?  I  do  not  know,  but  my  tears  blind  me.  Do 
not  think  that  these  are  tears  of  disappointment  at  not  being 
married;  no,  they. are  not  like  other  tears.  And  yet  it  may  be 
that,  but  I  don't  think  so. 

And  then,  things  around  me  are  so  sad,  and  I  can  hot  com- 
plain to  anyone.  My  poor  aunt  leads  such  an  isolated  life, 
we  see  each  other  so  little;  I  pass  the  evenings  in  reading  or 
playing. 

I  can  no  longer  speak  or  write  of  myself  without  bursting 
into  tears.  It  must  be  that  I  am  ill.  Ah,  what  foolish  com- 
plaints!    Does  not  everything  lead  to  death? 

Why,  then,  in  spite  of  our  reason,  in  spite  of  our  knowledge 
that  all  things  end  in  nothing,  do  we  persist  in  complaining? 

I  know  that,  like  everyone  else,  I  am  going  to  die,  to  be 
nothing.  I  weigh  the  circumstances  of  life  which,  whatever 
they  may  be,  appear  miserably  vain  to  me,  and,  nevertheless, 
I  can  not  resign  myself  to  death.  Life  is  then  a  force,  it  is 
something\  it  is  not  a  transient  state,  a  duration  of  time  which 
matters  little  whether  it  is  passed  in  a  palace  or  in  a  cellar; 
there  is  then  something  stronger,  truer,  than  we  are  able  to 
imagine.  Life  is  not  a  transient  thing,  then,  simply  a  period 
of  misery,  but  it  is  our  dearest  possession,  our  all,  in  fact. 

We  say  it  is  nothing  because  it  is  not  eternal.  Ah!  fools 
that  we  are! 

Life  is  ourselves;  it  is  ours,  it  is  all  that  we  have;  how,  then, 
is  it  possible  to  say  that  it  is  nothing?  If  this  be  nothing,  tell 
me  what  something  is? 

Thursday^  December  30/!^.— I  went  to  see  Tooy  and  returned 
comforted  somewhat  He  urges  me  very  much  to  paint  the 
picture  ("The  Studio").  He  says  I  am  perfectly  capable  of 
painting  it  life-size,  and  it  would  be  very  interesting— a  good 
study  and  a  fine  painting  at  the  same  time.  I  must  not  be 
received  through  favor,  but  through  merit;  if  it  comes  out  badly 
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he  will  tell  me  so;  but  he  believes  that  I  will  succeed  quite 
well,  and  he  finally  persuaded  me  to  undertake  it.  We  then 
spoke  of  myself  in  general;  we  agree  on  this  point,  that  one's 
ability  in  painting  is  slow  to  reveal  itself;  but  he  says  that  very 
frequently  it  is  suddenly  demonstrated,  and  that  no  one  expects 
any  great  result  after  only  three  years  of  study;  that  I  wish  to 
go  too  fast,  and  that  he  is  convinced  that  I  will  succeed;  what 
can  I  think?  I  told  him  so  many  times  not  to  spare  me,  and 
I  insisted*  so  strongly  that  he  should  be  as  frank  as  possible, 
that  I  really  believe  he  was  sincere;  besides,  he  has  no  inter- 
est in  deceiving  me;  and  then,  what  he  has  said  is  not  so  very 
wonderful  after  all.  However,  I  feel  somewhat  encouraged, 
and  I  am  ready  to  paint  the  picture  he  desires. 

What  a  kind,  honest  fellow  Tony  is;  he  says  that  only  after 
ten  or  twelve  years  of  work  have  the  most  gifted  achieved  any 
great  success;  that  Bonnat,  after  seven  years  of  study,  amounted 
to  nothing,  and  that  he,  himself,  worked  eight  years  before 
he  exhibited  his  first  painting.  Of  course  I  know  all  this  is 
true,  but  as  I  had  determined  to  win  fame  before  I  was  twenty, 
you  can  imagine  my  feelings.  It  is  now  midnight,  and  I  am 
beginning  to  be  suspicious.  I  think  Tony  expressed  too  high 
an  opinion  of  my  ability.  I  wonder  if  he  was  setting  a  trap 
for  me? 


i88i. 


Saturday^  January  \st. — I  gave  a  corsage  bouquet  to  A — 
who  kissed  me  twice,  and,  as  we  were  alone,  I  asked  her  how 
her  love  affair  was  progressing,  and  ^he  told  me  this:  It  has 
now  lasted  six  years  without  any  kind  of  variation.  She  rec- 
ognizes his  step  on  the  stairway,  and  the  manner  in  which  he 
opens  the  door,  and  each  time  her  heart  beats  as  fast  as  it  did 
in  the  first  days.  I  can  understand  that;  if  it  were  ptherwise 
it  would  no  longer  be  love.  It  is  said  that  everything  through 
custom  beconies  stale  and  time  weakens  our  fejeliugs,  but  this 
IS  not  always  the  case,  and  love  which  changes,  or  becomes 
tame,  is  not  true  love. 

I  have  a  h9rror  of  incopstancy.,  Very  few  people  are  happy 
enough  to  be  able  to  feel  true  love,  which,  even  when  it  is  not 
returned,  IS  eternal.  In  general  we  are  incapable  of  feeling 
such  an  absorbing  sentiment,  or  other  things  intervene,  and  we 
content  ourselves  with  a  fragment  of  love  which  is  lifible  to 
change  at  any  moment;  many  persons  shrug  their  shoulders 
when  an  eternal,  unselfish  love  is  spoken  of,  and  it  must  be 
confessed  that  such  love  is  very  rare. 

True  love  may  not  be  eternal,  but  it  is  always  unselfish. 

Sunday^  January  2d. — I  opened  "Flamarande"  by  George 
Sand,  and  I  found  that  a  lackey  relates  the  whole  story;  how 
disgusting!  The  first  twenty  lines  were  enough  to  make  me 
angry.  I  am  a  Republican,  and  that  is  just  the  reason  why  I 
can  not  consider  flunkies  as  equals.  A  domestic  loses  certain 
rights  in  consenting  to  serve.  It  is  odious  to  always  mingle 
with  domestics  like  this  George  Sand.  Notwithstanding  my 
indignation  I  read  **Flamarande,"  which  is  the  author's  raaster- 

(70) 
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piece.    The  scrvarits  are  in  their  proper  place,  and  the  book 

i^  ekquislte.  ..,.»..: 

Reading  very  fast  1  finishted  the  book,*whith  is  charming. 
I  will  how  read  "  £es  Heux  Frmsy'  which  is  thie  conclusion 
df  die  sttJry.       ^  >' 

Monddyy  Jaiuidry  jrf.^-'-I  finished  xed!dmg^^LesDeuxFrtrts'* 
at  midnight.  It  i^  pteity;  but  il  leaves  ine  nothing  to  think 
abotft.    Oh,  Balfcac!  ^       .       . 

Julian  Will  not  have  the  partition  taken  doim  before  Sunday; 
as  it  Would  disturb  the  pupiis  during  the  week.  This  makes  me 
lose  one  week.  I  have  left  in  all  only  ten  weeks,  which  is  not 
much.  And  again  I  think  that  T<Miy  and  Julian  Induce  me 
to  commence  the  painting,  knowing  I  can  not  succeed.  But 
What  is  t-heir  object?'  < 

Ntsdo.  ••'•: 

Wednesday,  January  j^/i.— i-T<rtiy  and  I  reached  the  stQdio  at 
the  same  time  this  morning.  I  showed  him  a  small  sketch, 
and  We  conversed  about  the  painting.  The  room  in  which  I 
s^all  work  is  very  small,  even  with  the  wall  removed,  and, 
therefote,  taking  the  dimensions  of  my  canvas  into  considera- 
tion, it  will  be  no  child'fe  play. 

And  then  that  idea  of  having  the  same  subject  done  by  two 
person^,  creates  a  sort  of  Vivalry  which  is  very  irritating.  With 
all  my  brav6  looks,  I  am  very  timtd,  and  whew  A*—  is  there,  I 
am  half  pat'alyzed,  and  know  neither  how  td  pose  anyone  nor 
anything  else;,  it  is  very  embai'fasslng,  and  then' it  annoys  me 
to  hafte  tWo  on  the  same  subject. 

Ah!  this  painting  wearies  me!  Ah!  I  want  to  do  something 
e!se!  'Ah!  these  fluctuations  in  my  spirits  are  horrible!  By  a 
word  I  atn  raised  to  heights,  or  pro^rated  to  the  ground,  and 
to  keep  me  from  despair,  Julian  and  Tony  must  pass  their 
lives  in  praising  me.  When  they  give  me  advice  only,  without 
saying  anything  good  or  bad  of  ray  work,  I  am  miserably 
dejected. 

Friday^  January  *jth. — I  related  the  meanneisses  of  Which  I 
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am  th^  victim  to  all  the  ladies  of  the  studio^  and,  as  every- 
body is  of  the  same  opinion,  it  is  another  proof  that  I  am 
right.  Several  of  them  said  that  they  had  believed  me  to  be 
more  independent,  and  that  I  had  been  imposed  upon.  I 
admit  it,  but  it  is  so  nice  to  leave  to  others  the  specialty  of 
duplicities  and  intrigues.  I  said  "  to  leave  "  this  is  not  exact, 
I  leave  it  to  them  because  I  know  myself  to  be  absolutely 
incapable  of  intrigues  and  duplicities.  It  is  so  tiresome,  so 
annoying,  in  fact,  I  do  not  know  what  to  do.  And  then  it  is 
also  a  satisfaction  to  know  that  you  are  better  than  others. 
To  be  imposed  upon,  and  to  know  it,  why  it  is  a  delicious  sen- 
timent, it  i&  alipost  a  warrant  of  honesty,  of  candor.  What 
is  best,  is  to  have  a  clear  conscience,  and  to  see  the  baseness 
of  others;  to  see  yourself  clean,  and  others  foul,  even  to  the 
prejudice  of  your  now  interests;  but  the  harm  done  one,  almost 
disappears  under  those  conditions,  and  the  more  one  is  vic- 
timized, the  greater  is  the  enjoyment! 

Evidently,  at  the  first  unpleasantness,  I  should  §ay,  if 
things  are  to  be  this  way,  I  shall  not  do  your  painting!  But 
that  would  be  to  overwhelm  A —  with  joy,  who  would  see  her 
efforts  crowned  with  success.  That  is  my  only  reason  for  not 
withdrawing. 

I  said  all  this  aloud,  and  added  that  I  would  let  things  go 
on,  convinced  that  A —  will  not  consent  to  inconvenience  me 
so  horribly.  I  pretended  to  believe  that  it  was  impossible,  and 
assumed  a  cheerful  expression. 

Saturday,  January  Sth, — I  have  a  real  passion  for  books.  I 
arrange  them,  count  them,  look  at  them;  nothing  but  that 
pile  of  old  books  can  rejoice  my  heart.  I  stand  at  a  distance 
to  look  at  them,  as  I  would  at  a  painting.  I  have  about 
.700  volumes;  but,  as  they  are  nearly  all  of  a  large  size, 
they  are  equivalent  to  a  much  greater  number  of  the  ordinary 
size. 

Sunday,  January  gth. — Potain  ref  iKes  to  treat  me,  as  I  do 
not  follow  his  prescriptions.  Ah!  I  would  love  to  leave  here,  to 
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go  to  Italy,  to  Palermo.  Oh,  for  the  pure  sky!  the  blue  sea! 
the  beautiful  calm  nights! — the  thought  alone  of  Italy  makes 
me  wild.  It  is  like  something  very  beautiful  which  fate  may 
yet  have  in  store  for  me,  and  for  which  I  am  not  yet  ready. 
No,  it  is  not  that — I  do  not  know  how  to  explain  myself.  It 
seems  to  me  like  a  great  happmess  which  I  want  to  enjoy 
only  when  I  am  free  from  all  preoccupation,  all  annoyance. 
When  I  say  to  myself,  Let  us  go!  I  think  immediately.  No, 
not  yet;  I  must  still  struggle,  work,  and  then  afterward,  I 
know  not  when,  absolute  rest — Italy.  I  ask  myself  what  there 
is  there  to  attract  me  so,  but  the  effect  Italy  has  upon  me  is 
bewitching,  magical,  inconceivable. 

Oh,  yes,  to  go  away!  When  Charcot,  Potain,  and  all  the 
others  tell  me  to  go,  it  must  be  that  I  am  very  ill!  I  feel  that 
the  warm  air  of  the  South  would  cure  me  at  once;  but  it  is 
their  fault  if  I  do  not  go. 

Why,  then,  does  pot  mamma  come  back?  They  say  it  is  a 
whim  on  my  part,  but  I  want  her  all  the  same.  All  is  ended. 
I  have  another  year,  perhaps;  1882  is  the  great  date  of  the 
dreams  of  my  childhood;  it  'is  1882  that  I  placed  as  the  cul- 
minating point,  without  knowing  exactly  what  I  meant  or 
desired.  It  may,  perhaps,  be  death.  This  evening,  at  the 
studio,  the  skeleton  was  dressed  up  as  Louise  Michel,  with  a 
red  scarf,  a  cigarette,  and  a  palette  knife  for  a  dagger.  In  me, 
too,  is  hidden  a  skeleton.  To  that  we  must  all  come.  Horrible 
annihilation!  ^ 

This  morning  I  made  a  sketch — the  flower  market  of  the 
Madelaine.  A  pretty  Parisian,  with  a  little  boy,  buying  from 
an  old  huckster,  who  stands  just  outside  a  shop  filled  with 
flowers.  I  have. only  to  copy  what  I  see;  it  is  very  natural, 
very  Parisian,  very  interesting  to  do,  and  perfectly  feasible  iii 
my  studio.  And  then,  all  those  flowers  are  ravishing.  It  is 
easier  than  the  regular  work  of  the  studio,  more  quickly 
finished,  and  it  can  be  done  quietly  at  home.  Only — I  must 
know  what  Tony  will  say,  for  Julian  "sticks  to  his  shop." 
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Wednesday,  January  laA^.— All  is  arranged;  I  have  com- 
menced to  make  my  plans,  outlines,' et<i.,  and,  as  I  think  that 
A—  will. not  finish  her  painting,  I  will  make  mine  half  natural 
size,  and  with  many  people  in  it. 

'  Thursday y  January  ipk  {Russian  New  Year,  January  ist), 
-^I^till  cough  a.  little  and  breathe  painfully;  but  there  is  no 
notable  change,,  no  ^^aciatiop,  nor  paleness.  Pdtain  comes 
no.lougeryimy  illnesisineed^  lyat  air  and -sun.  :  P6tain  is.hon' 
est  and  will  not  stuff  me  with  iii^eless  mbdicine;  but  I  take 
asses  milk  arid  elateriurfi.  I  knot<?  that  one  winter  in  the  sun 
would  have  cufed'wfc;  but— I. know  betterthan  anyone  what 
ails  me.  My  larynx  was  always,  easily  affected,  and  coritinual 
agitations-  hare.  Aggravated  the  malady;  but  then,  there  is 
nothing*  the  matter  with  me  except  my  cough  and  the  trouble 
with  my  ear&^ .  It  does  not  amount  tO'  much  after  all.   . 

Saturday,  January  i$th. — Monsieur  Cot,  who  is  to  alternate 
with  Tony,  entered  upon  his  functions  to-day.  I  did  not  show 
him  my  work,  although  Julian-  pointed  me  out  to  him  as  the 
persoa  of  whom  he  had  spoken. ,  "  It  is  Mademoiselle  who  is 
to  paint  this^"' he  said,  pointing  to  my  large  canvas,  which  was 
so  hard  to  carry  into  the  studio  yesterday.     ^ 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,  it  was  I  who  suggested. that  subject,  and  I 
am  to  own  the  picture.".      '  ^    . 

Julian,  afterward  told  .me  that  he  had  spoken  of  me  to  Cot, 
as  being  a-  very  interesting  pupil,  etc.,  and  if  I  had  not 
shown  him  my  work,  he  knew  it  was  through  timidity.  All 
this  and  much  more  was  said  to  overconie  mj  dislike  to 
accept  ad vifce. 

Toriy  is  a  strong  nian,  an  earnest  artist,  an  academician,  a 
man  of  recognized  authority,  and  lessons  from  such  men  are 
always  excellent;  In  painting,  as  in  literature,  you  must  first 
learn  the  grammar,  then  your  nature  will  tell  you  whether  you 
should  compose  dramas  or  comic  songs.  Thus,*  if  iTony  were 
assassinated,  I  would  take  Lef ebvre^  Bonnat,  or  even  Cabanel— 
which  would  be: painful.    Artists  of  temperament,  such   as 
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Carolus,  Bastien-Lepage,  and  Henner,  force  you  involuntarily 
to  imitate  them,  and  they  say  we  acxjuire  only  the  defects  of 
those  we  copy.  As  a  teacher,  I  would  not  like  an  artist  who 
paints  only  single  figures.  I  want  to  see  an  artist  surrounded 
by  a  lot  of  historical  paintings.  This  would  give  hini  emi- 
nence atid  dii^poise  me  to  lii^ten  to^  hris  advice,  although  I 
sometimes  prefer  a  single  figure  to  five  or  six  paint ittgs  of 
thirty  figures  eacdt.  -^  .    = 

Altogether,  this  Cot  seems  good-natured  enough;  his  first 
lesson  impreissed  me. '  He  is  fully  forty-seven  years  old,  quite 
thin,  and  bald.  He  converses  quite  pleasantly  in  the  stvidio. 
Being  strange  to  us  all,  he  was  somewhat  timid. 

The  least  interestitig'  face  in  the  world  may  become  so  under 
certain  circumstances  and  surroundings.  I  have'  seen  the 
most  common-place  hfeads  of  models  bjecome  superb^— thankfe 
to  a  hat,  cap,  or  drapery.  All  this  is  to  tell  you  modestly,  that 
every  evening  on  my  return 'from  the  ifetddio,  dirty  and  tired, 
I  bathe,  put  on  a  white  tt)be,  and  drape  a  scarf  of  India-mus- 
lin and  lace  about  my  head,  like  the  old  women  of  Chardin  and 
the  little  girls  of  Greuze.  This  gives  me  a  chaVming  apj^ear- 
ance,  and  I  am  more  beautiful  than  you  could  ever  imagine 
me  to  be.  To-night  the  scarf  was  rather  lar^e  and  was 
arranged  in  the  Egyptian  fashion^  ^nd,  I  know  not  how  it  vf as, 
but  my  face  looked  superdv  Generally,  this  word  doisnot  suit 
my  face;  but  the  drapery  performed  the  miracle.  It  makes 
me  light-hearted  once  ihoi*fe.  ' 

It  is  a  habit  now.  To  remain  with  my: head  uncovered  in 
the  evening  disturbs  me,  and  "my  sad  thoughts"  like  to  be 
under  shelter.'    1  feel  more  domfortabl^  Bind  tTanquil- 

TAursdaj^f  /a^UM^y  ^ttk.'^L.et  us  speak  Of  agreeable  things. 
I  went  to  see  Tony  and  showed  him  my  roiiigh  sketch,  which 
he  thought  was  very  well  arranged.  He  gave  me  advice, 
encouragement,  and  his  good  wishes,  for  the  beginning  I  am 
to  make  to-morrow.  ' 

**  You  have  never  painted  a  la^ge  painting?*' 
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"  Never." 

"  And  you  know  nothing  of  perspective?" 

"  Monsieur  Ingres  knew  nothing  of  it,  either." 

"  He  lied  when  he  said  so." 

"  He  was  jesting,  then?" 

"Assuredly,  you  will  encounter  enormous  difficulties; 
observe  well,  and  have  courage,  courage!" 

Courage!  I  am  overflowing  with  courage,  on  my  word  of 
honor. 

This  has  raised  my  spirits  and  made  me  cheerful. 

Tuesday^  January. — This  morning  I  did  not  hurry  myself, 
but  went  to  breakfast  at  1 1  o'clock  with  the  G — 's,  whom  I 
have  somewhat  neglected  lately,  after  which  I  did  not  get  to 
the  studio  until  half-past  i  o'clock,  and  commenced  my  paint- 
ing with  the  greatest  pleasure.  From  the  first  stroke  we  can 
feel  whether  we  shall  do  it  with  ease,  or  meet  with  difficulties. 

Thanks  be  to  God,  I  believe  all  will  go  well.  Mademoiselle 
de  Villevieille  and  the  little  Turk  posed.  I  will  thus  sketch 
all  my  figures  with  the  crayon;  then,  by  observing  the  ensem- 
ble^ the  modifications  required  can  be  seen.  This  interests 
me!  I  am  feeling  well  and  cheer-ful!  The  heads  in  the  fore- 
ground are  from  twelve  to  fourteen  centimeters  long. 

I  have  never  been  able,  to  understand  how  one  could  give 
one's  life  for  a  beloved  being,  a  perishable  being,  and  all  for  love. 

But  I  can  understand,  nevertheless,  that  we  should  undergo 
all  sorts  of  torture  and  even  death,  for  a  principle,  for  lib- 
erty; for  something  which  can  ameliorate  the  condition  of 
men  in  general. 

I  should  defend  all  these  beautiful  things  in  France  as  well 
as  in  Russia.     Country  comes  only  after  humanity.     Distinc- 
tions between  nations  are,  in  fact,  but  shadows,  and  I  always 
believe  in  treating  all  questions  with  simplicity  and  broadness 
of  view.  . 

If  I  do  not  want  to  be  exiled,  it  is  because  it  would  be 
useless,  and  I  have  a  horror  of  useless  sacrifices.    It  is  not 
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cowardly  to  choose  your  part  in  life,  and  it  is  only  natural  to 
prefer  being  martyrized  like  St.  Paul  than  to  be  one  of  the 
1 1, GOO  virgins.  I  admit  frankly,  that  it  would  grieve  me  to  be 
an  unknown  heroine,  but  I  swear  to  you — 

I  stopped  suddenly  there,  I  was  about  to  swear  before  God, 
and  I  am  not  very  sure  that  He  exists.  I  think  that  without 
the  least  fear.  God,  if  He  exists,  can  not  be  offended  with 
my  doubts,  which  are  but  an  avowal  of  my  ignorance.  I 
would  guard  myself  from  denying  the  existence  of  God,  but 
I  can  not  sincerely  and  coldly  affirm  it.  Oh,  in  the  moments 
I  suffer  much,  I  do  not  reason  in  this  way;  I  fall  on  my 
knees  and  pray  to  that  God  Whose  existence  at  such  times 
I  thoroughly  believe  in. 

It  seems  to  me,  however,  that  there  must  exist  a  supreme 
intelligence — ^but  not  the  God  to  Whom  I  am  accustomed. 
But  then,  what  is  the  use  of  this  supreme  intelligence? 

But  I  was  going  to — ^yes,  swear  before  God  that  I  would 
give  even  the  last  drop  of  my  blood  in  the  service  of  some 
great  principle  which  was  dear  to  me. 

I  am  calm;  not  a  Louise  Michel,  not  a  nihilist  at  all;  but  if 
I  believed  that  liberty  was  seriously  threatened,  I  would  be  the 
most  furious  of  all. 

Saturday^  January  22d, — It  is  cold;  everything  is  covered 
with  snow;  I  go  out  before  8  o'clock  every  morning. 

The  painting  interests  me.  Cot  has  seen  it,  but  has  said 
only  insignificant  things,  such  as,  ^'that  looks  well,  not  bad," 
and  then  words  of  encouragement.  It  is  true  that  this  is  the 
first  time  that  I  have  been  corrected.  After  Cot  had  gone, 
Tony  arrived.  I  had  written  to  him  and  it  was  very  amiable 
of  him  to  come.  Tony  thinks  there  is  nothing  to  be  changed, 
that  nothing  clashes,  that  it  is  going  on  quite  well,  that  it  may 
be  very  interesting,  and  there  is  nothing  but  to  continue  as  I 
have  begun.  Julian  also  came,  and  was  Very  amiable.  I  see 
that  my  work  interests  him,  as  he  comes  to  look  at  it  quite 
frequently,  and  encourages  me  by  giving  me  good  advice. 
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AU  goes  SO  well  that  I  can  scarcely  believe  it.  Here  are  two 
months  before  me  ol  forgetfulness,  of  amusement,  of  hap- 
piness. 

After  which,  I  will  go  to  Italy,  until  the  opening  of  the 
^aloH,  Tl^ee  ^i^d  a  h^lf  mpnths  of  a  happy  life;  it,  seems  too 
good  to  be  true. 

Wednesday,  January  a 6/^.— Tuesday,  on  jny  return  from 
the  studio,  I  was  feverish  and  I  remained  until  7  o'clock 
without  lights,  shivering  in  an  arm-chair,  half  asleep  and 
always  with,  the  painting  before  my  eyes,  as  it  has  been  every 
night  lot  th^  last  weel^.  .  You  know  that  A —  has  installed 
herself  at . the  other  extremityof  .the  studio,  and  is  doing  my 
painting,  reversed,  and  as  her  most  fervent  desire  is  to  surpass 
iQe,  ,she  thinks  she  .can,  sucjceed  by  taking  n^ea^urements  all 
the  time ;  and  her  outstretched  arm,  her  h^nd  holding  the 
crayon,  is  ever  before  my  eyes  like  a  dark  line  drawn  on  my 
painting. 

As  I  took  np  nourishment  except  a  little  milk,  I  passed  a 
horrible  night.  I  could  not  sleep^  for.  ipy  ^ilarrn-clock  kept 
waking  me,  but  the  picture  was  always  before  pie,  and  I  was 
continually  working  on  it  in  my  imagination;  but  I  was  doing 
the  contrary  of  what  I  should,  forced  by  a  supernatural  will  to 
efface. what  was  well  dope.  ,  Oh,  it  was  exaspei;ating!  and  I 
could  not  remaiaealm.  I  was  in  a  terrible  state  of  agitation, 
trying  to  believe  that  I  was  dreaming,  but  no.  But,  then,  it 
must  be  delirium,  I  Said  to  mysc^lf.  It  must  have  been,  and 
now  that  I  know  what  it  was,  I  would  -not  be  disturbed^,  if  I 
were  not. so  fatigued,  body  and  soul.  \ 

;  But  what  is  strange  is  that,  in  my  d^jirium,  I  awaited  Julian 
to  have  his.adyice  on  ^a  figure  that  I  changed. 
,  .Yesterdiay  heoam^  and  found  that  I  h§d  been  wrong.     I 
had.  effaeied  aJl  that  was  j^ood  before  thje  dre^im. 

Yesterda.y,  in  the  evening,  by  a  curious  phenomena,  X  could 
hear  well,  Tery  veil.         .    .  ,j, 

I;  aaa  worn  out,         :  L 
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Monday,  January  $ist — Julian  and  Tony  (Julian  esjiecially, 
as  he  h&:»  seen'it  oftener)  are  pleased  with  my  painting,  and 
have  told  me  so  several  times.  And  I  was  pleased  with  it 
myself,  and  much* exalted.  Now  I  am  once  more  fallen,  I  am 
no  longer  «atiBfidd  with  my  composition,  although  I  repeat  to 
myself  continually  that  Tony  has  seen  it  twice,  and  said  "that 
it  was  well  arranged,  interesting,  and  that  nothing  should  be 
changed."  I  have  lost  confidence.  '  Julian  has  also  told  ttife 
to  change  nothing.  In  fact,  everybody  find's  it  good,  especially 
a  group  in  the  background,  which  i&  very  pretty^  but  I  am 
not  satisfied.  I  see  it  in  a  different  light.  I  can  no  longer 
think  of  modifications;  besides  it  Is  too  late. 

It  is,  all  the  same,' very  curio\is  that  so  many  things  displease 
me  in  this  *  painting;  and  dlfepleiafse  neither  J u Hah  n^  Tony. 
It  must  be  that  they  think  I  c?an  do  no  better,  and  wilt  not  let 
me  grow  discouraged  by  lobklng  for  difficulties  when  there 
are  none, 
i       Thursday^  Ftbruoi^y  ^d.* — I  have  b^fot^  my  eyes  the  por- 
traits of  my  father  and  of  my  mother,  taken  when  they  were 
'   betrothed,     t  have  hung  thteni  on  the  wallas  "documents.'* 
"J  According  to  Zbla^  arid  other  philosophers  more  eminent,  we 

•  must  see  the  cause  to  understand  the  effect.  '•  I  was  born  of  a 
mother  exceedingly  bektitifu!,  young,  and' healthy,  With  bVown 
hair  and  eyes,  bind  a  dazzling  complexion;   ai3d  of  a  father, 

;  blonde,  pale;  and  of  ddicate  health,  hiiil'self  the*  son  of  a  very 

i  robust  father  and  a  slt^ly  mother  wlio  died  young,  and  brother 

j  to  four  sistecs  who  were  more  or  less  hunchbacked  from  birth. 

Orandpapa  and  grandmamma  had  good  constitutions  and  had 

•  nine  children-,  all  of  good  health,  and  some  of  them  beatitiful, 

•  for  instance,  mamma  and  Uhck  Etietine.<  '  -    : 

i      The  sickly  father  of  the  illustrious  product  which  occupies 

{  out  attention  has  become  strong  and  healthy,  aiid  the  mbther, 

'jonce  dazzling  with  health  and  y<:)iuth,'has  become  weak  and 

nervous,  thanks  to  the  hdrtible  existence  which  she  ha&  had 

f  to  endure. 

I 
I 
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I  finished  ^'L'Assommoir"  day  before  yesterday;  it  made  me 
almost  ill,  and,  so  much  was  I  struck  by  the  truth  of  the 
book  that  I  seemed  to  live  and  converse  with  its  characters. 

I  Was  indignant  to  live  and  eat  while  these  horrors  were 
passing  around  me,  in  a  lower  sphere.'  All  should  read  this 
book;  everyone  would  be  better  for  it. 

But  I  am  calmed,  the  more  so  that  I,  by  myself  alone,  could 
do  no  possible  good.  Who  can  fail  to  be  impressed  with  the 
social  questions  of  the  day? 

Oh,  yes,  everyone  should  do  what  he  can;  but  we  call  the 
socialists  scoundrels  and  fools;  it  can  not  be  denied  that 
socialistic  ideas  are  often  Utopian.  What  can  I  do?  I  am 
not  even  capable  of  writing  a  newspaper  article! 

Monday  y  February  gth. — My  painting,  for  an  instant 'delayed 
because  of  the  difficulty  in  placing  one  of  the  figures,  goes 
on  again;  I  feel  as  light  as  a  feather. 

At  I  o'clock,  Villevieille  and  Brisbane,  my  principal  models, 
who  are  infinitely  obliging,  came  with  me  to  the  Mirlitons. 
Either  I  was  not  in  a  critical  humor,  or  my  eyes  have  opened, 
or  Carolus  is  improving,  for  I  was  dazzled  by  his  portrait — 
the  woman  with  a  little  girl  in  red;  hitherto  I  have  not  cared 
for  Carolus,  his  child  in  red  and  his  woman  in  blue  at  the  last 
Salon  having  disgusted  me.  But  the  two  portraits  of  to-day 
are  the  most  beautiful  that  can  be  imagined.  I  still  prefer  the 
woman  and  child,  to  the  woman  alone,  who  is  old  and  made  up. 

The  woman  with  the  child  is  dazzling.  She  is  not  pretty^ 
but  a  fine  woman,  sympathetic,  maternal,  in  a  plum-colored 
dress,  made  in  the  Louis  XIII.  style,  the  breast  uncovered  and 
of  a  brilliant  whiteness;  the  light  falls  full  on  the  blonde  head 
of  the  child,  and  is  lost  in  the  right. hand  of  the  woman,  which 
is  on  the  child's  shoulder;  the  left  hand  holds  a  fan,  and 
falls  carelessly  to  the  side;  pearls  in  her  hair  and  on  her 
arms;  th^  hands  are  not  quite  complete;  and  the  bottom  of 
the  portrait  is  rather  carelessly  done,  to  give  prominence  to 
tho  faces  and  the  breast;  it  is  a  spot  oi  superb  light  on  a  ground 
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of  moss  green     And  how  superbly  it  is  treated!    It  is  so 
broad  and  so  true  to  nature. 

I  prefer  a  picture  like  this  to  the  smoked  and  dead  can- 
vases of  the  galleries.  My  favorite,  Bastien -Lepage,  exhibits 
a  portrait  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in  Henry  IV.  costume,  with 
the  Thames  and  the  English  fleet  for  background;  the  back- 
ground recalls  that  of  the  Joconde  in  its  tone.  The  face  is 
a  brutal  one,  and  the  portrait  might  easily  be  mistaken  for 
a  Holbein.  I  don't  like  it.  Why  imitate  another's  style?  If 
one  is  making  a  copy,  all  well  and  good,  but  this  is  not  a  copy; 
it  is  really  a  decided  success  as  an  imitation.  I  do  not  envy 
that  kind  of  a  success,  however. 

Oh,  if  I  could  paint  like  Carolus  Duran!  This  is  the  first 
time  that  I  have  seen  anything  that  I  coveted;  anything  in 
the  way  of  painting  that  I  would  like  to  own  myself.  After 
that,  everything  seemed  to  me  shabby,  dry,  and  dirty. 

Saturchyy  February  12M. — I  had  my  painting  placed  in  per- 
spective, and  behold,  that  changes  everything!  I  did  not 
look  at  my  subject  in  the  right  way;  I  ought  to  have  supposed 
myself  six  meters  away;  for  instance,  my  eyes  saw  the  ladder 
behind  Mademoiselle  de  Villevieille's  head,  and  the  proper 
perspective  requires  it  to  be  placed  more  to  the  left.  I  do 
not  understand  how  we  can  make  what  we  do  not  see.  Besides, 
when  we  sketch  accurately,  we  should  not  make  faults  of 
perspective;  to  paint  a  temple,  a  colonnade,  or  things  of  that 
sort,  perspecteurs  are  required;  but  not  for  a  simple  studio 
with  women! 

I  have  lost  four  or  five  days  with  all  this;  finally,  Tony 
came  and  gave  me  an  explanation. 

Use  the.  perspective  if  it  suits  your  arrangements;  but  if  it 
disturbs  the  composition,  then  it  will  not  do;  you  must  use 
your  own  judgment  in  such  cases. 

But  then,  how  can  we  make  a  thing  false,  when  we  make 
exactly  what  we  see? 

Tony  persists  in  being  satisfied,  and  tells  me  to  go  on. 
35 
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I  am  enraptured. 

.  At  noon,  the  maid  came  running  in  with  a  very  red  face. 
Monsieuf  Julian  had  been  decorated.  Everyone  was  delighted ; 
we  were  triumphant,  atid  A-^,  Neuv^glise,  and  I  ran  and 
ordered  a  beautiful  basket  of  flowers  with  a  big  red  bow, 
from  Vaillant*Roseau.  Vaillant-Roseau  is  not  an  ordinary 
florist,  but  a  refined  ajrtist;  150  franca  was  not  too  much. 

We  placed  a  card  on  it  inscribed  thus: 

'^To  Monsieur  Julian,  from  the  ladies'  studio  of  the  Pano- 
rama passage." 

Villevieille  returned  at  3  o'clock  expressly  to  congratulate 
the  master;  he  came  up  with  his. ribbon,  and  I  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  seeing  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  an  absolutely  happy 
iTian,  He  admitted  it  hira^elfj  saying,  **.There  are,  perhaps, 
people  who  wish  for  something;  I,  at  the  present  moment, 
desire  nothing  more  in  the  worlcjr* 

Then  Villeyieille  and  I  went  dawn  into  the  studio  of  the  hon- 
ored director  to  see  the  flowers;  joy,  congratulations,  and  even 
a  little  emotion!  He  spoke  of -his  aged  mother,  whom,  he  fears 
to  overcome  in  suddenly  announcing  the  news.  Then  of  an 
old  uncle  who  will  weep  like  a  child.  . "  Imagine  then,  it  is  a 
village  down  there!  You  see  the  effect!  A  poor  little  peas* 
ant  who  left  the  place  with  nothing — Chevalier  of  the  Legion 
of  Honor!" 

He  was  very  gentle  in  speaking  of  hi§  father  and  his  family; 
we  seemed  ourselves  like  a  family  party.  Under  the  inspira- 
tion of  emotion,  the  least  sympathetic  of  the  pupils, spoke  of 
offering  a  bronze,  or  something  of  that  sort,  as  a  aouyenir  of 
the  great  occasion. 

Then  came  other  pupils,  my  aunt,  Neuv6glise,  etc.  Julian 
was  enraptured  with  the  flowers  and.  the  ribbon  bow«  In 
short,  this  lasted  until  half- past  5  o'clock.    ' 

Nonsense  apart,  this  will  give  an  altogether  different  stamp 
to  the  studio,  and  since  Father  Rudolphe  is  so  happy^  it  will 
i<ake  him  better  tempered.    ;         .  .       r 
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Sunday y  February  iZtf^^'^a^^^  is  a  v«ry  tender  Jettejf  from 
my  mother: 

**  GnANp  Hotel,  Kaekopf,  January  27A. 

.  ^*  My  adored  angel,  my)  darling,  child,  Mpussta,  if  yoa  knew  how  unhappy 
I  am  without  y^u,  especially  as  I  am  uoeasy  about  yo^ir  health,  aad  how  I 
long  to  leave  here  as, soon  as  possible! 

**  You,  who  are  my  pride,  my  glory,  my  happiness^  my  joy!!!  If  you  could 
imagine  the  sufferings  I  undergo  without  you!  Your  letter,  written  to 
Madame  AnitskofJ,  is  in  my  hands.  Like  a  lover,  I  read  it  over'  and  over, 
and  wet  it  with  my  tears.  I  kiss  your  IHtle  hands  aiid  yonr  little  feet,  and 
I  pray  God  that  I  may  do  so  in  reality,  as  soon  as  possible, 
**  I  embrace  our  dear  aunt  tenderly. 

"M.:B." 

Monday,  February  i/\th. — I  painted  the  head  of  AUce  Brisr 
bane  in  two  hours'  time,  and  Julian  told  me  to  leave  it  so;  and 
sometimes  we  are  eight  days  in  making  something  .worthless. 
A  portion  of  the  corsage  and  ^ipron  was  also  painted. 

The  perspecUur  came  iand  preached  to  me,  for  twenty- 
five  minutes,  the  necessity  of  submitting  myself  to  his  infalli- 
ble  rules..   How  about  Xo»y's.  ppinions,  then,  and  my  own? 

This  man  can  not  he  mistaken,  since  these  are  fixed  rules; 
but  Tony — but  I?  I  know  nothing  of  it,  but  I  must  not 
go  too  deeply  into  the  subject,  that  I  may  not  fatigue  myself 
just  when  I  require  so  much  liberty  of  mind  to  quietly  make 
the  masterpiece.  i       . . 

But  I  think  the  mathiematician  is  right.  : 

Friday,  February  18M. — Such  confusion!  The  sketches 
were  mixed,  and  half  the  competition  Was  ftot  judged.  Great 
tumult!  Julian  eame  up  and  begaa  to. explain,  I  know,  not 
what.  I,  who  was. thinking  of  other  things,  leaning  on  the 
door,  yawned  formicjably,  which .  signified  clearly:  Ah!  how 
stupid  all  this  is!.  Julian,,  already  ejca^fpierated^  turned,  ijo  w^, 
saying,  if  this  did  not  interest  me,  I  could  go  home.  I.  cou)d 
find  nothing  to  reply,  as  I  did  not  do  it  purposely,  And  ba4 
not  the  least  intention  of  being  impolite.  .,r 

It  is  now  two  days  since  the  illustrious  artist  has  oorrec.tied 
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me,  which  makes  the  relations  in  the  studio  somewhat  strained, 
and  it  annoys  me! 

Saturday^  February  \^th, — Tony  tells  me  everything  is  going 
well.  After  giving  me  a  good  lesson,  he  corrected  A — ^  but 
said  very  little  to  her,  and  was  constrained.  I  believe  he 
advised  her  to  change  some  figures,  which  did  not  suit  him. 

She  turned  quite  red,  and,  instead  of  conversing  with  him,  as 
usual,  she  remained  in  her  place  and  continued  her  work,  while 
that  angel,  Tony,  returned  to  examine  my  painting,  gave  me 
advice  and  encouragement,  and  repeated  several  times  that  I 
was  doing  well. 

I  was  so  enraptured  that  I  forgot  the  coldness  of  Julian, 
although  it  still  troubled  me. 

For  ten  days  I  have  done  nothing  but  dream  of  grandpapa, 
mamma,  my  family — 

And  then,  most  always,  I  dream  of  the  people  that  I  am  to 
see  the  next  day,  or  the  dream  continues  the  next  night,  and  I 
never  sleep  without  dreams. 

Tuesday^  February  22^. — I  have  made  my  peace  with  Julian. 
I  said  to  him:  "  Monsieur  Julian,  ah!  why  do  you  keep  up  a 
grudge  against  me  for  a  thing  I  did  not  do  purposely?  Do 
come  and  correct  me!"  And  he  came,  looking  very  dignified, 
saying,  that  since  I  acknowledged  being  in  the  wrong,  he 
would  overlook  it.  I  did  not  reply,  because  I  am  not  in  the 
wrong,  but  I  detest  discord,  and  it  interferes  with  my  paint- 
ing. 

Thursday^  Mc^rch  $d, — I  am  very  ill.  I  cough  very  much, 
breathe  with  difficulty,  and  there  is  a  sinister  rattling  in  my 
throat.    I  believe  it  is  called  phthisis  laryngitis. 

I  opened  lately  the  New  Testament,  neglected  for  some 
time  past,  and  twice,  in  the  space  of  a  few  days,  I  have  been 
struck  by  the  appropriateness  with  which  the  lines  my  eye 
happened  to  fall  upon  answered  my  thoughts.  I  pray  again 
to  Christ.  I  have  returned  to  the  Virgin;  to  miracles,  after 
having  been  a  deist^ — after  days  of  absolute  atheism.    But 
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the  religion  of  Christ,  according  to  His  own  words,  resembles 
but  little  your  Catholicism,  or  our  own  orthodoxy,  which  I 
abstain  from  following,  limiting  myself  to  following  the  pre- 
cepts of  Christ,  without  embarrassing  myself  with  allegories, 
which  pass  for  realities,  superstitions,  and  various  absurdities, 
introduced  later  into  religion,  by  men,  for  political  or  other 
motives. 

Wednesday,  March  i6th, — Tony  found  many  things  that 
were  very  good,  and  others  that  were  good.  In  a  word,  it  is 
not  bad.    After  all,  I  am  not  very  well  satisfied. 

Bojidar,  who  has  returned  from  Nice,  will  look  after  the 
transportation  of  the  painting. 

Friday y  March  iS/l^. — I  have  finished  the  painting,  save  a 
little  retouching. 

Julian  finds  that  it  has  improved  enormously  in  the  last 
week,  and  it  is  now  good. 

Tony  has  not  seen  the  change  in  the  center.  The  three 
principal  figures,  and  others,  and  some  hands  in  the  back- 
ground have  been  repainted  and  changed. 

I  feel  myself  that  it  is  better  now.  We  shall  see  to-morrow 
what  Tony  will  say. 

There  are  in  all  sixteen  persons,  and  the  skeleton  makes 
seventeen. 

Saturday,  March  19M. — Ah,  well,  I  am  not  satisfied.  Tony, 
as  before,  finds  many  places  that  are  good,  but  the  whole  is 
not  worthy  of  compliment.  He  explained,  at  length,  what 
should  be  done,  and  gave  a  few  strokes  of  the  brush,  which  I 
afterward  effaced. 

At  half -past  4  Julian  came.  This  interrupted  my  work,  and 
we  conversed.  I  had  commenced  at  a  (Juarter  to  8.  I  was 
tired,  the  more  so  for  not  having  any  "  very  wells  "  from  Tony. 

Ah!  I  know  it  well.  It  is  cheerful  and  well-toned,  but  there 
is  an  enormous  want  of  knowledge. 

Julian  declares  that  he  is  furious  to  have  given  me  such  an 
extended  subject  for  my  first  painting.    ''  Ah!  if  it  were  only 
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your  second!"     Ah,  yes.     "  Well,  Monsieaiv  let  us  leave  it  for 
neit  year.*' 

On  hearing  this,  he  looked  at  me  with  eyes  glittering  with 
the  hope  of  finding  me  capable  of  renouncing  ^the  vain  satis- 
faction of  exhibiting  an  incomplete  and  mediocre 'thing.  He 
would  be  charmed  if  I  renounced  it;  I  also,  but  tb^  others!  my 
friends?  They  would  think  that  what  I  had  done  had  been 
found  too  bad  by  the  professors;  that  I  was  incapable  of  a 
painting;  finally,  that  I  had  beea  rejected  at  the  Sa/on. 

Question:  Have  I  done  all  that  I  could,  save  a  few  little 
things?  Yes,  certainly;  but  I  have  found  myself,  face  to  face 
with  things  absolutely  unknown  td  me,  and  which  I  did  not 
suspect.    However,  I  hate  learned  much. 

Julian  says  that  I  have  made  a  great  effort,  that  it  is  not 
bad,  that  it  is  interesting;  but  when  I  think  what  it  might  have 
been,  it  is  enough  to  make  me  tear  my  hair.  Ah,  hQw  I.  wish 
this  painting  wastorn^  that  1  might  not  be.  forced  to  exhibit 
it.  For  I  am  forced,  to  it  by  a  .foolish  vanity  already 
punished,  because  I  fear  the  it>difference  of  the  public  and  the 
jests  of  the  men  down^^stairs.  It  would, not  be  precisely  jest- 
ing, but  they  will  say:  "Ah,  well,  the  strongest  of  your  women 
is  not  very  strong/'   '  ;    . 

Ah,  heavens!  this  should  all  have  been  foreseen,  Julian 
should  have  known  it!  But  he  says  it  is  because  I  have  over- 
loaded my.  canvas;  if  I  had  continued  :to  paint  as  I  began,  all 
would  hi^ve  been  well  1  and  there  is  in  it  the  acadeqiy  figure  of 
the  model,  a  little  ten^year-old  boy. .  No,  had  I  done  this  as  the 
weekly  study  I  should  have  scratched  it  all;  it  is  bad,  and  more- 
over the  drawing  is  of  ve^ry  ordinary  merit,  without  character 
and  absolutely  unworthy  of  me;  it  is  the  worst  of  paintings. 

Ah!  it  is  annoying;  but  what  is  to  be  done? 
.  Sunday,  March  ao/>|.-*-It;Was  very  amusing  at  the  Palais  de 
r Industrie;  the  crowd  howled   aad  passed  remar^:s  on  the 
aisfortunate  canvases  that  came  in.    Bojidar  had  entered,  and 
rhad  some  difficulty  in  being  recognized  as  au;  artist;  >  finally 
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I  effected  an  entrance;  I  looked' very  elegant  and  I  was  stared 
at  by  my  dear  fellow*artigts;  we  found  ourselves  with  the  eter- 
nal Bojidar,  and  I  then  saw  a  few  paintings. 

Mine  appeared  quite  small,  althdtigh  it  is  about  two  feet  and 
a  half  in  height  by  nearly  four  feet  ih  width.  A  group  of  men 
were  standing  before  it;.  I  rsltt  ^way,  not  to  hear  their  remarks, 
and  besides,  it  seemed  to  me  that  they  knew  it  was  I  who 
had  <painted  it. 

.  I  spoke  seriously  to  Julian  and  explained  to  him  my  feelings. 
I  do  not  W»Bt  Juim  to  beiieve  me  capable  of  foolish  vanity* 
noj.lddinot^ay  this  to  boast,' 'find  it  will  not  break  my  heart; 
do  not  confound  me  ^ithneirvous  women,  no! 

In  short,  he . understands  v^ty  ^well-and  so  do  I.  H^  said  I 
would  be  honorably  received,  and  even  have  some  success;  but 
not  what  we  had  dreambd  of.  The  men  from  dowti-stairs  will 
not  stand  before  the  painting  and  ekclaim:  *<What!  was  this 
done  by  a  woman?"  Finally,  I  proposed  an  apparent  accident 
to  the  picture  to  save  my  self-respect,  but  he  will  not  hear 
of  it.  He  hadJekpectid  a  success;  he  admits  that  his  expecta- 
tions have  not  been  fully  realized,  but  that  it  may  do.  And 
under. those  conditions  I  exhibit! 

Alas,  yes!  I  understand  perfectly  that  he  encourages  me, 
because  he.  does  not  bejieve  that  J  am  sensrible;  notwithstand- 
ing my  declarations  he  believes  me  an  ordinary  woman, 
and  thinks  that  by  telling' m^  the  pure  truth,  he  would  wound 
me.  •    •    ■  • 

However,  I  have  told  all!  It  is  that  I  am  an  earnest  pupil, 
and  nefed  not  exhibit  to  have' lesfcbns;  1  exhibit  thirough  van- 
ity; .therefore,  if  it  is « bad,  it  does  not  matter.  At  last  all  is 
over;  I. have  delivekred  the'placntitig;:but  how  anxious  I  shall  be 
until  after  the  first'of  Mayii   If  I  only  have  a  good  number! 

Oh,  I  will  paint  torsos  and.  make  rough  sketches!  You 
shall  see!  -  ' 

Thursday,  MbrcA  a^tk.^*^!  discovered  a  pot  of  tariinder  my 
bed.     It  was  a  kindness  on  the  part  of  Rosalie  to  benefit  my 
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health.  She  placed  it  there  by  the  advice  of  a  fortuae-teller! 
My  family  thought  this  mark  of  affection  on  the  part  of  a  serv- 
ant very  touching;  mamma  was  deeply  affected.  I  threw  a 
pail  of  water  on  the  carpet  under  the  bed,  broke  a  window- 
pane,  and  slept  in  my  study  out  of  rage. 

It  is  like  that  bore  of  warm  clothing! 

My  family  imagine  that  I  have  a  particular  interest  in  freez- 
ing myself,  and  this  provokes  me  to  such  a  point  that  I  do  not 
half  cover  myself  to  prove  the  uselessness  of  their  continual 
nagging.     Oh,  those  people  make  me  wild  with  rage! 

Tuesday^  March  2gtA, — I  learned  at  the  studio  that  Breslau's 
picture  has  already  been  accepted,  and  I  have  heard  nothing 
of  my  painting.  I  worked  until  noon,  and  then  we  went  for  a 
drive,  which  appeared  atrociously  long  to  me. 

I  have  reasoned  and  reasoned  with  myself,  and  all  I  have 
gained  are  a  fever  and  a  headache,  which  are  hidden  under  a 
calm  exterior,  it  is  true. 

But  that  stupid  Rosalie  asked  the  ladies  at  the  studio  for 
money  to  send*  that  message,  in  which  I  depicted  my  uneasi- 
ness to  Tony,  and  the  ladies  read  the  message;  how  terrible  it 
is  now,  I  can  neither  appear  at  the  studio  nor  remain  here. 
Oh,  my  family! 

I  do  not  wish  anyone  to  suffer  the  pangs  I  suffer,  whoever 
it  may  be. 

Wednesday y  March  ^oth. — I  pretended  to  sleep  until  lo 
o'clock,  as  an  excuse  not  to  go  to  the  studio,  and  I  am  very 
miserable. 

Here  is  Julian's  reply.  It  calms  me  a  little.  Think  of  it! 
No,  you  can  never  imagine  what  the  refusal  of  the  painting 
would  be  to  me!  It  would  be  no  longer—-!  would  have  only 
myself  to  complain  of.  And  I  do  not  know  which  is  the  most 
frightful — ^to  be  yourself  guilty  of  your  misfortune,  or  to  suffer 
because  of  others.  Ah!  this  blow  would  strike  me  to  the 
heart.  I  can  not  imagine  what  I  should  do.  ^But  then  I  must 
try  to  have  hope. 
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Friday^  April  \st, — I  am  queen,  and  it  is  no  April-fool  joke. 
Julian  camfi  after  midnight,  last  night,  to  tell  me  himself,  on  his 
way  from  Lefebvre's.  We  had  punch  at  the  studio  to-day. 
Bojidar,  without  being  requested,  obtained  information  from' 
Tidi^re  (a  young  man  from  down-stairs),  and  ascertained  that 
I  had  number  two.    That  is  far  more  than  I  expected. 

Sunday y  April '^d, — Never  has  Patti  sung  with  more  anima- 
tion than  yesterday;  her  voice  has  such  intensity,  such  fresh- 
ness, such  magnificence!  The  bolero  in  the  "  Sicilian  Vespers  " 
was  encored.  Heavens,  what  a  beautiful  voice  I  had!  It 
was  powerful,  dramatic,  and  inspiring;  it  made  one  tremble 
with  emotion.  And  now,  it  is  nothing,  not  even  enough  to 
speak  of  I 

Am  I,  then,  incurable?    I  am  young.     I  might  perhaps — 

Patti  does  not  move  me  at  all,  but  she  can  bring  tears  of 
astonishment  to  my  eyes;  it  is  a  veritable  pyrotechnical  exhi- 
bition; yesterday  I  was  positively  thrilled  for  a  moment  when 
she  burst  into  a  shower  of  notes,  so  pure,  so  high,  of  such 
delicacy! 

Tuesday y  April  ^ih. — Surprise!  My  father  has  come.  They 
sent  for  me  at  the  studio,  and  I  found  him  in  the  dining- 
room  with  mamma,  who  showed  much  affection  for  him.  Dina 
and  Saint- Amand  were  enraptured  by  the  sight  of  this  conju- 
gal happiness. 

We  went  out  together — Monsieur,  Madame,  and  Baby.  We 
visited  the  stores  for  Monsieur;  then  we  went  to  the  Bois  and 
stopped  for  an  instant  at  the  Karageorgevitch. 

He  comes  undoubtedly  to  see  mamma;  but  I  know  nothing 
yet;  we  are  too  much  excited. 

Wednesday^  April 6th, — My  father  detained  me  until  9  o'clock, 
insisting  that  I  should  not  go  to  work;  but  my  torso  interested 
me  too  much,  and  I  did  not  see  the  august  family  again  until 
dinner,  after  which  they  went  to  the  theatre  and  I  remained 
alone. 

My  father  does  not  understand  how  one  can  wish  to  be  an 
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artist,  ol-  how  fame  can  be  won  in  such  a  career.     At  times  l 
think  he  only  pretends  to  have  such  ideas. 

Saturday,  April  23^.-1  brought  B — 's  portrait  to  Totiy; 
he  thinks  it  very  Well  arranged;  then,  aftei*  a  certain  amount 
of  advice,  he  said  it  was  astoriishittgiy  Well  done  for  one  Who 
had  worked  so  little  as  I. 

"  Yes,  it  is  astonishingly  good,  and  'ii  you  continue  to  wdrk 
like—" 

But  I  interrupted  him,  saying  that  I  should  work  still  more, 
all  that  I  possibly  can.  .     . .  .  ; 

I  am  delighted  that  it  is  astonishingly  good;'  be  it  gof  I  do 
not  then  make  meTdy  tolerable  progress.  Ah!  I  brefathe  oncfe 
more;  I  am  already  classed  among  the  creditable  pUpils. 
Ah,  mercy,  what  fuck! 

The  portrait  Is  pretty.  B —  is  dresfeed  in  a  puclcered,  white 
cambric  dress;  puffed,  short  sleeVes;  a  pink  ribbon  tied  around 
her  figure  below  the  bosom;  and  a  straw-colofed  shaWl  about  hef, 
covering  her  arms;  the' left  hand  holds  a  rose  carelessly;  the 
head  is  full  face,  half  in  the  shadow  and  half  in  the  light.  Neu- 
tral background,  greenish  gray,  Warm,  and  transparent.  Do  not 
imagine  that  I  believe  niyself  talented;  not  yet;  but  it  is  a 
pfretty  arrangement,  the  Woman  is  pretty,  and  it  Is  astonish- 
ingly go6d  for  on€  who  has  worked  for ^o  shirft  a  timie. 

Sunday,  May  i^/. — Alexis  came  early,  he  had  a  ticket  ior 
two;  therefore,  as  1  had  oiie,  also,  foui-  of  us  eould  go — Mon- 
sieur, Madame,  Alexis,  arid  myself.  1  was  not  very  well  sat- 
isfied with  my  dress — a  costume  of^gtay  Woolen,  Vefy  dark, 
and  a  black  hat,  elegant,  but  quite  commo^-piace.  We  imme- 
diately found  my  work,  which  is  in  the  first  i'odiri  ix^  the  left 
of  the  room  of  lionor,  frt  the  second  roW.  I  was  delighted 
with  the  place,  and  much '  astonished  to  See  hdW  well  the 
paihtitig  appeared:  It  is'  not'  vei^  good,  but' t  expected,  a 
veritable  horror,  and,  on  the  Contrary,  tt  Is  quite  pleasitlg. 

But,  through  an  error,  my  name  was  omitted  from  the  cata- 
logue (I  called  attention  to  it  and  it  W»^<  fed  fedtified).     We 
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could  not  see  much  in  this  first  day^  we  were  in  such  baste  to 
see  everything  at  once.  .  Alexis  and  I  left  the  family  some-* 
what  behind,  to  run.  to  the  right  and  left;  finally,  we  lost  sight 
of  them  altogether,  and  I  took  his  arm  for  a  little  while./  I 
felt  free;  I  came  and  went  and  had  no  fear.  We  met  a  crowd 
of  acquaintances  and  1  received  a  great  many  com,pliments 
which  did  not  appear  forced.  It  was  natural;  people  who 
know  nothing  about  the  matter,  see  quite  a  large  painting 
with  many  persons  in  it,  and  they  think  it  quite  a  fine  thing. 

A  week  ago  I  gave  i,qoo  francs  to  the  poor.  No  one  knows 
of  it,  I  went  to  the  principal  office  and  quickly  run  out  again 
without  listening  to  their  thanks.  The  administrator  must,  have 
thought  that  J  had  stolen  the  money  in  order  to  give  it  away. 
Heaven  has  already  returned  it  tx)  me  m^ny  fold! 

Abbfcma,  who  was  walking  with  Kojidar,  sent  word  that,  she 
was  pleased  with  my  painting,  that  it  is  virile,  and  interest- 
ing, etc.  A  few  minutes  afterward  we  met,  and  were  intro- 
duced to  the  Celebrated  friend  of  Sarah  Bernhardt. 

She  is  a  nice  girl  and  I  appreciated  her  praises,  the  more  so 
as  Bojidar  announced  to  me  that  ?he  had  just  quarreled  .with 
B — ,  having  told  him  that  he  is. declining,  and  that  she  does 
not  Jike  his. paintings  this  year.. 

We  breakfasted  there;  in  all,  six  hours  among  objects  of 
art.  I  will  say  nothing  about  the  paintings,  I  will  only  say 
here  that  I  think  highly  of  Breslau's  painting;  great  qualities; 
but  theidrawing  is  bad,  and  the  color  too  thickly  laid  on; 
fingers  like  birds*  claws,  deformed  noses,  and  such  nails,  and 
such  hardness  of  tone,  and  then,  extravagant  shadings;  in  -.9, 
word,  it  is  an  impifessionist  picture,  and  Bastien-Lepage  is  the 
one  she  imitates. 

Where  hAve  you  ever  seen  suqh.cQloring  and.  such  high  per- 
spective in  nature? 

But  no  BOatter,  there  isn  some  good  in  it,  and  thpse  three 
heads  placed  between  Wolff's  portrait  and  Ba3tien-Lepage*s 
**  Mendicant/'  attr^t  attention. 
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Friday y  May  6th, — Tjjis  morning  I  went  to  the  Salon^  where 
Julian  introduced  me  to  Lefebvre,  who  said  there  was  much 
merit  in  my  painting — I  am  a  very  little  girl! 

At  home,  they  are  continually  talking  of  the  changes  which 
are  to  occur.  They  all  annoy  me  so!  My  father  sometimes 
has  absurd  ideas.  He  does  not  believe  in  them,  but  he  per- 
sists in  them ;  he  says,  for  instance,  that  all  depends  on  my 
consent  to  pass  the  summer  in  Russia.  "  It  will  show,"  said 
he,  "  that  you  do  not  live  apart  from  your  family." 

Have  I  ever  done  so?  This  knack  of  always  making  me 
the  pivot  on  which  everything  moves,  offends  me  greatly. 
Moreover,  I  have  had  enough  of  the  subject;  I  can  not  say  a 
word  about  it  without  bursting  into  tears.  They  either  do 
not  wish,  or  can  do,  nothing!  Ah!  well,  I  will  leave  all  to 
chance.  But  at  least  I  will  not  travel,  I  will  remain  quietly  (!!!) 
at  home,  and  1  can  grieve  in  my  arm-chair  where  I  am  physi- 
cally well. 

Oh,  this  dreadful  lassitude!  Should  I  feel  this  way  at  my 
age?    Is  it  not  enough  to  cripple  a  character? 

And  that  is  what  grieves  me.  If  ever  I  meet  with  any  good 
fortune  and  can  lead  a  happy  existence,  shall  I  be  able  to 
enjoy  it?  Can  I  take  advantage  of  what  will  come?  I  believe 
I  do  not  see  things  as  others  do,  and  that — ^but  this  is 
enough. 

And  at  night,  worn  out  and  half  asleep,  divine  harmonies 
float  through  my  head — They  come  and  go.  I  listen  to 
them  as  to  an  orchestra,  the  melody  of  which  is  wrought  out 
within  me  and  in  spite  of  me. 

Saturday^  May  *jth. — My  father  wishes  to  go  to-morrow  and 
mamma  is  to  go  with  him.     This  unsettles  everything. 

And  I,  shall  I  go?  Why  remain?  I  can  study  there  in  the 
open  air  and  we  shall  return  for  Biarritz. 

Besides,  they  say  Ems  would  do  me  good — ah,  all  is  indiffer- 
ent to  me.    There  is  nothing  left  for  me  in  this  world. 

Sunday^  May  ZtK — Now,  I  am  almost  happy  to  see  that  my 
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health  is  affected,  because  heaven  will  not  give  me  any  happi- 
ness. 

And  when  I  am  totally  wrecked,  ever3rthing  will  change, 
perhaps,  but  then  it  will  be  too  late. 

Each  one  for  himself,  it  is  true;  but  then  my  family  affect 
to  love  me  so,  and  they  do  noticing.  I  am  no  longer  anything, 
and  there  is  a  veil  between  myself  and  the  rest  of  the  world. 
If  we  only  knew  what  there  is  on  tHe  other  side,  but  we  do 
not;  however^  it  is  that  curiosity  about  it  all  which  will  make 
death  less  frightful  to  me. 

I  cry  out  ten  times  a  day  that  I  want  to  die,  but  that  is 
simply  a  sort  of  despair.  We  say  that  we  want  to  die,  and  it  is 
not  true;  it  is  a  way  of  saying  that  life  is  horrible;  but  we 
want  to  live,  notwithstanding,  and  in  spite  of  it  all,  especially 
at  my  age.  Moreover,  do  not  be  disturbed,  I  shall  still  last 
some  time.     No  one  is  to  be  blamed,  it  is  God's  will. 

Sunday,  May  i$th. — However,  in  spite  of  everything,  I  will 
go  to  Russia,  if  they  will  wait  a  week  for  me.  It  would  be 
terrible  for  me  to  be  present  at  the  distribution  of  prizes. 
That  is  a  very  great  sorrow  which  no  one  knows  of  except 
Julian.  I  go  away  on  that  account.  I  went,  incognito^  to  consult 
a  great  doctor,  C — .  My  ears  are  not  incurable,  the  right  lung 
is  affected  and  has  been  for  a  long  time,  and  my  throat  is  in  a 
bad  condition.  I  asked  him  in  such  terms  that — after  a  thor- 
ough examination — he  had  to  tell  me  the  truth. 

I  must  go  to  Allevard  and  submit  to  a  course  of  treatment. 
Well,  I  will  go  on  my  return  from  Russia,  and  from  there  to 
Biarritz.  I  will  work  in  the  country.  I  will  study  in  the  open 
air,  that  will  do  me  good.    I  write  all  this  filled  with  anger. 

But  here  at  home  the  situation  is  tearful.  On  one  side, 
mamma  is  grieved  to  go,  and  I  am  overpowered  by  the 
thought  of  remaining  with  my  aunt. 

And  on  the  other  side,  my  aunt,  who  has  only  us,  only  me, 
in  the  world,  says  nothing,  but  is  wounded  to  the  heart  to  see 
that  I  should  suffer  in  remaining  with  her. 
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This  is  beyond  my  strength.  I  remain  all  day  with  my  teeth 
firmly  set  that  I  may  not  weep,  a  choking  in  my  throat,  buzzing 
in  my  ears,  and  a  queer  sensation  as  if  the  bones  would  pierce 
the  flesh,  which  is  growing  less.  And  that  poor  aunt  who 
wishes  me  to  be  cheerful  and  talkative,  and  to  remain  with 
her.  I  say  to  you  it  is  beyond  my  strength;  that  I  believe 
in  nothing,  and  yet  believe  all  possible^ 

To  remain  or  to  go,  matters  not  to  me;  but  I  think  if  I  were 
to  go,  they  would  not  stay  there  so  long.  After  all,  I  do  not 
know.  It  is  the  mention  of  the  medal  to  Breslau  which  makes 
me  want  to  go  away.  Ah!  I  have  luck  in  nothing!  I  must 
then  die  miserable.  I,  who  believed  and  prayed  so  much-^ 
Well,  after  the  mOst  affecting  scenes  in  the  world,  the  departure 
is  fixed .  for  Saturday. 

Monday^' May  \tth. — I  went  to  see  Julian  and  we  had  a  long 
and  serious  conversation.  He  says  it  is  a  folly  for  me  to  go  to 
Russia.  "  The  doctors  send  you  to  the  South  and  you  go  to 
the  North."  He  said  such  wise  arid  sensible,  things  to  me  that  I 
am  still  more  ufideoided.  And  that  I  may  hot  think  it  is  a  ques^- 
tion  of  shop,  he  advises  me  to  go  outside  of  Paris,  to  work  in 
the  country  where  it  will  be  warm  and  where  I  will  have  plenty 
of  air  and  sunshine  all  day.  I  must  then  make  a  large 
landscape  with  figures  during  the  summer,  anid  a  studio 
painting  in  the  winter;  that  will  give  me  two  very  different 
subjects! 

He  does  not  wish  me  to  walk  in  the  footstepi^  of  anyone, 
neither  Bastieri  nor  another  (meaning  Breslan);  I  am  one  of 
those  who  must  retain  their  individuality.  In  short,  he  thinks 
well  of  me  and  always  gives  excellent  advice,  good  and  encour- 
aging words.  And  very  severe  withal;  therefore  I  am  obedient. 
I  open  my  heart  to  him  and  I  believe  he  is  flattered* 

But  then,  to  be  able  to  paint  well,  I  must  takecafe  of  myself. 
I  know  that  well.  Julian  squarely  advises  me  not  to  go  to 
Russia  although  it  would  please  my  family.  "  Y<!)Ur  family 
will  afterward  regrfet  it."    He  said  the  same  to  mamma  at 
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the  risk  of  angering  her,  when  ishe;  cam©  fpr^pf.  The  whole 
thing  troubles  me!  .  Ah !  I  am  not  happy— rbu^  I  will  take  care 
of  myself;.!  will  leave,  for  Allevar<iU  to  remain  five  .weeks; 
thai  will  take  me  into  July.  Then .  I  i^y.ill  p^ss  a  montli  in  the 
forest  of  Fontainbleau — no,  I  will  remain  in  Paris  until  June 
15th;  on  the  is.thT  will-go. t-o  AUevard  until  July  20th,  then  a 
month  at  Fontainbleau,  frequently  coming  to  Paris  iq  ^how  my 
studies;  about  August,  aoth,  JJet^rni  preparer  my  clothing,  and 
reach . Biarritz  on  September. ist;  after  one.pjqnth  of  Biarritz, 
return  here  and  work,  at  the  same  time  taking  care^gf  myself. 

And  hang  RuBsiai  /  .       •      . 

Friday^  May  ?crf>ii-^lA  two  .words  I  have -begun  tO;  hesitate 
againl ;  Potato  camev  and  I  counted  on,  him  tQ  sav.e  me  fipm 
going  -to.  Russia  witbAut.ve^ing  my.  father  too  n?uch.  Good,  I 
need  not  go,).  \       ,    ,. 

But  it  wasBoiidar  who  bought  the  fatal  word:  "  The  com- 
niitteeexaijained  the  >S««/<?^  to-day  and  greatly  admired  flreslau's 
painting." 

Oh,  misery!  The  tears  which  had  already  been  flowing 
BOW  poured  in  torrents.  My  feather  and  mother  tbought 
that  I  wasgrieved  by  what  Potain  said,  and  I  could  not  admit 
the  truth, but  wept  incessantly;  np  wry  face  or  sob$,..but  big 
silent  tear»in  profu^ioni  which £eU  like/a  stunmeT) rain  ;^ithout 
leaving  many  traces  on  xay  face. ;     :  i 

In  fact,  Potain:  haft  not  said  much  of  anything  new,  and  he 
has  given. mc  the  means  of  remaining  here;  but  it  is  Breslau's 
paintii^!  Tiat  is  terrible!  In  shortj^  what  can  I  say?  One 
day!-^I  requested  Potain  to  exaggerate  .my  dtate.  and  to.  say, 
stmplyyto  my  £amily>:that  the  right  lung.was  affected,  that  my 
father  might  not  be  vexed  if  I  r«miained.  ^ 

And  bcce  they  arc  both.in. tbie  deepestogrief>  walking  on .  tij^ 
toes;  .^ Ah,  misery!  Their:. consideration  fpr  me  wounds  me; 
thisir  concessibns  exasperate  mei— and  no  point  of  support.! 
What  shall  I.  grasp  at?  Ah  I  jointing  is  a  rimpl^  farce  5  You 
know,  in  moments  of  an*iety>  we^arc;  »eyer  despairing  wb^n 
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we  can  see  a  luminous  point  in  the  horizon.  I  consoled  my- 
self, saying:  Wait  a  little,  painting  will  save  me.  Now  I  doubt 
everything.     I  believe  neither  in  Tony  nor  in  Julian. 

Is  it  by  shedding  tears  that  I  hope  to  learn  how  to  paint 
well? 

Monday^  May  23^. — At  last  everything  was  packed  and  we 
went  to  the  station.  Then,  at  the  moment  of  departure,  my 
hesitation  took  possession  of  the  others;  I  began  to  weep 
and  mamma  with  me,  and  then  Dina  and  my  aunt;  and  my 
father  asked  what  was  to  be  done.  I  answered  with  tears; 
the  bell  rang,  we  ran  to  the  carriage,  for  which  they  had  taken 
no  ticket  for  me,  and  they  entered  an  ordinary  compartment 
(which  I  would  not  do).  At  last,  however,  I  tried  to  enter,  but 
the  door  was  closed.  I  had  no  ticket  and  they  left  without  even 
saying  good-bye.  You  see  we  abuse  and  say  we  detest  one 
another,  but  when  it  comes  to  separation  we  forget  every- 
thing. On  one  side  mamma,  on  the  other  side  my  aunt,  and 
in  the  middle  my  father.  He  must  be  furious  although  he 
behaved  very  well;  but  this  useless  journey,  this  loss  of  time, 
and  then  I  know  not  what  more.  I  wept  to  go,  and  I  weep  to 
remain.  Breslau  has  but  little  effect  on  me,  but  in  short —  I 
no  longer  have  any  ideas,  but  I  really  believe  that  here  I  can 
take  better  care  of  myself,  and  then  I  ought  to  lose  no  time. 

Tuesday y  May  24M. — I  am  in  despair  because  I  did  not  go. 

I  have  gratuitously  offended  my  father  and  I  remain  here;  my 
summer  will  be  spoiled,  anyhow,  because  I  must  go  to  the 
springs  at  the  end  of  June.  Instead,  then,  of  passing  three 
weeks  here,  to  witness  the  conferring  of  the  medal  on  Breslau, 
to  remain  shut  up,  sdd,  languishing  in  this  Paris  where  it  is 
suffocating,  I  should  have  been  in  the  country,  and  I  really 
need  a  change  for  the  sake  of  both  my  health  and  my  spirits. 
Oh,  I  am  an  idiot!  O —  cries  and  implores  me  to  remain, 
believing  this  journey  would  be  my  grave,  and  that  the  terrible 
Monsieur  Bashkirtseff  would  keep  me  there  forever.  What 
stupidities!  .  And  I,  who  am  enough  softened— :renough  what- 
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ever  you   wish-r-to  allow  myself  to  be  influenced!     I  shall 
telegraph  to  Berlin  for  them  to  wait  for  me  there. 

Berlin^  Wednesday y  May  25M. — I  left  yesterday;  my  aunt, 
who  saw  I  was  sad  at  remaining  in  Paris,  did  not  weep, 
fearing  that  I  should  reproach  her  with  influencing  me.by  her 
tears,  but  she  was  broken-hearted  and  believes  she  will  never 
see  me  again.  The  poor  woman  who  worships  mamma,  adores 
nie  doubly  on  that  account,  although  I  am  as  disagreeable  as 
can  be.  I  even  ask  myself  how  it  is  possible  for  me  to  recom* 
penseso  badly  her  sublime  devotion.  From  the  time  of /my 
birth,  grandmamma  accustomed  her  to  look  upon  me  as  a  par** 
agon;  now,  whatever  I  may  do,  all  she  thinks  of  is  my 
welfare.  I  do  not  even  have  to  speak,  she  watches  my  fancies, 
and  the  more  so  because,  knowing  that  I  am  very  ilLand 
unhappy,  she  can  do  nothing  but  make  my  material  life  as  agree- 
able as  possible. 

I  am  ill  and  my  poor  family,  who  exaggerate  everything, 
believe  that  the  disease  may  prove  fatal. 

Moreover y  I  have  always  had  the  consolation  of  seeing  the 
most  beautiful  fruits,  the  earliest  flowers  on  the  table  with  my 
favorite  dishes,  each  time  I  have  had  an  ostensible  annoyance. 
These  attentions  may  appear  small,  but  there  is  something 
touching  in  them,  and  I  cannot  appear  kind;  poor  aunt  has 
noticed,  without  any  hint  from  me,  that  I  avoid  as  much  as 
possible  all  human  beings;  therefore,  having  seen  that  the  sup- 
per is  prepared,  she  slips  away  and  leaves  me  alone  with  my 
book.  When  there  are  three  or  four  persons  of  the  family 
present,  I  suffer  their  company  and  talk  with  them;  but  with 
one  alone,  I  become  wearied  and  I  remain  sulky,  while 
reproaching  myself  with  showing  so  little  tenderqess  to  a 
woman  so  devoted  and  good — for  the  women  of  my  family 
are  very  good — ^my  poor  aunt  on  that  score  is  an  angel. 

I  left  Paris  yesterday.  .  - 

I  went  to  see  Tony  who  is  very  ill,  and  I  left  a  letter  of  thanks 
for  him;  then  to  Julian's,  who  had  gone  out.      He  might, 
7 
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pet4iaps,  hare  made  mechangieinytnind  zn^ remain,  and  I  had 
to  go.  For  the  last  week  at  home  we  have  not  .dared  look  at 
each  other  for  fear  of  bursting  into  tears,  and  when  I  remained 
alone,  I  wept  continually,  while  feeling  that  it  was  cruel  to 
my  aunt.  But  she  must  have  seen  that  I  wept  as  much  when  I 
thought  of  leaving  hen  'She  believes  I  do  not  love  her  at  all^ 
and  when  I  thhik  of  the  life  of  sacrifice  of  this  heroic  creat- 
ure, I  am  melted  to  tears;  ^he  has  not  even  the  consolation 
of  being  loved  as  a  good  ^unt!  However,  I  love  no  One  better* 

At  last  I  am  in  Berlin;^  my  family  and  Gabrtet  were  at  the 
statjion  to  meet  ipe,  and  we  dined  together. 

What  is  the  most  horrible  of  ail  is  my4eafnes$.  It  is  the 
hardest  thing  I  have  ever  had  to  bear.  I  now  dread  every* 
thing  I  once  desired,  an^  it  is.  a  frightful  situation  ior  me. 
Now  that  I  have  more  experience,  that  I  commence,  perhaps, 
to  show  some  talent,  that  I  know  better  how  tO  take  advan- 
tage of  things,  it  seems  to.  me  that  the  jivorid  would  be  mine 
if  I  could  hear  as  before.  And  the  doetofe  whom  I  have 
consulted  told  me  that,  in  my  disease  this  scarcely  happens 
once  in  a  thousand  cases.  :^^Be  reassured,  you  will  not 
become  deaf  because  of  yoUr  iarytix;:that  bapptSna.  rarely!" 
and  yet  it  has  happened  tome.  You  can  not  imagine  how 
much. disshnulatitJn,  what  continual  tension  it:  requires  to  try 
to  hide  this  odious  infirmity;  J  iiucceed  with  those  who  have 
known  <me  beforehand  who  seldom,  ^ee  me  now^  but  at  the 
studio,  for  instance,  they  know  all  about  it. 

And  how  much  it  affects  the  intelligence!    How  is  it  possi* 
ble  to-be  quick  or  witty?  : 
;Afa!  all  is  over! 

Ftisiutrf  {mar  Kieff)^  Thursday^  May  26/A.— I  needed  this 
long  journey;  the.plain,  the  plain  everywhere.  It  ifr  very  beau- 
tiful; I.amwild  ov«r  the  Step(pes»«-^s  novelties^^it  is-  £4most 
the  infinite;  when  there  are  forests  or.  vUtege3>  it.  is.  not  fhe 
same;  What  charms  me  especially:  is  the  pleasant  and 
anwable  look  of  all  the  employi^s,  even  the  lowest  of  them,  a$ 
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soon  as  you  enter  Russia;  the  people  at  the  custom  house 
converse  as  if  they  knew  you.  I  have  already  had  eighty-six 
hours  of  railway  travel,  and  I  have  still  thirty  more  to 
endure.    Such  distances  make  one  dizzy! 

Gavronzyy  Sunday^  May  29/>^.-^Last  night  we '  arrived  ix 
Poltava.  I  counted  niuch  on  the  joys  of  the  welcome  we 
would  receive,  a  good  warm  supper,  etc.       • 

Paul  arid  Alexander  came  alone  to  meet  us,  and  had  not 
even  engaged  our  rooms  at  the  hotel,  thmking  we  were  goimg 
directly  to  the  country.     Horrible! 

Paul  has  become  frightfully  stout 

This  morning  came  Kapitanenko,  Wolkovisky^  etc.  A  hew 
caller  also,  Lihopay,  quite  passable  and  well-bred.  My 
father  was  very  happy^  but  somewhat  confused  to  see  the  sad 
effect  the  country  has  upon  me  after  five  years'  absence.  I  do 
not  try  to  dissimulate,  and  now  that  I  am  more  familiar  with 
my  father,  I  do  not  flatter  him.  '  * 

It  was  cold,,  the  roads  were  frightfully  muddy,  and  Jews 
everywhere.  The  whole  country  is  in  a  state  of  isiege,  arid 
sinister  rumors  are  heard.     Poor  country! 

We  have  arrived  in  the  country-^  •    • 

The  fields  are  still  inundated  by  the. river,  mud-puddles, 
and  pools  of  water  everywhere,  fresh  grass,  lilacs  in  bloom; 
but  it  is  a  valley  and  I  fear  it  will  be  damp.  Fine  way  of 
taking  care  of  myself!  It  is  mortally  gloomy.  I  opened  the 
piano  and  improvised  something  mournful.  Coco  howled 
dismally.  I  felt  terribly  sad,  and  I  formed  the  project' of 
leaving  to-morrow. 

They  served  a  soup  which  smelled  of  onions;  I  lefti  the 

'dining'ilroomi    The  princess  and  Paul's  wife  were  somciwhat 

amized.    Paul's  wife  is  quite  pretty,  superb  black  hair,  a 

beautiful  complexion^  and  a- good  figure;   a  very  nice  little 

woman  on  the  whole. 

I  tried  to  be  like  everybody  else,  but  did  not  succeed; 
unpacking  cheered  me  somewhat.  ^  But  I  am  ttot  what  I 
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should  be,  and  with  reason.  I  must  take  care  of  myself,  and 
how  can  I  do  so  in  the  midst  of  all  this  humidity?  Ah, 
Julian  was  right! 

Mamma  has  brought  me  all  the  journals  that  speak  of  me. 
What  was  my  despair  in  Paris  is  my  joy  here.    . 

Wednesday^  June  li/.— Madame  Gorpintchenko  has  arrived; 
Michel  has  departed. 

It  is  beautiful  weather,  and  the  lilacs  are  in  bloom;  the 
spring  is  adorable,  but  too  cool  for  my  wretched  carcass. 

I  did  not  bring  any  canvas,  and  can  not  find  here  what  I  want. 

Saturday^  June  ^h, — Julian  writes  that  Tony  Robert- Fleury 
caught  cold  while  driving  from  his  mother's  house  in  an  open 
carriage,  and  he  has  been  between  life  and  death  ever  since. 
iHe  mourns  for  him  as  if  he  were  already  dead.  .  Is  it  not 
atrocious  enough,  not  to  speak  of  his  father,  who  is  eighty-five 
years  old,  and  his  mother,  whom  poor  Tony  feared  so  much 
to  lose? 

Sunday^  June  ^th,---!  have  telegraphed  to  Julian  to  obtain 
news  of  Tony,  and  I  am  anxious. 

I  remained  out-doors  all  day  and  made  studies.  The 
weather  is  very  beautiful.  I  can  not  conceive  the  possi- 
bility that  this  man,  still  so  young,  can  die — although  he  has 
changed  very  much  in  the  last  six  months. 

Mtmdayy  June  6th  {May  25M). — Tony  is  out  of  danger!  I 
am  enraptured.  Rosalie  burst  into  tears,  saying  that  if  he  had 
died  it  would  have  made  me  ill;  this  is  a  little  exaggerated, 
but  she  is  a  good  girl.  At  the  same  time  as  the  dispatch, 
came  a  letter  from  Julian,  giving  the  good  news.. 

This  is  what  Zola  says  of  Jules  Vall6s:  "A  sensitiveness 
hidden  for  fear  of  ridicule,  a  brutality  often  intended,  and 
'  above  all,  the  passion  of  life,  of  human  bustle,  and  you  have 
all  his  nature;  and  he  is  also  very  lively,  'hoaxing'  con- 
tinually, perhaps  in  fear  of  being  hoaxed,  and  hiding  his  tears 
Under  a  ferocious  irony."  I  think  that  resembles  mie.  But  h 
seems  so  stupid  to  pretend  to  know  one's  own  nature. 
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Monday y  June  i$tA  {isf). — I  have  commenced  a  peasant* 
girl,  life-size,  standing,  leaning  against  a  hedge  weaved  with 
dry  branches,  like  a  basket. 

Straw  and  boards  have  been  placed  on  the  ground  to  pre- 
serve me  from  the  dampness,  and  they  have  erected  a  little 
pavilion  for  me  with  two  rooms  in  it,  so  I  am  very  comfort- 
able. Mamma,  Paul,  Nini,  papa,  Michel,  Dina,  and  Sper- 
andio  spent  a  part  of  the  day  there. 

Monday y  June  27M  (15/^). — I  have  been  working  since — 
this  is  the  thirteenth  day,  for  the  rain  has  made  me  lose 
several  days.  It  is  almost  finished,  I  intend  to  do  the  head 
over  again  for  the  third  time,  if  I  have  time. 

Paul  and  his  wife  have  gone  to  visit  one  of  mamma's  prop- 
erties; Monsieur  and  Madame  are  at  Poltava.  We  are  four 
left:  The  princess,  Dina,  Sperandio,  and  I.  The  rain  obliged 
us  to  seek  shelter  in  the  pavilion  ten  times  (a  true  mounte- 
bank carriage),  and  now  that  we  have  come  into  the  house,  it 
is  beautiful;  I  lost  one  hour.  Day  before  yesterday,  I  wanted  to* 
destroy  my  canvas;  since  yesterday,  I  am  in  a  fever  to  work. 

I  have  made  the  rough  sketch  of  one  of  my  paintings  for 
the  Salon.  The  subject  enchants  me,  and  I  am  burning  with 
impatience  to  begin  it. 

Wednesday^  July  6th  {June  24M). — I  have  finished  my  paint- 
ing, which  is  better  than  anything  I  have  done  before,  espe- 
cially the  head,  which  I  have  done  over  three  times.  But 
having  sketched  somewhat  carelessly,  the  arm  is  a  little  short, 
and  there  is  some  awkwardness  in  the  pose.  Now,  these 
defects  are  unpardonable  in  me,  as  I  know  perfectly  well  how 
to  avoid  them.  I  should  have  dropped  it  several  times,  for 
it  would  have  been  better  to  have  made  several  studies,  than 
to  finish  this  one  with  an  arm  too  short.  I  hoped  that  my 
father  would  buy  it,  as  he  has  not  made  me  any  present  since 
I  came  here;  but  he  does  not  seem  to  care  for  it. 

There  is  a  fair  at  the  village.  We  went  and  amused  our- 
selves by  throwing  all  the  sweetmeats  we  could  find  to  the 
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crowd.  It  was  like  the  confetti  ^X.  the  car,nival.  It  causes  a 
beautiful,  spontaneous  movement;  all  the  hands  are  extended 
at  once,  everybody  precipitates  themselves  on  the  ground,  and 
it  is  like  a  human  wave.  f. 

I  delight  in  a  crowA 

Mimday^  July  7M.-^-Nini,  her  sister,  and  Dina  came  with  me 
into  my  room,  and  some  one  spoke  of  the  bad  luck  attending 
the  breaking  of  a  mirror,  and  three  candles.  I  have  had  three 
candles  in  my  room  several  times  since  I  have  been  here.  Am 
I  going  to  die  then?  There  are  moments  when  this  idea  turns 
me  cold.  But,  when  I  believe  in  God,  I  fear  less,  although  I 
still  wish  to  live.  Perhaps  I  shall  become  blind.  Thatwould 
be  the  same  thing,  for  then  I  would  kill  myself. > What  is  there 
on  the  other  side.'  But  what  matters  that?  We  shall  escape 
from;  the  sorrows  We  know  of,  at  all  events.  Or  perhaps  I 
shall  become  entirely  deaf.  I  write  with  inveterate  obstinacy 
^is  word,  which  scorches  my  pen^  My  God!  but  I  can  not 
now  even  pray  as  formerly.  What  if  it  should  mean  the  death 
of  a  near  relative;  of.  my  father,  for  instance?  But  if  it  were 
mamma?  In  that  case  I  should  never  forgive  myself  for  ever 
having  spoken  a  cross  word  to  her. 

What  undoubtedly  prejudices  God  against  i me  is,  that  I 
take  into  account  the  least  movement  of  my  soul,  and  I  can 
not  help  thinking  that  such  a  thotight  may  be  set  down  to  my 
creditj.andianothferon  the  wrong  side  of  the^ ledger;  for  from 
the  moment  that  I  recognize  a  thought  is  goody  there  is  no 
merit  in  it  whatever:.  If  I  have  any  impulse  that  is  gen- 
erous, or  goody  or  Ctristian-like,  I  perceive^  it  at  once^;  conse- 
quently, I  feel  satisfaction,  in  spite  of  myself,  in.  thinking  of 
what  it  should,  in  my  opinion,  yield  me,  and  in  these  cotisidera- 
tions,  the  merit iades  away*  Thus^.a  little  whileiag<)>. I  thought 
of  going  down  and  throwing  myself  in  mamma's  arms,  and 
humbling  myself  before  her^  and,  naturally,  the  thought  which 
followed  this  bne  was  one  of  self-praise,  and  the  metit  of  the 
impulse  was  lost.   Then  I  felt  that  it  would  not  pain  me  much 
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to  adt  thiis,  and  that,  in  spite  of  myself,  I  would  do  it  some- 
what cavalierly  or  foolishly,  for  a  genuine,  serious  dramatic 
exhibition  of  Reeling  between  us  would  be  iinpo^sible:.  .  It 
would  not  seetn  natural,  for  she  has  always  seen  me  turn 
everything  ifito  ridicule.  She  would  think  that  T  was  acting  a 
part. 

Saturday^  July  gth, — We  went  on  a  pilgirimag^  torday  to 
KrementcKoug,  where  we  sailed  on  the  Dnieper.  It  was  t  who 
induced  them  to  take  the  excursion. 

After  thousands  and  thousands  of  disagreemerits,  it  was 
finally  decided  to  go.  You  can  not  imagine  what  a"  commo- 
tion it  all  made.  "Why  do'we  go?**  *^And  perhaps  it  is  bet- 
ter not  to  go.**  "  How  can  we  carry  it  out?"  *  *'  Shall  we  find 
something  to  eat  and  a  place  to  rest  in?"  At  last  we  decided 
to  take  Vassil  to  do  the  cooking'  There  is  9.  mountain  near 
Gavronzy,  which,  whenever  we  go  anywhere,  we  have  to  cross, 
and  consequentljr,  we  should  be  used  to  it.  But  no;  eachtinae 
it  is. like  a  new  and  frightful  obstacle^  which  has  just  arisen. 
At  last,  dfter  each  had  said  in  turn  that  ne  would  remain  at 
home,  or  that  this  one  or  that  one  had  told  him  he  would 
remain,  We  started  in  three  carriages — Monsieur  and  Madahaeji 
Dina,  the  Swiss  girl,  Catherine,  Nini's  sister,  and  Sperandio; 
jSrini,  myselif,  iPaul,  and  JVIicha.  About  half  way,  Paul  ana 
Micha  began  to  ^irig  gaily.  This  amazed  the  peasants  on  the 
way.  -  "W'e  found  the  three  brothers  '  Babanihe— Alexander, 
Etienne,  and  Vladimir — at  the  hotel , drinking  champagne. 

Alexander  spoke  of  the  heart,  of  relationship,  of  recollec- 
tions of  youtlfr— briefly,  he  was  as  open  as  a  coach-house  door, 
when,  it  is  open.  I  immediately  guessed  thit  there  was  some- 
thing  up;  in  fact,  he  had  just  bought  Etienne's  sharie  of  the 
inheritance.  Etienne  has  succumbed  to  him  like  the  others. 
There  remains  only  Nicolas,  but,  in  spite  of  his  cries,. he  will 
also  give  in,  and  then  Alexander  will  have  all  his  father's 
estate,  That  man  is  a  power,  ile  walks  straight  to  his  aim, 
and  wifl  reach  it.     He  is  a  power.     I  bow  to  and  respect  him 
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almost.    He  has  quarreled  with  Paul,  and  will  eat  him  up,  too; 
therefore,  I  shall  try  to  make  peace  between  them. 

Having  no  business  together,  our  relations  were  courteous, 
and  i  took  his  arm  this  evening  at  the  city  garden.  But  it 
seems  we  have  made  the  day  more  bright  and  gay  than  has 
ever  been  dreamed  of  in  Poltava,  and  it  will  be  remembered. 
I  will  tell  you  about  it. 

We  dined  in  the  aforesaid  garden,  a  table  with  fifteen  covers 
occupying  the  whole  right  side  of  the  terrace,  and  where  the 
public  was  not  allowed  to  annoy  us.  The  people  came  as  near  to 
us  as  they  could,  to  see  us  eat,  and  to  hear  the  orchestra,  which 
played  for  us,  and  the  chorus- of  women  that  had  been 
secured.  We  listened  to  Bohemian  songs,  badly  sung  by 
Russian  and  Swiss  women.  I  wished  to  ring  the  alarm  bell, 
for  the  people  did  not  come  fast  enough.  About  8  o'clock  the 
garden  was  filled. 

Monday^  July  nth. — This  is  St.  Paul's  day.  We  secured 
the  military  band  at  Gavronzy,  which  played  during  dinner, 
and  in  the  evening  on  the  balcony.  In  transporting  soldiers 
and  instruments,  one  of  the  postilions  had  his  leg  broken, 
and  we  immediately  gave  him  the  difference  of  the  game  of 
the  day,  which  amounted  to  fifty  roubles.  The  idea  was 
mine.  Few  people— Lihopay,  Etienne,  and  the  proprietor  of 
the  hotel  where  we  stopped  at  Poltava.  The  gentlemen  played 
cards  with  the  latter  and  admitted  him  into  their  society.  He 
married  a  young  lady  of  noble  family.  But  the  society  of 
an  innkeeper!  With  the  family,  we  were  fourteen.  I  wore  a 
beautiful  dress.  Dina  also  looked  very  charming.  For  a  while 
I  conversed  and  laughed  with  Lihopay  and  Micha,  as  if  it 
interested  me,  while  the  others  listened  to  the  amusing  things 
we  said.  We  danced,  papa  with  mamma,  having  Paul  and  his 
wife  opposite,  Micha  and  I  facing  the  Swiss  girl  with  Etienne, 
Sperandio  and  Catherine.  The  hall  was  large,  the  music 
inspiring,  and  the  feet  tripped  lightly.  Dina  danced  alone  all 
sorts  of  fancy  steps,  and  quite  gracefully.     I,  also,  with  my 
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atrocious  grief  (my  ears),  which  turns  my  hair  white,  danced 
for  a  short  time,  without  any  pretense  of  gaiety. 

Wednesday^  July  13M. — It  is  almost  always  a  sad  thing  to  go 
away.  We  arrived  at  Poltava  about  7  o'clock.  I  made  the 
journey  with  Dina,  and  we  conversed  a  little  about  our  visit. 
However  incredible  this  may  seem,  there  was  exhibited  to  us, 
during  our  stay,  neither  delicacy,  nor  morals,  nor  modesty,  in 
their  true  sense. 

In  small  towns  in  France  we  revere  a  confessor,  or  we  have 
a  grandmother,  an  old  aunt,  whom  we  greatly  respect;  but 
here  there  is  nothing  of  the  sort. 

I  believe  we  shall  leave  to-morrow. 

I  will  stop  at  Kieff  to  have  masses  said.  The  darkest  pre- 
sentiments torment  me,  and  I  dread  so  much  the  meaning  of 
all  those  forebodings!  At  Paul's  feast,  I  found  a  candle  at  my 
place  at  table,  forgotten  there,  it  seems,  by  the  man  who 
lighted  the  chandeliers.  And  all  those  broken  mirrors!  I  can 
not  help  fearing  that  some  misfortune  is  impending. 

Friday^  July  i^th. — We  are  at  Karkoff.  We  found  Micha 
and  Lihopay  on  the  platform.  They  left  Poltava  before  we 
did. 

I  cough  considerably,  and  I  find  it  difficult  to  breathe.  I 
have  just  been  looking  in  the  mirror,  expecting  to  find  the 
traces  of  illness;  but  no,  nothing  yet.  I  am  slight,  but  very 
far  from  emaciation.  Then,  my  bare  shoulders  have  a  healthy 
look,  which  does  not  go  with  the  cough  and  the  noises  I  hear 
in  my  throat.  My  hearing  does  not  improve.  I  have  taken 
cold,  that  is  why  I  cough  more.  We  entered  a  convent  with 
mamma  and  she  knelt  with  fervor  before  a  painted  image  of 
the  Virgin.  How  can  anyone  pray  to  an  image?  I  had  the 
firm  intention  of  doing  so,  but  I  could  not;  but  when  I  am  at 
home  I  pray,  and  I  feel  better  after  doing  so,  I  assure  you. 
I  believe  that  God  can  cure  me,  and  He  alone;  but  He  would 
have  to  forgive  me  first  for  so  many  little  wrong  things  I  have 
done. 
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Saturday;  July  x6/^.-^This  moraing  big  Pacha,  my  old 
lover,  arrived.  They  wished  us  to  remain  a  day  longer,  and 
then  it  was  proposed  that  everybody  should  go  as  far  as 
Soumy,  where  we  are  ^t  the  present  time.  Pacha  has  grown 
stout;  but  he  is  the  same  shy,  harmless  being,  as  ever.  A 
pros£(ic  dreamer  of  rugged  appearance,  and  yet  cold  and  com- 
mon-place. We  saw  each  other  only  at  the  station,  where  we 
met  Uncle  Alexander,  just  arrived  from  Poltava,  having 
prohiised  to  go  to  Soumy  on  business.  Finally,  we  are  all  here 
-^papaj  puimma,  Dina,  Uncle  Alexander,  and  I.  The  others 
remained  behind.  It  is  needless  to  say  we  parted  with  regret, 
good  wishes,  and  kisses. 

Thursday y  July  2ist — Here  we  are  at  Kieff,  the  holy  city — 
*^tbe  mother  of  all  Russian  cities,"  according  to  St.  Vladi- 
mir, who,  having  been  b^aptized,  forced  all  his  people,  willing 
or  unwilUng,  to  be  baptized  also,  by  driving. them  into  the 
Dnieper,  where  I  think  some  must  have  been  drowned.  But 
the  imbeciles  bemoaned  their  idols,  which  were  thrown  into  the 
river  at  the  same  time  that  the  people  were  baptized. 

We  are  still  so  ignorant  of  Russia,  where  so  much  beauty 
and  richness  remain  unknown,  that  I  will,  perhaps,  be  telling 
you  something  riew  in  saying  that  the  Dnieper:  is  one  of  the 
beautiful  rivers  of  the  world,  and  that  its.  shores  are  very 
picturesque,  Kieff  is  built  in  disorder,  pell-mell,  no  matter 
how.  There  are  the  lower  town  and  the  upper  town,  and  the 
streets  are  very  steep.  It  is  not  comfortable,  the  distances 
areso  enormous;  but  it  is  interesting.  There  is.nothing  left 
of  the  ancient  city;  besides,  the  civilization  of  those  days 
contented  itself  with  temples,  meanly  built,  :without  art  or 
solidity;  that  is  why  we  possess  none,  or  few,  monuments.  If 
I  were  given  to  exaggeration  I  would  say  there  were  as  many 
churches  as*  houses.  Cathedrals  and  cotiyents  are  xGcy 
numerouisj  in  fact,  there  are  sometimes  three  or  fotir  in  a  row. 
All  these  have  gilded  cupolas,  the  walls  and  columns  painted 
white  or  whitewashed,  with  green  cornices  and  roofs.     Often 
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the  whole  fa^de  is  covered  with  images  and  scenes  from  the 
lives  of  the  saints^  painted  with  extreme  simplicity. 

We  first  went  to  Lavra,  a  convent,  where  pilgrims  come  by 
the  thousand  ev^ry  day  from  all  parts  of  Russia. 

The  iconostase^  or  wall,  which  separates  the  altar  from  the 
body  of  the  church,  is  covered  with  painted  images  inlaid  in 
silver.  The  shrines  and  doors,  which  are  completely  covered 
with  silver,  must  represent  a  good  round  sum.  The  tombs  of 
the  saints  are  also  covered  with  embossed  silver,  and  the 
chandeliers  and  soohces,  and  other  things  of  the  kind,  are  all 
in  silver.  It  is  said  that  these  monks  have  sacks  of  precious 
stones. 

Moreover,  it  is  well  known  that  they  are  as  rich  as  the 
Rothschilds.' 

Peter  the  Great  and  Nicholas  borrowed  10,000,000  roubles 
from  t'hem,  which' they  never  returned,  and  they  were  right. 
French  monks  give  to  the  poor;  these,  here,  never  give  to 
anyone. 

You  could  not  imagine  how  much  money  the  pilgrims  bring, 
even  supposing  that  each  pilgrim  gives  but  one  penny  a  day; 
And  the  masses  that  ar^  paid  for,  arid  the  candles  which  are 
consumed  in  prodigious  quantities;  and  then,  besides,  there  is 
the  revenue  from  the  sale  of  the  medals  and  images  which 
have  been  bledsed.  The  great  curiosity  is  the  catacombs, 
subterranean  passages  very  narrow  and  very  low,  damp,  and 
naturally  dark.  Each  one  is  provided  with  a  lighted  candle. 
We  wei*e  conducted  by  a  monk  who  hastily  pointed  out  the 
open  coffins  containing  the  bodies  of  the  saints,  which  are 
like  mummies,  all  dried  up,  and  that  is  the  miracle,  they  say. 

Mamma  prayed  with  unexampled  fervor.  I  am  sure  that 
Dina  and  papa  also  prayed  forme;  but  the  miracle  was  not 
accomplished.  You  laugh?  Ah  well,  I  almost  counted  on  it. 
I  attach  no  importance  to  churches,  relics,  or  masses;  no,  but 
I  relied  on  prayers,  on  my  prayers,  and  I  still  rely  on  them 
to-day.    They  have  aot  yet  been  heard,  but  perhaps  they  may 
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be  some  day.    I  believe  only  in  God;  but  is  the  God  I  believe 
in  a  God  Who  listens  and  gives  His  attention  to  our  affairs? 

God  will  not  cure  me  at  once  in  a  church.  No,  I  have 
deserved  nothing  of  that  kind;  but  He  will  take  pity  on  me 
and  inspire  a  doctor,  who  will  do  me  good,  or  perhaps,  He 
will  allow  time  to  do  so.    But  I  shall  not  cease  to  pray. 

Mamma  believes  in  images  and  relics;  in  fact,  her  religion 
is  paganism,  like  that  of  most  people  who  are  pious  and — not 
very  intelligent. 

Perhaps,  had  I  believed  in  images  and  relics,  the  miracle 
might  have  taken  place;  but  there,  truly^  even  when  kneeling 
and  praying,  I  could  not  believe.  I  can  better  understand 
that  we  should  kneel  anywhere  and  pray  to  God  simply.  God 
is  everywhere;  but  how  to  believe  in  such  things?  It  even 
seems  to  me  that  this  fetichism  insults  God  and  wrongs  Him. 
And  for  many  persons,  for  the  majority  of  pilgrims,  God  is 
altogether  lost  sight  of;  they  see  only  a  piece  of  withered 
flesh  which  has  the  power  of  performing  a  miracle,  or  a 
wooden  image  which  they  can  invoke,  and  which  will  hear 
them.  Am  I  wrong?  Are  they  right?  The  most  enlightened 
should  be  in  the  right.  At  least,  the  God  I  believe  in  must 
be  an  enemy  of  all  those  masses  which  are  said  to  be  essential 
to  the  true  faith. 

Faris^  Tuesday,  July  26th, — I  am  here  at  last.  Here  is  life. 
Among  other  places,  I  went  to  the  studio.  I  was 'received 
with  acclamations  and  kisses.  How  much  I  care  for  the 
studio,  and  especially  for  Julian's  friendship  and  aid.  I  feared 
he  would  have  received  me  coldly,  as  I  had  broken  a  mirror, 
etc.  Ah,  well!  no,  the  annoyance  does  not  come  from  that 
side.     Tony  is  entirely  recovered. 

Wednesday,  July  27M. — I  brought  a  design  for  a  painting  to 
Julian  with  which  he  was  not  enraptured,  and  then  for  two  hours 
he  spoke  of  nothing  but  ray  health,  without  mincing  matters. 
It  seems  my  condition  is  serious.  I  must  believe  it,  since  two 
months  of  treatment  have  brought  no  improvement,     I  know 
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myself  that  it  is  serious,  that  I  am  ill,  that  I  am  becoming 
emaciated!  But  still,  I  will  not  wholly  believe  in  such  horrible 
things.  Breslau-has  received  her  mention;  and  has  several 
orders  for  pictures.  Madame  — ,  who  patronizes  her  a  good 
deal,  and  at  whose  house  she  has  met  the  principall  artists,  has 
ordered  her  portrait  for  the  next  Salon,  She  has  already  sold 
three  or  four  things;  in  fact,  she  is  launched.  And  I?  I  am 
consumptive.  Julian  tries  to  frighten  me  to  force  me  to  take 
care  of  myself.  I  would  take  care  of  myself  if  I  had  any  con- 
fidence in  the  result.  It  is  dismal  at  my  age.  Julian  is  right; 
a  year  from  now,  there  will  be  a  great  change  in  me;  that  is 
to  say,  there  will  be  nothing  left  of  me.  To-day,  I  went  to  see 
Colignon.  She  will  soon  die;  there  is  one  who  is  changed 
indeed!  Rosalie  had  warned  me,  but  I  was  shocked;  she  looks 
like  death  itself.    . 

And  then  the  room  was  filled  with  the  odor  of  that  strong 
broth  which  is  given  to  the  sick.     It  was  horrible! 

That  odor  is  still  in  my  nostrils.  Poor  Colignon,  I  brought 
her  some  soft  white  silk  for  a  dress  and  a  scarf.  This  silk 
pleased  me  so  that  I  hesitated  five  months,  and  then  decided 
to  make  this  immense  sacrifice  by  the  evil  thought  that  heaven 
would  repay  me.  These  calculations  take  away  all  the  merit 
of  good  deeds.  Can  you  fancy  me  weak,  emaciated,  pale, 
dying,  dead? 

Is  it  not  an  atrocious  thing  that  we  pass  away  thus?  But,  at 
least  in  dying  so  young,  we  inspire  pity  in  all.  I  am  moved, 
myself,  in  thinking  of  my  end.  No,  that  does  not  seem  pos- 
sible, Nice;  fifteen  years  old;  the  three  Graces;  Rome;  the 
follies  of  Naples;  painting;  ambition;  unequaled  hopes;  and 
to  end  in  a  tomb,  without  having  had  anything,  not  even 
love! 

I  was  right  when  I  said  that  life  is  impossible  when  one  is 
constituted  as  I  am,  iand  has  been  brought  up  under  circum- 
stances like  those  which  have  ruled  my  life.  To  live  long 
would  be  too  much  to  expect  in  such  cases.         . 
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Nevertheless,  we  see  people  who  are  far  more  fortunate  than 
I  ever  dreamed  of  being. 

Ah!  for  almost  every  grief  we  may  experience,  there  is  some 
consolation.  I  was  right,  then;  there  is  nothing  so  horrible  as 
the  pangs  of  wounded  vanity;  they  are  worse  than  death.  But 
all  the.  rest?  The  death  of  our  friends,  disappointed  love, 
prolonged  separations.  Still,  all  that  goes  to  make  up  life. 
Here  I  am  on  the  point  of  crying.  I  even=  believe  that  I 
shall .  die,  I  atti  almost  sure  that  I  have  grown  weaker. 
Ah!  I  do  riot  complain  of  that,  but  of  my  ears!  And  then, 
Breslau,  now;  BreslaU)is  one  distress  the  more.  On  all  sides 
I  am  repulsed  with  loss,  beaten. 

# 

,    Ah!  well,  give  me  death,  then. 

Tuesday f  August  9/^.^1  Went  to  the  doctor*s  thi«  morning 
for  the  third  time  in  two  weeks.  He  makes  me  come  in  order 
to  get  his  fee,  for  his  advice  is  always  the  same. 

Truly  it  is  enough  to  drive  me  crazy.  Deafness  happens  to 
one  in  a  thousand,  they  tell  me,  and  I  must  be  that  one! 
Every  day  you  see  patients  iwith  throat  diseases,  iconsumptives 
who  suffer,  who  die,  but  who  do  not  become  deaf.  Ah!  it  is 
a  misfortune  so  unexpected,  so  horrible!  What?  All  this  is 
not  enough?  I  have  lost  my  voice.  I  am  ill,  and  I  must  also 
bear  this  anguish  without  name!  It  must  be  to  punish  me 
because  I  have  complained  of  trifles.  Is  it  God  Who  thus 
punisljes  me?  The  Gpd  of  forgiveness,  of  goodness,  of  mercy? 
But  the  most  wicked  of  men,  would  not  be  more  pitiless! 

And  I  am  tortured  at  every  instant.  To  have  to  blush 
before  my  family,  to  feel  their  kindness,  in  speaking  louder! 
To  be  afraid  every  time  I.enter  astore  that  I  shall  not  hear! 
This  is  not  $0  bad,  however,  but  with  my,  friends  it  is  frightful 
and  cruel  to  be  obliged  continually  to  employ  stratagems  to 
hide  my,  infirmity.  And  my  painting,  and  the  models!  I 
do  not  always  hear  what  they  say  to  me«  and  tremble  lest 
tbey  shall  speak  to  me;  ^nd,  of  course,  my  work  is  affected  by 
this.    When  Rosalie  is .  with  me,  she  Qonfies  tQ,my  aid;  aloae 
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I  aa}  seized  with  die^iness  and  tny  tongtre  refuses  to  gay: 
"Speak  a  little  louder,  I  do  -Aot  hear  very  trell!''  My  God, 
haire  pity  on  me!  Not  to  belieVe  in  God  would  be  to  die  at 
once  Of  de^paif.  The  lung  affection  catae  irt  consequence  of 
the  throaty  and  the  throat  cauded  what  has  hstppened  to  the 
ears.  Now  thai  must  be  treated!  But  I  have  always  been 
under  treatment.  Doctor  Kri^haber  fs^  to  blame  for  it  all;  it 
is  in  consequence  of  bis  treAlment  that  I  have—  '  • 

Oh,  God,  must  I  then  be  so  atrociously  Separated  from  the 
rest  of  the  world?  Audit  is  I,  I;  I!  Ah?  there  are  siome  to 
whoin  it  would  not  be  so  pdfflful,  but*^ 

Oh,  what  a  horrible  tbitig! 

Widnesdayy  Attgmt  \oihh-^Tkutsday^  Atsgu^i  \tfk.—l  go  to 
Passy  every  ^ay,  but  no  sooner  ami  Ihjjtalled  there  thau  I  begirt 
to  hate  my  work.  -  I  bad  to  dJsmiiife  Forturiata  ahd  pay -her  for 
six  sittings  without  having*  derived  Any  ad  vantage  ^  that 'Was  the 
paintirtg  over  which'  I  was  wild.  Julian  said. it  would  I'equ^re 
to  be  modified  and  the  conaposition  iniprovedj  that,  in  iisdf  was 
sufficient  to  ups6t  n»e,'  as  I  do  not  know  what  'to  do.  In  spite 
of  all,  however^  I  cottimettced  it,  but  then  I  became  disgusted 
wtth  it  The  truth  is,  I  have  but  twenty  days  left,  and'  if  it 
should  rain,  I  shall  lose  some  of  those. 

My  painting  represents  a  witU  upon  whJehfis  pasted  an'elect- 
oral  notice,  before  which  stands  a  grocer-boy  with  his  basket;  a 
workmaaa  who  is  laughing  at  a  gentleman  with  a  napkin  undei^ 
his  aimi;  a  stupid-looking  lop;  and  a  man  in  an  immense  Botla- 
pairtisfi  hat  which  completely  hides  hi^facc;  i^thc  back'ground, 
a  Kttle  womaiiv  It  is  hall  life-size.  Everything  combined  is 
driving' me  craizy;  ray  band  trembkfs  while  I  write.  No  sootier 
have  I  an  idea  thdn  i  aia  disgusted  wHh  it.  1  hftve  TK^hhng  but 
this  paintiirg,  and  I  bare  lost  so  matny  d^ys  at}d  I  am  strll  ui^e- 
cided.  What  a  horribie  tempefament  mine  isf  When  I  am  af 
liberty  to  do  as  I  wish,  I  no  longer  know  what  to  do.  It  is  my 
illness  which,  renders  roe  stupid,  andf  Breslau's^  honorable  men- 
tioD  pareklyzes  mj  armsw    Heaven  is  just!    As  to  this  painting, 
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Julian  and  the  others  say  it  is  neither  new  nor  original; 
granted!    I  do  not  care  to  argue  the  question. 

Still,  it  is  realistic,  and,  if  it  is  well  executed,*  the  subject  is 
always  a  good  one.  I  must  know  if  Alexis  will  be  here  during 
August;  he  poses  as  the  fop,  and  without  him  I  can  not  finish 
the  painting,  and  I  have  not  yet  found  the  old  gentleman  with 
the  napkin.  All  this  would  be  nothing  if  I  were  satisfied  and 
in  good  spirits.  I  lose  my  time  and  wear  out  my  eyes  in  read- 
ing to  calm  myself. 

The  worst  of  all  is,  that  there  is  no  one  whose  advice  I  can 
ask.  Tony  is  in  Switzerland,  Julian  is  at  Marseilles,  and  I  am 
in  despair!  As  soon  as  I  decide  anything,  a  voice  says  to  me, 
"  Never  mind  what  you  try  to  do,  it  will  not  be  successful."  If 
I  give  up  this  subject,  someone  else  will  do  it,  and  I  shall  be 
mortally  vexed;  if  I  paint  it,  I  shall  do  it  badly,  for  I  have 
only  twenty  days  left,  and  it  will  probably  rain.  Whatever  I 
do  will  certainly  turn  out  to  be  just  the  contrary  of  what 
I  should  have  done;  so  there  is  no  use  in  worrying  about  it. 
You  see  what  a  frightful  state  of  doubt  I  am  in! 

My  hair  is  turning  white;  one  day  I  found  two  white  hairs 
in  front;  that  was  since  I  began  to  grow  deaf.  Is  It  not  horri- 
ble enough? 

I  ought  to  cut  short  my  complaints.  I  have  nothing,  to  be 
sure,  but  then  I  am  no  longer  worthy  of  anything.  Social  life, 
politics,  intellectual  enjoyments,  I  take  part  in  as  if  in  a  fog, 
and  when  I  risk  attempting  to  derive  any  pleasure  from  these 
things,  I  risk  also  covering  myself  with  ridicule  or  passing  for 
a  blockhead.  I  have  to  affect  all  sorts  of  eccentricities;  pre- 
tend to  be  brusque  and  absent-minded,  in  order  to  hide  from 
Saint-Amand  the  fact  that  I  do  not  hear  well!  It  is  enough  to 
discourage  an  angel!  Is  it  possible  to  admit  that  we  are  deaf, 
when  we  are  young,  elegant,  and  have  great  pretensions.^  Is 
it  possible  to  solicit  indulgence  and  pity  under  such  condi- 
tions? Moreover,  why  should  I?  My  brain  is  giving  out  and 
tfae  room  is  whirling  about  me!     Oh,  no,  ther«  is  no  God  such 
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as  I  had  imagined!  There  is  a  Supreme  Being,  there  is  nature, 
there  is,  there  is — but  the  God  I  have  been  in  the  habit  of 
praying  io  every  day  does  not  exist.  That  He  should  grant 
me  nothing,  well  and  good;  but  why  does  He  torture  me  to 
death  in  this  manner,  and  make  me  more  unhappy  and  more 
dependent  than  a  beggar? 

And  what  have  I  done?  I  am  not  a  saint,  it  is  true.  I  do 
not  pass  my  lif^  in  a  church,  and  I  do  not  fast,  but  you  know 
what  my  life  has  been;  with  the  exception  of  the  disrespect  I 
show  to  my  family,  who  do  not  deserve  it,  I  have  nothing  to 
reproach  myself  with.  Of  what  use  is  it  to  pray  every  night 
and  ask  pardon  for  being  forced  to  say  disagreeable  things 
to  my  family?  For  if  I  have  been  to  blame  in  my  treatment  of 
mamma,  you  well  know  it  was  to  compel  her  to  act. 

In  a  word,  I  am  horribly  stricken,  and  stricken  with  the  most 
refined  cruelty. 

I  am  certain  that  the  God  that  I  believed  I  knew,  does  not 
exist;  it  is  not  possible!  But  then?  Oh,  no,  we  must  have 
a  God,  to  Whom  our  good  and  evil  actions  are  reported. 

Friday^  August  12th. — You,  perhaps,  believe  that  I  have 
decided  in  regard  to  my  picture;  I  can  do  nothing!  I  am 
thoroughly  convinced  of  my  own  incapacity!  Here  is  more 
than  a  month,  counting  the  time  lost  in  traveling,  that  I  have 
done  nothing!  I  can  not  even  imagine  that  I  am  working!  I  am 
disgusted,  in  advance,  with  the  worthless,  dry,  unfeeling  things 
I  am  sure  to  produce.    It  is  odious;  I  can  do  nothing! 

Everything  goes  wrong.  I  gave  up  my  painting  and  decided 
to  paint  Olstnitz,  but  she  goes  away  in  two  days.  Then  I  went 
in  search  of  a  model,  which  I  could  not  find.  Then  I  hastened 
to  see  Juli4;  she  can  pose  only  a  part  of  the  day,  Monday. 
I  turned  to  the  janitor's  little  girl,  but  she  is  engaged  ahead. 

Then  I  went  to  see  Amanda,  who  was  working  in  the  garden 

of  her  house  at  Issy.     It  did  me  good;  although  she  is  not 

artist  enough  to  really  encourage  me,  it  cheered  me. 

I  returned,  resolved  to  make  that  confounded  painting. 
37 
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Snturddy^  August  13M.— Ah,  well,  I  did  not  work  el^en  two 
hours  at  it,  krid  then  left  it!"  Who  khbws?  It  might,  perhaps, 
have  been  very  good.  ttoweveV,  I  decided  that  it  was  pre- 
tentious and  expressed  nothing.  '  In  the  first  place,  I  do  not 
like  my  models.  '  And  then  I  see  my  cahvas  exhibited  on  the 
boulevard,  just  after  elections.  And  then,  it  is  not  a  feminine 
subject.  But  then.  Who  knows?  fey  applying^  myself,  perhaps? 
Thete  5s  the  perhdp6*th^t  drives  tat  trazy.  Julian's'  opinion 
I  ought  tb  consider,  perhaps,  but  Julian  was  mistaken  last 
year  About  Zilhardt;  he  had  predicted  something  good,  and 
th«  rei&tilt  was  a  horror. '    '    '  .     •  :    . 

I  will  trust  to  chance,  but  if  chance  does  not  go  According 
to  my  wishes-^btit  what  are  my  wishes? 

It  is  a  mania,  liport  my  word  f  1  mu^t  have  Alekis  for* this 
painting,  and  I  do  not  know  when  he  Will  return,  atid  t  h^ve 
only  eighteen  days  left. 

'"  "You  are  crazy  tb  think  of  Jtf  '  No,  that  WHT  be  time'etilOu'gh; 
I  will  le^Ve  it  to  chance!  ■  I  will  open  a  bbok  at'  hazard,  and 
if  thelihe  On  Which  1  place  ni^'firiget  contlain^  an  eV^n  num- 
ber of -letters,^!  will  give  up  the  pafnting-  '      '      ' 

'There,  it  is  ev6n — but  you  ^fe  not  ignorant' that  my  right 
lung  is  affected;  well  theri,  you  will  undoubtedly  be  pleased  to 
le^rn  that  the  left  one  is  equally  affected.  '?f6he  of  those 
stupid  doctors  havfe  yet  told  me  so,  hbWever.  '  I  fdt  it  for  the 
first  time  in  the  cataconibs  of  relics  at-Ktrw;  but  I  thought  it 
was  a  TiiOtiiehMy  pain  c^ufeeil  by'Vhe-d'dihliriessf  felnce,  k 
rettirrts  6very  day,  and  it  is  so  stroiig  to-night  thati  find  it  diffi- 
cult tb  breathe,  and  it  6auses  me  an  intense  pain 'between  the 
shonlder-blad^' and  the 'chest,  jiist  whei-e  th^  doctors  strike 
their  little  blows.         *'    ♦.     •!•  ^  ••      m.  ^ 

And  the  ipaintihg^      •   :   : 

ISunday,  August  14M.— Last  riight  1  found  it  difficult  to 
isleep*,  and  tWs  rfiorning  I  still  feel  the  pain  Jn  my  back;  each 
time  that  I  breathe,  it-  hurts  rilfe,  and  wlieft  i  COUgh,  the 
pain  16  still  worse;      ;  •  ^       '     '   ■    "   -;  :'   - 
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Oh,  surely  I  am  in  a  fine  state  of  htaUh! 

Now  I  have  given  up  the  painting.  That  is  settled.  .But 
how  much  time  I  have  lost!    More  than  a  month. 

As  for  Brealau,  encouraged  as  she  is  by  her  honorable  men- 
tjoia,  all,  must  go  well  with  her;  while  myrarms  arc  paralyzed 
and  I  have  no  confidence  in  myself. 

Thursday  August  i8/Ar— Do  nc^t  read,  the  record  of  to-day 
if  you  love  lively  things*  I  passed  the  day  workmg^  and 
while  working,  addressed  to  myself,  in  ^^//<?,  the  most  cruel 
truths. 

I  have  b^enJookipgover  my  sketches,  aiadmy  progresst^oan 
be  followed  step  by  step.  Every  once  in  a  while  I  have. said 
to  myself  that  Breslau  knew  how  to  paint  before  J  had  begun 
to  draw.  But.  you  w|U  say  to.rae:  "  Is  this  girl,  then,  the  entire 
world  to  you?"  I  know  not,  but  it  is  riot  a  trifliug  sentiment 
*  that  makes  me  fear  her  as  airival.        .  .  ;    :•     - 

From  the  very  beginning,  whatever,  the  men  or  our  compan- 
ions might  say,  I  knew  that  she  had  talent,  and  you  see  that 
I  wa3  right.  The  least  thought  of  that  girl  troubles  me;  a 
stroke  ?Qf  her.  pencil  on  one  of  my  drawings  strikes  me  to  the 
heart.  I  feel  her  strength  and  it  crushes  me.  She  always 
drew  comparisons  between  herself  and  me.  To  think  that  the 
dun^esiat  the  studio  always  said  that  she  would  never  paint; 
"She  has  no  idea  of  color,  Jier  painting  does  not.hojd 
together,  all  she.knows  is  how, to  draw,"  Exactly  what  they 
say  ot  me  now.  It  should  be  a  consolation;  it  is  in  fact  the 
only  one  I  have!  .:  j    .  . 

In  1876  (February),  she  had: alceady  received  the  medal  for 
drawing,  She:began  in  June,  187.5,  after  having  studied  for 
two  years  in  Switzerland  Fbr  two  years  1  saw  her  struggle 
against  the  most  discouraging  failures:  in  paintings  the^i  suc- 
cess came,  little  by  littlfe  and  in  .1679^  by  Tony's  advice,  she 
exhibited  a  picture.,  A-t  this  time,  I  had  been  painting,  six 
months.  Next  month  it  will  be  threfe  yearsfsince  I-firsti  began 
to  paint,         . 
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The  question  now  is,  whether  I  am  capable  of  doing  any- 
thing  as  good  as  the  picture  she  exhibited  in  1879?  Julian 
says  that  the  one  of  1879  was  better  than  that  of  1881;  only, 
as  they  were  not  good  friends,  he  did  not  push  it  to  success, 
although  he  remained  neutral.  Her  painting  of  last  year  was 
placed  like  mine  in  the  morgue^  that  is,  in  the  exterior  gallery. 

Now,  this  year,  she  has  made  up  with  Julian,  and  patronized 
beside  by  the  new  school,  is  placed  in  the  line.  A  prize  will 
follow  as  a  matter  of  course. 


On  leaving  the  studio,  my  aunt  and  I  went  driving  in  a  cab 
on  the  banks  of  the  Seine,  toward  the  Trocadero  and  on  the 
Avenues  de  TourvilleS.  What  a  charming  quarter  it  is,  and 
one  we  know  so  little  of!  I  feel  fatigued  like  £reslau  used  to 
feel;  I  feel  almost  shriveled,  like  her,  and  I  admire  the  sky 
and  the  delicacy  of  tone  in  the  distance,  as  she  used  to.  Breslau 
is  my  constant  preoccupation,  and  I  do  not  give  one  touch 
without  asking  myself  how  she  would  do  it,  how  she  would 
treat  the  matter.  It  is  that  the  subject  is  nothing,  nothing, 
nothing!  The  quality  of  the  painting  is  everything — ^unless  it 
is  a  question  of  an  historical  composition.  But,  in  modern 
subjects,  a  head  or  a  hand  is  enough,  if  the  painting  is  good; 
what  I  make  is  dry,  cold,  severe!  "I*  will  try  sculpture,"  I 
said  one  day.  **  Yes,  marble  will  suit  you;  it  is  cold  and  dry," 
said  Julian.    That  speech  made  me  almost  faint. 

But  in  sculpture,  we  imitate  the  object  before  us;  there  is 
no  trickery,  no  color,  no  perspective.  But  why  do  those 
people,  (Tony,  for  instance)  why  do  they  insist  that  I  should 
continue?  Tony  derives  no  advantage  from  it,  neither  does 
Julian,  for  the  time  has  come  when  I  shall  work  more  at  home 
than  at  his  studio  as  I  have  given  up  my  painting. 

I  have  said  nothing  about  the  departure  of  Olstnitz;  she  has 
wanted  to  go  for  such  a  long  time  and  we  always  detained 
her.  But  the  poor  child  has  stood  it  as  long  as  she  could,  she 
is  terribly  homesick.    Just  think,  I  said  good-morning  and 
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good-night,  and  every  evening  reproached  myself  for  not  con- 
versing more  with  her,  and  it  was  the  same  every  day. 

I  had  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  generous  impulses  to 
draw  nearer  to  her,  but  never  went  any  further.  I  excused 
myself  because  of  all  the  troubles  I  had  to  contend  with. 

Finally,  she  has  gone,  poor  little  thing;  a  nature  truly 
angelic,  and  her  departure  wrung  my  heart,  but  she  will  be 
happier  at  home.  What  grieves  me  more  than  all,  is  that  I 
can  not  make  amends  for  my  coldness  and  indifference.  I 
treated  her  as  I  treat  mamma,  my  aunt,  Dina;  but  it  is  less 
painful  for  my  own  family  than  it  >^as  for  that  sweet,  calm  child 
all  alone  in  a  foreign  land.  She  left  yesterday  at  9  o'clock. 
I  could  not  speak  for  fear  of  weeping,  and  I  affected  an  indif- 
ferent air;  but  I  hope  she  understood. 

Saturday^  August  20th, — I  went  alone  to  see  Falgui^re,  the 
sculptor;  I  told  him  I  was  an  American  and  showed  him  some 
designs  of  mine,  letting  him  understand  my  desire  to  work. 
He  found  one  of  them  very  good>  very  good;  all  the  others 
good.  He  sent  me  to  a  studio  where  he  gives  lessons  and 
said  that  if  I  could  not  make  arrangements  there,  he  would 
give  me  instruction  either  at  his  house  or  my  own.  That  was 
very  kind  of  him,  but  for  a  teacher,  I  have  Saint- Marceaux 
whom  I  adore,  and  I  shall  content  myself  with  the  studio. 

Biarritz^  Friday y  September  16th, — Having  made  our  fare- 
wells, we  left  on  Thursday  morning.  We  were  to  pass  the 
night  at  Bayonne,  but  we  preferred  Bordeaux,  where  Sarah 
was  to  appear  that  evening.  We,  therefore,  took  two  stalls  in 
the  balcony  for  50  francs,  and  I  saw  '^  La  Dame  aux  Camd- 
liaSy*  Unfortunately,  I  was  very  tired;  I  had  heard  so  much 
of  this  woman  that  I  can  not  describe  my  impressions.  Before 
seeing  her,  it  seemed  to  me  that  she  would  do  nothing  like 
anybody  else,  so  it  was  a  surprise  tb  see  her  walk,  talk,  and  sit 
down.  I  have  seen  her  but  four  times — once,  when  I  was 
small,  in  "The  Sphinx;"  then,  lately,  in  "  The  Sphinx  "  again, 
and  in  ^*  L* Etranglre**    The  most  extraordinary  attention  was 
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paid  to  her  Slightest  movement    I  think  she  is.  altogether 
charming.      .  ',     .  •  . 

Biarritz  is  certainly  very  pretty.  The  sea  has  been  enchant- 
ing all  day.     The  gray  tints  were  beautifuL 

Saturday\\Septemb€r  17/^.— Up  to  the  present  time,  I  have 
seen  none  of  that  fashion  and  elegance  I  expected  to  see  at 
Biarritz.  As-  to  the  shore,  from  an  artistic  point  of  view,  it  is 
disagreeable  and  iigly. 

Oh,  Bay  .of  Nice!  Oh,  Gulf  of  NaplesJ  icvcn^  the  small 
watering-places. aroiind  Nice— Eses^  Beaulieti,  etc.  Here  we 
are  annoyed  by  piles  of  small  rocks,  thrown  down  pell-mell, 
ad  if  placed  there  on  purpose  for  decoration.  The  beach  is 
small;  at-  the  right,  the  light-house;  at  the  left,  a  cliff;  and 
beyond,  two  ramparts,  enormous  desert  shores* 

The  site  'is  varied  without  being  pictur^que.  There  is  not 
a!house,  really  on  the  sea-shore;  we  are  climbing  and  descend- 
ing all  the  time.  I  explored  the  surroundings  for  two  hours 
in  a  carmgejaild  did  not  find  the  shadow  df' any  subject  for 
a  picture;  not  a  fisherman,  not  a -sail,  nothing  but -fir  trees, 
villas^  and  long  roads.  It  were  better  to  go '  to '  Spain.  I 
will  see  the  galleries,  make  a  few  copies,  and  perhaps  I  may 
find  a  subject  for  a  painting;  at  all  events,  I  can  make  studies. 
Yes;  I  will  spend  a  month  or  six  weeks  there  almost  without 
luggage,  unknown  and  quiet. 

Sunday,  September  i^th,-^!  have  some  light  dre^s^s  of  cam- 
bric or  white  woolen  without  trimming;  but  made  charmingly, 
very  fresh, ;  an-d  smart;  pretty  canvas  shoes,-  bought  here; 
and  white,  youthful-looking  ^hats^— hats  for  happy  women. 
This  makes,  altogether,  an  outfit  which  attracfts  much  atten- 
tion.  '■  '■  L  J   •   •  .    .  •     - 

I  atii;in.a  dedpdrate  state  of  hiind.  Mamma  and  my  aunt 
aire  dull  sfchd  anything  bat  cheerful;  in  fact,  it  is  anything  but 
a  pleasure  trip- to  a  fashionable  sea-side  resort. 

However,  I  can  not  resign  myself  to  remain  shut  up  in 
Paris*  for  I  shall  never  go  into  thfe  very  best  society.     The 
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silence  and  sQlitud<^:Of  th^  studio  is  stiU  the  place  where  I  find 
the  most  happiness. 

Tue^clayi  Sepfemder  27/!^. — Yesterday,  ^t  Bayonne,  with  .the 
fan)ily;.jtQ-d^y,at  FontatabU,  with  the  family,  also;  I  never  go 
out  .without  tbeoi.  I  'Wanted  to  t^ke  ^  ride,  but  n^y  ridiag-haibit 
does  not  fit  me,  and  then,  it  would  bore  me  to  ride  with  a 
Russian  whom  I  do  not  knqw  very  well  and  who  id  tiresome. 

Foatarabia  \%  charming,  ^rxd^  mf5>reover,  Biardtz  w»s  so  ordi- 
nary and  tireSQme  in  its  common*place  beauty,  that  we  are 
happy  to  leav^  it.  Immediately,  after  my  arrival  here,  I  found 
on  the  beach  some  beggar  children  who  would  make  an  inter- 
esting painting;  only  I  want  to  see  Spain  first,  and  if  there  I 
do  not  meet  with  anything  better;  I  shall  reUirn  by  way  of 
Fontarabia. 

I. gambled  (there,  was  a  rmslette  table);, but  after  losing. 40 
francs,,  I  made  sketches.  It  was  an  out-of-the-way  cornen  I 
hope  nobody  saw  me  play.  Oh,  those  three  hours  in  the  car- 
riage, listening  :to,  Madame  R— !  That  lady  tells  silly  stories 
thali  have  not  even  the  charm  of  society  small-taJk.  Ah! 
how  have  I  pffended. heaven  tha^t  I  must  endure  this?    . 

.  Why  cj^n  I  not  .e^at  the  wretchedly  cooked  food  at  the. hotel, 
which,  hpwQver,  prinqes  of .  the  blood  endure?  Why  can  I  not 
tolerate  the  intellectual  poverty,  which  surrounds  me?  For» 
doubtle$s,  J  haye  but  my  deserts,  and  then,  if  indeed  I  were  so 
superior,  I  shpujd  be  able— r 
.  -Oh,  the  cufSie  of.the  commpn-place! 

Oh,  dreams  of  my  youthl  Oh,  divine  hope! .  .Qh,{  if  there 
be  a  God,  He  forsake$  me!  I  ^m.^rene.  only  at  Paris*  Trav- 
ding,  people.  3ee  each  other  QOntinu^lly,  and  my  family  rasps 
me.  It  is  not  .that  my  eld/erly  female  reflatives  are.  vulgar,  or 
their  bearing  out  of  the  way.  When  no  strangers; are  present 
they  do  very : well,  and  then  they  are  my  faitiily;  buty  so  sodi^ 
a&  there  are  any  strangers  present^  mamma  poses  and  becomes 
affected  in  her  pronunci^ion  in  a  way  that  is  sure  to  exas** 
perateme^  .      : 
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It  is  somewhat  my  fault.  I  always  reproached  them  with 
not  knowing  how  to  gain  an  entrance  into  the 'highest  society, 
and  I  sometimes  said  disagreeable  things  to  prod  them  on  to 
do  something.  It  could  not  fail  to  give  them  this  pitiful  atti- 
tude. I  complain  of  my  family,  constantly,  but  I  love  them. 
I  am  just. 

Madridy  Saturday^  October  2d, — ^Yoii  imagine  you  have  been 
dreaming  after  leaving  that  bloody  infamy,  a  bu!l-fight!  Abom- 
inable slaughter  of  sorry  horses  and  bulls,  in  which  men  have 
the  appearance  of  incurring  no  danger,  and  play  an  ignoble 
part.  BesideSj  the  only  moment  interesting  for  me,  was, 
when  the  men  were  sprawling  on  the  ground  and  one  of  them 
was  tossed  by  the  bull.  It  was  a  miracle  he  escaped;  so  he 
had  an  ovation. 

They  throw  into  the  arena  cigars,  and  hats  that  are  thrown 
back  very  adroitly;  and  handkerchiefs  are  waved,  and  uncouth 
howls  are  uttered. 

It  is  a  cruel  sport,  but  is  it  amusing?  Well,  no!  it  is  neither 
soul-stirring,  nor  interesting,  it  is  horrible  and  ignoble.  It  is 
a  fraudulently  furious  beast  that  they  goad  with  many-colored 
mantles,  and  in  whose  body  they  plant  a  kind  of  dart.  Blood 
flows;  the  more  the  animal  shakes  himself,  the  more  he  jumps, 
and  so  much  the  more  he  wounds  himself.  Poor  horses  with 
bandaged  eyes  are  put  in  front  of  him,  and  he  rips  them  up 
with  his  horns.  The  intestines  protrude;  nevertheless,  the 
horse  gets  up,  and  to  his  last  gasp  obeys  the  man  who  often 
falls  with  him,  but  is  hardly  ever  hurt. 

.  Thiis  blood  is  black  on  the  sand,  and  scarlet  on  the  back 
ot  the  bull.  When  we  arrived,  there  was  a  black  bull  in 
the  arena,  and  he  looked  as  if  he  were  striped  with  scarlet. 
At  first  I  thought  him  adorned  with  ribbons,  for  the  lances 
planted  in  his  sides  were  streaming  with  blood.  And  after 
the  horses  are  dead,  the  fight  continues;  a  dozen  Spanish 
idiots  goad  and  cripple  with  stabs  the  bull  that  bounds  and 
pursues  them;  but  it  is  always  the  mantle  that  he  runs  against. 
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And  when  wounded,  bleeding,  bellowing  in  distress,  he  stops 
and  turns  aside  his  head,  this  red  mantle  is  still  presented  to 
him,  and  the  men  kick  him.  Then  the  public  applauds,  the 
poor  beast  falls  on  his  knees,  and  lies  down  to  die  in  the 
unaggressive  pose  of  a  cow  resting  in  a  meadow.  He  is 
killed  by  a  stroke  on  the  neck.  The  music  strikes  up,  and 
then  come  ribbon-bedecked  horses  harnessed  to  a  sort  of 
butcher's  frame,  to  which  the  dead  bull  is  fastened,  and 
dragged  away  on  the  gallop.  And  then  it  begins  again. 
There  are  three  men  on  horseback,  more  horses  disemboweled, 
and  then  the  absurd  and  bloody  goading  of  the  toreadors. 

And  when  a  dozen  or  more  horses,  and  five  or  six  bulls 
have  been  killed,  high  society  leaves  to  take  a  turn  on  the 
Buen  Retiro  which  is  one  of  the  handsomest  promenades  in 
the  world,  and  which  I  prefer  to  the  Bois,  to  say  nothing  of 
London,  Vienna,  or  Rome.  But  no,  Rome  has  a  charm  so 
great  that  nothing  cap  be  compared  to  it. 

The  king,  the  queen,  and  the  infantas  were  present  at  the 
fight.  There  were  more  than  14,000  spectators,  and  it  is  the 
same  way  every  Sunday,  and  you  must  see  the  faces  of  all  these 
sinister  boobies  to  believe  that  they  can  cultivate  a  passion  for 
such  horrors,  if  indeed  they  were  real  horrors!  But  think  of 
those  inoffensive  hacks  and  those  bulls  which  are  only  furious 
when  excited,  wounded,  tortured. 

The  queen,  who  is  an  Austrian,  can  not  enjoy  herself.  The 
king  has  the  appearance  of  a  Parisian  Englishman.  The 
youngest  of  the  infantas  is  the  only  pretty  one.  Queen 
Isabella  has  told  me  that  I  resemble  her;  I  am  fiattered,  for 
she  is  really  pretty. 

We  started  from  Biarritz  Tuesday  morning,  and  arrived  thjit 
evening  at  Burgos.  The  Pyrenees  impressed  me  by  their 
majestic  beauty;  I  am  glad  to  escape  from  the  pasteboard 
rocks  of  Biarritz. 

We  traveled  with  a  large  gentleman  who  spoke  no  French; 
none  of  us  spoke  Spanish,  nevertheless  he  explained  an  illus- 
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tratied-paper  tome,  and  presented  me  flowers  at  a  stopping 
place.  Besides,  there  was  a  young  man  who  was  going  to 
Lisbon,  and  who  was  very  anxious  to  be  of  u^e  to  u's — a  Itind 
of  Gibraltar  Englishman:    "        - 

If  you  think  that  traveling  whfr  my  mother  and  my  aunt  is 
a  pleasure,  you  are  beautifully  mistaken.  Howe ver^  perhaps 
theyshouM  not  be  blamed  for  their  behavior,  for  they  have 
'  neither  my  3roath,  nor  tny  curiosity.'  •  WeH,  since  it  is  past,  I 
will  speak  no  more  of  their  innocent  worryings,  the  more  so, 
At  they  are  such  meddlers  that  I  shall  have  a  thousand  occa- 
sions to  spieak  of  itagiain;  I  wish  ybu  could  see  their  unhappy 
looks;  ^nd  hear  their  ab^iird  questions^  They  pretend  to 
believe  themselves  in  a  country  nevet  tl^ofe  visited!  "And 
the  guide  i$aid  that  it  was  cold  in  Btifgo^. '  That  was  a  real 
calarhity,  iftd  "ive  should'  hav^' brotight^|5el/sses.  '  What  a 
country  it  is!  And  what  is  there  to' se^?  The  cathedral? 
But  only  the  English  go  thert^i"^^  And  the  wtrrk  is,  thkt  evefy- 
tHinfg  is  addressed 'to  me  fn  the  third  person^  or,  indeed, 
nothing  i!5  said  to  me;  butj  while  tMkhlg  of  something  else, 
what^  fhantief  they  have!  And' it  I  protest,  they  say  I  am 
seeking  ai  Quarrel;  and,  nevertheless,  It  was  nbt  tiiy  idea.  It 
was  they  who  proposed  to  c6m6  to  Spain.    ■ 

Then  Burgos — ah!  they  are  insdpfjortable!  When  it  is  not 
dolorous  resignation  and  cotfipla^frts  m  the  third  person,  there 
is  'such  a  tomplete  ittdiffererice  that  it  is  absolutely  astoilish- 

All  the  same  I  went  to  the  cathedra!.  Is  it  possible  to 
ddsctibe  it— this  fnasisof-brnam^ntattion,  bf  brilHantly-coldred 
gildings,  of  floral  festoons,  and  trifles  that  mak^  a 'magnificent 
Vh-ole?  Ah!  the  twilight  6f  the  <ihajiels?  the  iriassive  Iron 
gratings!  '  It  is  truly  a  wondef.  And  over  all  there  ts  the  odor 
of  religfous  tonsktiticiSTEiii  These  cbubdhes  invite  rendezvous. 
One  takes  holy  water,  and  looks  for  some  one  to  make  eyes  at. 
It  is  the  same  way  With*  that  CJon^pai*atrvely' ffiode^  Convent  of 
-Ckrtttja.'^^  'Went  there  t6^rd  eireniiig,  whidi  «till  further 
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accentuates  the  poetry  of  Spanish  churches.  At  the  cathedral 
th.ey  exhibit  tjiat  celebrated  Magdalen  of  L^pnardo  da  yiaci(?) 
Horrors!  .  I  have  to  acknowledge  that  I  find  it  ugly,  ;and  that 
it,  is  meaningless  to  roe j  the  s^»e . as  th^  Raphaels  for.  that 
matter.  .      -       .  , 

■  Finally,  yesterday  morning,  we  arrived  at  Madrid.  This 
morning  we  went  to  the  gallery.  Ah,  the  Louvre  is  indeed 
pale  h0aide.  it.  ,  There  are  pictures  of  Rubens^  Philippe  de 
Champagne — I  can  not  recall  them  all-r-and  even  Van  Dyck, 
and  the  Italians.  Nothing  is  comparable  to  Velasquez — ^but  I 
am  »tUii  too  dWjsled  to,  cri^cise.  And  Ribera?  Heavensl  but 
these  are  the  ttw  naturalists!  Can  one  see  anything  truer  to 
nature,  more  admirably,  more  divimely,  more  absolutely  true? 
Ah^  how  I  am  mov^d,  and  how  unhappy  1  am  at  seeing  such 
things!  And  people  dar6  to  speaJt  of  the  pale  colors  of 
Raphael,  9^  the^paltty  paintings  of  the,  Firench  schofol! 

Coloring!  To  feel  color  and  pot  produce  it^.  that  is  impos- 
sible!.  Sorift  came  before  dinner  with  his- friend,  Monsieur. 
Pollack  (director  of  the  railroads),  w^d  his  son,  who  is  a 
painter.    He  has  studie(J  painting  with  Julian. 

I  am  going  to  the  gallery  alone  to-morrow.  It  is  incredible 
what  a  shock  an  idiotic  remark  can  give  me  when  I  am  look-, 
ing  at  these  masterpieces;  It  is  as  painful  as  the  stab  of  a 
knife,  and  if  :I  take  Offense,  it  appears  silly.  There  is  some- 
thing which  mak^s  me  shamed,  and  I  scarcely  know  how  to' 
explain  it.  I  do  not  wish  to  be  seen  admiring  anything;  besides, 
I  am  ashamed  to.  be  (surprised  into  the  manifestation  qf  any 
feelif^.    I  can?nQt;e^lain  this  olearly* 

Itiseems  to  pie  that  you'  can  not  talk  seriously  of  something 
that  -has  moved  you,  except  to  someone  with  whom  you  are 
in  perfect  sympathy.  I  talk  well  with-^with  Julian,  who  is- 
not  a  blockhead,  but  there  is  always  a  grain  of  exaggeration, 
so  that  etithusiasm  may.  have  a  mocking  side,  so  to  speak, 
whichiputs  you  beyond  tho  reach  of  raillery^  however  slight. 
But  to  .ceceive  a:  profound  impression  and  tell  it.  simply»  sen* 
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ously,  as  it  has  been  felt — I  do  not  think  that  I  could,  unless  to 
one  whom  I  loved  entirely.  And  if  I  could  tell  it  to  an 
indifferent  person,  that  would  create  immediately  an  invisible 
lien,  and  one  which  might  afterward  cause  much  embarrass- 
ment; we  would  appear  to  have  committed  an  evil  action 
together. 

Therefore,  in  the  exchange  of  ideas,  we  must  employ  the 
Parisian  manner,  affecting  to  see  things  a  little  from  the  pro- 
fessional point  of  view,  so  as  not  to  appear  too  poetic,  and 
at  the  same  time  talking  from  the  artistic  point  of  view. 

Tuesday^  (ktober  j^h, — But  wait,  let  us  finish  yesterday. 
Then  from  the  Buen  Retiro  we  went  to  a  qaf6  to  hear  and 
see  some  gypsy  songs  and  dances. 

It  is  altogether  strange;  a  guitar  is  strummed  by  a  man  and 
a  dozen  women  clap  their  hands  in  rhythm,  then,  suddenly,  one 
of  them  begins  to  utter  some  notes,  broken,  chroifnatic  soiigs; 
it  is  impossible  to  describe  this.  It  is  altogether  Arabian. 
But  at  the  end  of  an  hour  you  have  enough  of  it.  These 
women  are  in  gowns,  with  fichus  over  their  shoulders  and 
flowers  in  their  hair;  and  these  muslin,  or  even  linen,  dresses 
prevent  a  view  of  those  most  characteristic  movements  of  the 
hips.  These  Spanish  women,  if  not  pretty,  are  all  interesting 
subjects  for  pictures.  Look  at  their  tints,  their  eyes.  Ah! 
seeing  them  you  comprehend  Spanish  painting;  it  is  superb! 
With  paint  plentifully  spread  on,  it  is  free,  it  is  easy,  it  has 
a  color!! 

At  9  o'clock  this  morning,  I  was  at  the  gallery  with  Velas- 
quez; in  comparison  with  his  pictures,  the  work  of  every 
other  artist  is  dry  and  pale,  except  Rib^ra,  who,  nevertheless, 
is  not  his  equal.  In  the  "  Portrait  of  an  Unknown  Sculptor," 
there  is  a  hand  which  gave  me  a  clue  as  to  where  Carolus 
Duran  learned  how  to  paint  as  he  does;  it  is  well  known 
that  it  is  his  ambition  to  become  a  second  edition  of  Velasquez. 

We  have  bought  a  Spanish  guitar  and  mandolin.  If  one 
has  not  seen  Spain,  one  can  not  imagine  what  it  is.   And  they 
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say  that  Madrid  is  less  characteristically  Spanish  than  what 
I  have  yet  to  se6 — Toledo,  Grenada,  and  Seville.  At  all 
events,  I  am  delighted  to  be  here.  I  am  burning  to  copy  that 
hand,  to  study  at  the  gallery,  then  to  paint  a  picture  and  stay 
here  two  months,  if  necessary.  ! 

Thursday^  October  6fh. — I  have  copied  the  hand  of  Velasquez. 
I  was  dressed  modestly  in  black,  with  a  mantilla  like  all  the 
women  here;  but  people  came  to  look  at  me — one  man,  in 
particular.  It  seems  that  in  Madrid ,  the  men  are  worse  than 
they  are  in  Italy,  with  their  promenades  under  the  windows, 
and  their  guitars;  they  follow  you  everywhere,  and  insist  on 
talking  to  you.  There  are  notes  exchanged  in  the  churches^ 
and  the  young  girls  have  thus  five  or  six  sighing  after  them. 
The  men  are  extremely  gallant  toward  the  women  without 
-any  element  of  insult,  for  the  demi-monde  of  France  does 
not  exist;  c$uch  women  are  very  much  despised;  but  in  the 
street  the  Spaniards  tell  you  very  plainly  that  they  adore  you; 
they  ask  permission  to  accompany  you,  with  all  due  respect, 
knowing  that  you  are  a  lady. 

And  you  see  men  throw  down  their  mantles  that  you  may 
walk  on  them.  For  my  part,  I  find  this  delightful.  When 
I  start  out  simply,  but  stylishly,  dressed,  they  stop  and  look  at 
me,  and  I  feel  born  again,  and  it  is  a  new,  fabulous  existence, 
tinted  with  the  chivalry  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

Sunday,  October  ^th, — Well,  there  is  nothing  new.  Pollack 
and  Escobar  have  Come  every  day.  Mamma  started  for 
Russia  to-day;  their  presence  saved  us  many  tears.  I  was^ 
very  sad  all  day,  but  nevertheless  it  could  not  be  avoided;  it 
was  necessary  for  her  to  go,  since  my  father  wished  to  see  her 
in  regard  to  business  matters,  aad  so  she  started! 

The  evening  was  passed  in  talking  art  with  Pollack,  and 
now  that  I  am  alone,  1  imagine  dark  things;  if  mother  should 
die  without  our  seeing  each  other  again. 

Oh,  if  that  terrible  thing  should  happen,  it  would  be  a 
punishment. for  my  imbecUe  and  unfilial  revolts!; 
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I  should  pass  my  life  weeping,  because  I<  was  not  able  to 
redeetn  my  hardness.  Oh,  I  should  go  mad!  Imagine  it!  to 
feel  nayseif  at  fault;  and  never,  never  be  able  to  expiate  my 
follies.  ..:•;:■       .    .  '■■.'■   .   ■:".  .  . 

She  would  die  believing  that . I  did  not;  love  her,  that'it 
would  make  no  diifferehce-  to  me,  t&at  I  would  soon  be  con- 
soled, perhaps,:  even  y  tfeat  I  was  glad  of  it.  i- 

I  fortify  myself  against  misfortunes^  but! I  can  not  imagine 
the  effect  of  this-wiponnke.  Rather  any tteing 'in  the  m)rld 
than  this.  To  become  blind,  or  paralysed,  would  be  very  hard; 
but  to  lose  mamma  under  such  circumetanca^^'it  woald  «dem 
to  ifne  that  I  had  killed  her.  '  ^      .      ' 

Monday^  Octohef^  \(:ith,^-^h&  I  wa6  working  in  the;  gallery, 
two  men  came  up,' tolerably  advanced'  in*  age,  and  not*  very 
handsome.  They  asked  if  I  \^ere^not  Mademoiseile  BashJ 
kirtseff .  I  ahswered  that  I  wai&,  and  they  seemed  d61ight6d. 
Monsieur  Soldatenkoff  is  a  millionaire' from  'Moscow  who 
ti'avqls  a  great  deal,  and  iidi^nes  art  and  ^rtistBi  Afterward 
Pollack  told  us  that  Madrazo,  the.sohfofiebestuperlittendent 
of  the  gallery,  and  a  painter  himaelfv  greatly  liked  my  copy, 
and  asked  to  be  presented  to  me;  Old  Soldiiteafcoff  asked  me 
if  I  would  sell  the  picture,  and  I  'was  stupid  etioagh  to  sAy  no. 

As  to  painting,  I  am  on  the  road  to  learning  k 'great  deal.  I 
see  what  I  did  not^e  before;  my  eyes  &re  opening.  I 'rise  on 
tip*toe  and  do  not  breathe,  so' to  sp€j'ak,  tor  fear  of  breaking 
the  enchantment,  for  it  is .  a  veritable  enchantment.  I 
hope  -at  last  to  realize  my  dreamt;  \  tbink- 1  onderkand 
what  I  must  ^do;  all'  my- energie-s  are ^  dinscted'- toward 
one  great  object;  a  good  piece  of  paintingi^tw^t  of  cabi- 
net work,  but  of  ^eshandt6i<ngs  that  speak,{*afid  wheft  I  c^ 
do  that,  I  shall  be  an  artist,  a'nd  •  be  able  to  do- wonderful 
things.  For  everything/ evsery thing  Hs  m  the- execution! 
What  is  "Vulcan's  Forge'**  by-VelisqtiejJ;  or  his  ""Spibners?" 
Take  away  that  mutveldris  exeOtitibn  from  thesfef  jrfctwres, 
and  they  would  be  ^  no  better  than  ttioBe  Of  any  titik^owg 
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artis^,  I  know  that  many  people  will  not  9£ree  n^ith  me;,  first 
of  all,  the  imbeciles  who  pose  as  adorers  of  sientiment  But 
hold,  sentient  i^.the  R9^try  of  .i^xfiQutio;^^  ^h^ jewhantm^ixt  of 
the  bTi}sb«  We  dp  apt  Realize  how  tr^ie  that  is!  >  Do  you  like  |:he. 
pFimijtiye  forms,  tttiQ  ^d  ingeaup^s^  and ^ glossy  in.  es^ecut-ion? 
They  ^^  curious  and  iaterestipg^^ut  it  is  if^oipo^ible  toadmire 
them.  Do  you  like  Raphael's  sublin^e  cardboard  yirg-ins?.  1 
shall  appear  callous,  t^t  I  assure  you^thatjt];i,ey.dp  not)  jijipve 
me.  They  contain  a  s^j;itiJiient  and  a  nobility  ^^Jiat.1  respect,  but 
can  not  admire.  But;  there  ar^  oth^r.pic^ures  of  Raphael  like 
the  "  School  of  Athens,"  for  instance,  which  are  incomparable, 
particHlarly  ^hen.epjayaved.or  pUotpgraphed.  Th^y  contaip  a 
aentijQventy  a^  idea,  a  breath  of  true  genius.  Remark  that  I 
^m  equallur  oppo^d  to  the  ignoble , masses  of  flesh  by  Ruben^„ 
^nd^thfC  ^^nificeOil;,  ,but  uointellectual,  flesh  of  Titian.  Both 
mind  and  body  are  needed.  Idkc.  V^squez,  one  n;iust  exe- 
cute Ukea;ppet,'apd  think  like  a  man  of  genius.  ^ 

Tuesd^i  October,  i^th'-^\  dreamed  th^t.th^  tro.uble  ip.  my 
riglit  .iufrg  was  expl^aed  \p  me;  in  certain,  parts  the  air  does 
act  rpePAtra^,.  wljic^.m^kes  me  rais^-i-but  it  jts.  too  disgusting 
to  ,desc?;il)e, .  it  Js  ■  .^nough  that:  ipy ,  lung  is ,  ;affpcted .  Oh  I  i 
know.it,  for.  Sjonie  fime  I  have  feljt  a  sprt  of  uneasiness,  a  slight 
indefinable  .^eaktjiess. .  I  am  no^lpjpgex  as  1  wfus.  .  I  do  npt  fep| 
as.  others  do;  a  sort  of  enervating  vapor  epvelopes  me.  I 
speak  figuratively,  of  course,  It  seems  as  if  I  had  something 
foreign. in  the  chest,  and  I  hay^*— |but  why  these  absurdities? 
l^hallknoFi^lljat^Quf^t  soon  enough.  ,    .  ..   / 

Wedne^y^  October  12/4 — That  taris! :  I  have.alw/^ys  hated 
the  city  itself;  always,  always!  How  much  pipre  sympathetic 
is  JM^adrid^Jn  j^pi^e^pf  it^  irregular  ^tre^t?  and  pqverty-stri9kei:x 
appearance,  in  comparison  with  Paris.  ^Lopk  at  Paris;  its  ele-. 
g^nce.  wearies,  'y^  shops,  its  cocottc^y\^,xit,^  houses;. it  is  terri^ 
bly  a^ti-rartistic  01^,  P-ome!  (and  ]j^adrid  resexpbles  it  a 
little-)  01?,  the  South!  I  am  of  the  South;  I,?bprq  in  the 
Ukraine  .and  raisecj  at?  Nice. . .  I.  adprp  tj^e  Sputb. . 
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I  have  finished  my  copy  of  •*  Vulcan,"  by  Velasquez,  and,  to 
believe  the  public,  it  ought  to  be  good.  The  poor  devils  of 
artists  who  make  copies  of  celebrated  pictures  to  sell,  came 
several  times  a  day  to  see  me  at  work,  and  the  gamins  of  the 
school  of  fine  arts,  and  the  foreigners,  of  whom  several  would 
talk  together  in  English,  French,  or  Spanish,  saying  the  most 
flattering  things  about  me. 

And  when  I  go  away  they  climb  up  on  the  ladder  to  look  at 
my  big  brushes  and  see  how  it  is  painted;  in  a  word,  my  poor 
children,  it  is  enough  to  puff  me  up  with  pride  were  I  less 
ambitious. 

Friday y  October  i^th, — We  started  for  Tpledo  yesterday  at  7 
in  the  morning.  I  have  heard  it  talked  of  so  much  that  I 
imagined  something  marvelous.  In  spite  of  good  sense,  I 
obstinately  pictured  it  to  myself  as  something  in  the  style  of 
the  Renaissance  and  the  Middle  Ages,  with  wonderful  speci- 
mens of  architectbre,  sculptured  doors  (blackened  by  time), 
divinely  wrought  balconies,  etc.  I  well  knew  it  was  some- 
thing different;  but  the  picture  was  graven  on  my  imagi- 
nation and  spoiled  Toledo  for  me,  when  I  perceived  that 
Moorish  city  with  its  inevitable  thinness  of  walls  and  doors 
battered,  or  having  that  appearance.  Toledo  is  all  on  a  height, 
like  a  citadel,  and  when  one  looks  at  the  country  and  the  Tagus 
from  the  summit,  it  resembles  certain  improbable  backgrounds 
of  Leonardo  de  Vinci,  or  even  of  Velasquez.  Those  almost 
mathematical  mountains  of  bluish  green,  seen  through  a  win- 
dow beside  which  is  the  lady,  or  the  cavalier,  in  prune-colored 
velvet,  with  sniall  and  beautiful  hands.  As  to  Toledo  itself,  it 
is  a  labyrinth  of  little,  irregular,  narrow  streets,  where  the  sun 
does  not  penetrate,  where  the  inhabitants  have  the  appearance 
of  camping  out,  so  little  are  the  houses  like  ordinary  ones. 
It  is  a  mummy,  a  Pompeii  preserved  entire  but  seeming 
ready  to  crumble  into  dust  from  Old  age;  the  ground  is 
parched,  and  the  high  walls  are  burned  by  the  sun.  There 
are  marvelously  picturesque  cciurts,  and  mosques  turned  into 
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churches  and  daubed  with  whitewash.  What  is  seen  where 
the  whitewash  has  crumbled  off  is  very  curious — patterns  and 
arabesques  with  their  colors  still  bright,  ceilings  of  blackened 
wood  with  beams  joining  curiously,  high  overhead.  The  cathe- 
dral is  as  fine  as  that  of  Burgos,  and  there  is  a  profusion  of 
ornamentation.  The  doors  are  marvels,  and  exquisite  is  the 
cloister  with  its  court  full  of  laurel  and  rose-bushes,  which 
invade  the  gallery  and  twine  around  the  pillars  and  the 
grave-faced  statues!  And  when  the  sun  shines  upon  all  this, 
it  is  incomparably  poetic. 

Besides,  the  Spanish  churches  are  something  that  can  not 
be  imagined.  Ragged  guides,  velvet-robed  sacristans,  stran- 
gers, and  dogs  promenade,  pray,  and  bark  there,  and  it  has  a 
strange  charm.  Coming  out  of  a  chapel,  it  seenis  as  if  one 
ought  to  meet  suddenly,  behind  a  pillar  somewhere,  the  idol  of 
one's  soul. 

It  is  inconceivable  that  a  country  so  near  the  centfer  of 
European  corruption  should  be  still  so  new,  so  virgin,  so  wild! 

They  say  that  Toledo  is  a  very  uncomfortable  city  to  stay 
in.  I  do  not  know;  there  are  so  many  things  to  see,  and  I 
stayed  only  a  few  hours.  I  shall  return  to  paint  certain  very 
black  streets,  and  those  little  columns,  pilasters,  ceilings,  old 
doors  with  large  Spanish  and  Moorish  nails,  jewels,  marvels! 
But  it  was  hot  and  I  did  not  see  clearly. 

It  is  picturesque;  everything  is  a  picture,  one  does  not  even 
have  to  choose,  everything  is  strange  and  interesting,  but 
it  has  not  the  sympathies  of  my  heart.  If  I  had  had  more 
time  it  might  have  been  different. 

But  I  do  not  fancy  this  mixture  of  Goths  and  Arabs  and 
Spaniards.  The  cor  a  (choir)  of  the  cathedral  is  truly  a 
marvel;  for  example,  tRe  stalls  liave  historic  bas  reliefs  in 
wood,  carved  with  such  detail  and  of  such  fitiish,  that  one  is 
seized  with  admiration.  Ah!  I  have  told  you  the  cathedral 
is  a  prodigy  of  elegance,  of  richness,  and  above  all  of  light- 
ness; it  seems  as  ff  those  slender  columns,  those  carvings,  and 
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thotfe.  vaults  <K>uld  not  resist  time;  one  fears  lest  such  tr^sures 
should  fall  intQ.  ruin*  It.  is  so  heautiful,  one  feels  almost  a 
persotol  ^ppsreben$ix>n;  but  for  four  or  five  ceoturies  has  tbi$ 
prodigy  of  patience  beeo  st^ding  immutable  and  admirable. 
I  tell  yott  the  thought  that  one  carries  away  is:  If  it  only 
lastsl.  And.  there,  is  a  terror  lest  it  should  be  ruined,  deteri- 
orated, worn  out  S  wish  no  one  had  a.  right  to  touch  this 
creation  with  a  finger, /and  even  people  who: walk  there  are 
guilty,  for  it  seems  to  me  that  t^y  cpntribute.tp^the  very  slow 
but  inevitable  destruction  of  the  edifice.  I  well  know  that  for 
centuries  stiH  it  will  »tand»  but^r-  One  hates  to  learve  t^e  great 
wftH$  pi^reed  with.  Arab  windows^. parched. injhe  si^n,  and  the 
mo»que$  with  their  superb  rows,  of  pillars  and  their  arabesque 
carvings,  Bahl  Go  to  Rome  and  see  the  5»n  set.  behind  the 
dome  and  all  theee  prodlgipus  gew*gaws,  all  these  elegancies 
of  chiseled  stones,  of  Gothic  and  Arab  doors,  all  these  frail 
and  brittle  marvels  of  a  proud  and  disturbing  character^  all 
these  will  fall  like  scales  and  seem  to  you  puerile  ornaments. 

I  look;  at  the  photographs  of  Toledo.  It  scenes  to  me  that 
I  have  been  mistaken.     I  have-not  observed,  things  correctly. 

Saturdn^y,  October  15M.— I  have  passed  the  day  a^. the  Escu- 
rial  with  my  aunt  wbopa  it  bored;  and  who,  wkh  a  placid  face, 
tried  to  trick  me.  If  \  had  not  heard  the  guide  talking  she 
would  have  swindled  me  .out  of  the  burial,  vaults  in  order  that 
I  should  not  bejcome  too  weary.  "  And  then  th^  coffins — it  is 
frightful!"  .  Whatyii  trial  it  is  to  be  obliged  to  take  this  journey 
in  this  mann.e^!  .  I^aw^  as  in  a  dream,  that  magnificent  block 
of  granite.  Sombre,  sad,  sublimeJ .  As  form^,  X  find  it  superb; 
that  majestic  sadness  is  fascinating-  The  palace  follows  the 
form  qf  the  ^idirpn  of  St.,  ^.awrence .  (consult  the  guides), 
which  gives  it  a  little  the  air  of  a  barracks;;  but, it  rises  above 
fields  that  are  burnt,  sombre,  and  storm-tossed  like  a  sea,  and 
produces  a  profound  impression  with  its  granite  walls  as  thick 
as  a  Parisian  house,  its  cloisters,  its  columns,  its  galleries, 
lejcraceSt  courts,, and.  ponds  of  gr^en  water.   .Itis.9old,  they 
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say;  It  is  sad,  yes;  but  it  is  restful  after  the  irritating  visions  of 
Toledo.  We  visited  the  royal  apartments  covered  with  very  ugly 
tapestry,  wrought  in  colors  that  5^<?iiif  at  you.  However,  thie 
king's  study  is  a  gem;  there  are  wooden  doors  incrusted  with 
ornaments  of  polished  steel  and  pure  gold;  then  a  parlor  ora- 
tory in  embroidered  silk  is  ravishing.  .What  a  contrast  to  the 
chamber  of  Philip  II.!  This  tyrant  dwelt  in  a  miserable  bare 
cell  opening  into  a  sort  of  low  chapel,  )aU  in  marble,  which 
itself  opened  into  the  church;  Fifom  his  bed  he^- saw  the  altar 
and  could  hear  mass.  For  my  part,  I  cain  not  reftiember  all 
the  chambers,  staircases,  and  cloisters  that  they  took  us 
through;  the  place  is  so  large!  And  the  long  gdlleries -and 
immense  windows  closed  by  bOx4ike  wooden  shutters,  with 
massive  and  slightly  ornamented  doors!  ' 

The  church  is  admirable  In  Its  simplioity;  its  grand, '  )[>laih 
vaults  produce  an  altogether  imposing  effect.^  The  royal  tomb 
and  the  staiips,  which  lead  to  it,  all  in  various  colored  marbles, 
are  exceedingly  rich.  ..:,,.:.  •        . 

The  sarcophagi  are  of  Toledo  matfele  with  ornaments  of 
hammered  copper.  •  They  are  splendid;  Only  fiVe  places  are 
left.  M^rcM^s,  whose  fate  Was  so  touching, 'waits; in  a' little 
lateral  chapel,  for  the  reconstruction  of  th^  tomb  foriVa^itoi, 
and  queens  without  children.  «■ 

The.coro  is  of  unsculptured  wood,  btit-  in  the  middle  there 
iSa'matVelous  lectern,  with  books  as  largfe  as  I  am. 

The  library,  Oh!  There  are  manuscripts  th^t  I  admitted  for 
a  long  time,  although  I  did  not  know  mtfclv^  about  them. 

And  you  would  have  me  prefer  trivial  ornamentation  to  that 
sombre  niajestyr  -  What  character,  what  sobriety,  and  how 
far  we  are  from  the  indescribable  mass  6f'  ornaments  and  the 
brittle  fretwork  of  Toledo! 

Then  they  took  us  through  a  park  where  the  king  shoots 
rsibblts,  and  showed  Us  the  pavilion,  builtin  lySi,  I  think;  k 
gem.  'The  staircases'  and  the  courts  are  in  colored  marble, 
^nd-  there  am  a '  quantity  of  little  sdifions  :  Upholstered'  with 
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pictures,  even  with  pretty  pictures,  or  with  pale  silk  deliciously 
faded,  with  ravishing  embroidery,  blue  and  ro§e-colored 
flowers;  green,  harmoniously  faded,  shows  finely .  on  white 
mellowed  to  an  incomparable  ivory. 

Those  little  salons  in  satin  of  a  lustreless  white  or  pale  blue^ 
or  old  gold,  with  ceilings  deliciously  painted  or  incrusted,  are 
eoough  to  drive  one  wild. 

There  is  a  cabinet  adorned  with  pictures  embroidered  on 
tapestry;  a  f^w  feet  off  you  would  think,  them  paintings;  and 
there  are  marvelous  ivory  carvings  and  bisque  figures.  . 

Sunday y  October  itth, — One  of  the  most  curious  things  here 
is  the  Rastro,  a  street  occupied  by  every  kind  of  booth  like 
the  fairs  in  Russian  villages,  where  everything  can  be  found. 
And  what  a  life  and  animation  and  a  buzzing  there  are  under 
this  burning  sun.  It  is  wonderful!  Infinitely  rich  bric-a-brac 
is  lodged  in  dirty  houses,  back  shops,  and.  legendary  staircases. 
There  are  masses  of  fabrics,  tapestries,  and  embroidery  enough 
to  drive  one  crazy  with  longing  to  possess  tfiem.      -^    ./ 

And  the  wretched  inhabitants  seem  absolutely  reckless;  they 
drive  nails  through  beautiful  fabrics  on  the  walls  .to  hang  up 
old  frames;  they  walk  on  embroideries  spread  out  on  the 
floor,  which  is  littered  with  old  furniture,  frames,  statuary, 
shrines,  silverware,  and  old  rusty  nails?  I  bought  a.  salmon- 
red  silk  curtain,  covered  with  embroidery,  for  which  they  asked 
me  700  francs  and  took  150;  and  a  linen  skirt  embroic^ered 
with  pale  flowers  of  a  pretty  tint,  that  they  gave  me  for  5 
francs  after  asking  20. 

It  is  unfortunate  not  to  have  ioo,ooq  francs  to  spend;  one 
could,  furnish  a  studiq;  why,  with  only  100,000  francs  what 
could  not  be  bought?  .  . 

Escobar  came  to  take  us  to  the  bull-fight.  We  were  in  a 
box  with  Mademoiselle  Martiujez,  her  father,  two  others,  and 
Escobar.  I  wished  to  return  for  a  second  impression.  Eight 
buUs  were  announced  and  it  is,  I  believe,  the  last  Sunday.  In 
:$bQrt,  ft  brilUant  performance.     The  king,  the  queen,  and  the 
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infantas  were  present.  There  were  music,  sun,  crazy  clamor, 
stamping,  whistling,  handkerchiefs  waved,  hats  thrown.  It 
was  a  unique  spectacle  of  an  enthralling  grandeur  and  like 
nothing  else.  I  began  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing 
and  was  interested  in  the  performance.  I  went  there  reluc- 
tantly, with  a  shiver  of  disgust;  nevertheless,  I  kept  a  good 
countenance  in  face  of  that  butchery  and  refined  cruelty.  It 
is  very  beautiful  provided  one  looks  without  thinking.  Never- 
theless, one  ends  by  getting  interested,  and  through  pride 
keeps  a  brave  face  before  these  ignominies.  I  looked  all  the 
time.  One  leaves  drunk  with  blood;  for  a  small  consideration 
one  would  stick  steel  darts  in  everybody's  neck. 

I  cut  my  melon  at  the  table,  as  if  I  were  planting  a  ban* 
derilla^  and  my  meat  seemed  to  come  palpitating  from  under 
the  torn  hide  of  the  bull.  Oh,  it  mak5§  you  tremble  and  your 
head  heavy!  It  is  a  school  of  assassins.  Now,  doubtless, 
the  toreadors  are  handsome  and  graceful;  their  movements 
are  fine  and  dignified,  notwithstanding  their  extreme  supple- 
ness. 

This  duel  of  man  against  an  immense  brute  seems  magnifi- 
cent; but  is  it  indeed  a  duel,  when  it  is  always  known  which 
will  succumb?  I  acknowledge  that  there  is  something  fine 
and  exciting  in  the  scene,  when  the  matador  appears  in  the 
arena,  his  brilliant  costume  displaying  his  fine  form  to  the 
best  advantage,  and  makes  his  three  characteristic  salutes  (he 
raises  his  hand  three  times  as  high  above  his  head  as  he  can, 
and  then  brings  it  down  with  a  broad  sweep),  when,  calm 
arid  cool,  he  places  himself,  with  his  mantle  and  sword, 
directly  in  front  of  the  animal.  This  is  the  best  part  of  the 
show.  He  causes  scarcely  any  bloodshed.  Yes,  I  acknowl- 
edge it;  this  part  is  astonishing;  in  fact,  the  Spaniards  them- 
selves do  not  care  for  the  horse  part.  Then  I  am  reconciled 
to  this  savage  pleasure?  I  do  not  say  that,  but  it  has  a 
side  which  is  very  picturesque,  almost  grand.  The  amphi- 
theatre,  with  the    14,000   or   15,000  spectators,   is    like  a 
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vision  of  the  antiquity  I  so  love*  And  then,  again>  there  is 
the  bloody,  horrible,  ignoble  side.  If  the  men  were  less 
adroit,  if  they  oftener  received  severe  wounds,  I  should 
not  complain;,  but  it  is  their  cowardice  ^hich  revolts  me;: 
nevertheless^  they  say  it  requires  the  courage  of  ,a  lion — 'well, 
no,  they  are  too  adroit,  and  too  surely  avoid  the  foreseen 
afid  provoked  attacks  of  the  terrible,  but  artless,  brute.  The 
real  danger  is  to  .the  banderiUcraSy  for  the  man  runsto  encounter 
the  bull,  and  at  the  moment  the  latter  tries  to  gore^  dodges 
him, .  while  planting  his  danderillds  between  the  shoulders. 
It  irequlresexceptionaLcoutage  and  skill..  .  . 

Monday^  October  i.'jih.-^hx)^  yet^  there  lare  people  who  are 
happy,  while  I,  who  have:  everything  to  make  me  so,  am  not! 

I  have  money  enough  to  come,  go,  paint,  Xx2cv^-*^l  da  as  I 
please;  you  know  the  rest  I  would  rather  lack  money,  and 
not  do.  £ls  i  please,  than  be  With  people;  who  enrage 'me 
with,  their  obstinacy, /£?r»iy^«?flf. 

When  people  are  convinced  that  they  are  doing  right,  they 
can  not  be  moved.  My  family  are  convinced.  If  they  had 
not  this  nerve- jarring:,  rasping,  murdering  £axilt  of  ^secuting 
vAtfrom-iove^  I:might,  perhaps,  pardon  them  for  being  neither 
artistic  nor  agreeable;  and  yet,  there  are  haplpy  people  I  But 
look  at  this  trip  With  my.  aunt!  It  is  enough  to  make  me 
start  .for  J  Paris  tomorrow. 

Friday,  Ocfaber  t^.-^There  is  no  gainsaying  it;  I  cough  at 
such  a  rate  that  it  must  iiij lire  everything  inside  of  ni^;  and, 
with  that,  I  grow  thin,  or  rither — yes,  I  grow  thin.:  When  I 
sjtretch  out  my  arm  it  has  an/ attenuated  look,  instead  of  its. 
former  roundness.  It  is  still  pretty,  however,  and  I  do  not 
complain  yet.  At  present  it  is  the  interesting  period;  one 
becomes  slender  without  emaciation,  and  there  ia  a  touch  of 
languor,  which  is  rbefcbming;  bnt^  if  I- continue,  in  a  year  I 
shall  turn  out  a  skeleton.. 

'Tuesday;  Octaber  2oth.--^T\i\^  nioming  I  passed^  two  hours 
at  Corijpva.  iu«t  time  for  a  glance  at  a  jcity  thatia  delightful 


in  5ts  way.  I  adore  cities  like  that;  there  were  Hom&h  remains 
which  delighted  me,  and  the  moisque  was  a  vieritable  marvel. 

One  would  like  to  stay  a  month  at'CorcioYa. '  ^Bul  for  that 
you  thu&t  not  tjravel  with  aft  aunt  who  miariages  to  enrage  yoii 
ten  times  in  ten  minutes,  and  ends  by  becoming  angry  herself 
Sometimes  it  is,  "  There  is  nothing  to  sfee  here,  and  the  guide 
took  us  here  only  to  eafft  his  fefe  a«d  to  mak«  us  lose  the 
train.**  Ti»en  it  is  a  carriage  wtrich  is^  necesisary  to  go  to 
the  mosque!  "At  Cordova  at  8  o'clock  iti  the  morning! 
why,  we  shall  catch  out  death  of  cold,  and  I,  at  my  last 'gasp, 
cannot  walk;  the  chilly  air  is  terriWy  unhealthy."*  S#€fet  soci- 
ety, adorable  company,  for  an  artistic  journey  through  Spain! 
As  forme,  I  pray  God  continually  that  Ha  wiH  coanteract 
this,  for  it  is  exasperating  to  see  everything  ruined  tbrs  way. 
All  the  same  I  have-tio  luck^  it  U  enough  to-  make'orte  weep. 

I  take  care  of  myself  ahd  love  comfort  and  anal  very  fon^  of 
good  eating;  but  wh«Jn  it^oH4«&  t6  atini^fng  mewifth  this,  the 
whole  livelong  time,  I  would  rathetbe  throWri  out-in  the  street! 

Oh,' Lord-,  bttt  these  people  tire  me!^  WheVi  ttttle  iPoHkck 
was  around,  at  least  I  es^ped  these  bothets  to  a  certain 
extent.  Besidei^,  my  aunt  is  charmed  wheh  sdme  one  is^  \^ith 
ufe,  for  she  well  l^nows  that  she  enrages  me,'^oOr  woman!  * 

Saturday y  Vciober  22/ — ftehold  uis  m  this  mueh-vaiinted 
Seville!  Ott  the  Whol6  I  am  losing' much  time  h6tfe.  I  have 
.seen  the  gdllery— a  single  roo«i  full  Crf  MUrlllo^.  I  should 
have  preferred  something  else,  -there  is  ftothiflg»' but  ^virgins 
and  saints.  I,  Irho  am  a  barbarian,  pre8iifftpttk)us  and  cfearse, 
ha^^  iR}ot  yet  ^en  a  virgin  sti^  as  I  imagine  she  should  be. 
The  virghis  of  Raphael  are  beautiful  in  photographs.'  I  shall 
give  you  my  precious  opinion  when  1 4»ave  seen  them  agiairi. 
Muriilo  doefe  not  appeal  to  miev^ry'stto^gly,  I  confess/ with 
his  red-cheeked,  round-faced  virgins.  'To  be  sure,  therii  is 
the  one  in  the^Louvre  so  much  430i^ed;  it  Ims  the* most  feel- 
ing of  anyMurilio  I  have' ever  s^en;  it  might  evea  be  cklied 
divine.  ^  ' 
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And  the  cigar  and  cigarette  factories!  The  odor!  If  it 
were  only  nothing  but  tobacco!  There  is  a  jumble  of  women 
with  bare  arms  and  necks,  girls,  and  children.  For  the  most 
part  these  squirming  beings  are  pretty,  and  it  is  a  curious 
sight.  Spanish  women  have  a  grace  which  other  women 
have  not.  Venders  of  coffee  and  cigarette-rollers  walk  like 
queens;  and  withal  they  have  a  suppleness,  an  incomparable 
grace,  and  necks  set  in  such  a  manner!  round  arms  with  pure 
outlines,  and  smooth  as  marble. 

There  was.  one  woman  in  particular  who  rose  to  procure 
some  more  leaves  of  tobacco;  she  had  the  carriage  of  a  queen, 
the  suppleness  of  a  cat,  a  divine  grace,  with  a  superb  head,  a 
coloring  dazzling  as  a  carnation,  such  arms,  such  eyes,  such  a 
smile — ^great  heavens!  but  she  was  beautiful;  and  there  are 
many  who  have  wonderful  style  about  them. 

The  little  girls  are  all  droll  and  charming.  There  are  some 
homely  women,  but  only  at  few,  and  even  the  homely  ones 
have  some  redeeming  feature. 

Wednesday^  October  25/A. — Well,  let  us  hope  time  will  set 
things  right.     My  brain  is  in  a  maze. 

I  have  seen  the  cathedral,  which  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
in  the  world,  in  my  opinion,  and  one  of  the  largest.  We  saw 
the  Alca2^  with  its  delicious  gardens,  the  bath  of  the  sultanas, 
and  then  we  took  a  w^lk  in  the  streets;  I  invent  nothing  when 
I  say  that  we  were  the  only  women  in  hats;  so  it  is  to  our  hats 
that  I  attribute  the  astonishment  of  the  passers-by. 

I  was  not  becomingly  dressed,  or  there  might  have  been 
other  reasons  for  looking  at  me;  but  I  wore  a  skirt  of  gray 
linen,  a  black,  close-fitting  jacket,  and  a  black  traveling  hat. 
But  foreigners  are  looked  at  here  as  if  they  were  learned 
monkeys;  people  stop,  call  after  them,  and  make  invidious 
remarks. 

I  was  hooted  at  by  the  children,  but  the  grown-up  ones  told 
me  I  was  pretty  and  salada  (salt);  it  is,  as  you  know,  very  chic 
to  be  salada. 
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Seville  is  all  white,  all  white;  the  streets  are  narrow;  in  most 
of  them  carriages  can  not  go,  and  with  all  this  it  is  not  so 
picturesque  as  might  be  wished.  Ah,  Toledo!  I  see  my  bar- 
barity  now. 

Toledo  is  a  marvel;  Seville,  with  its  low,  whitewashed  houses, 
is  a  little  bourgeme  in  character.  It  has,  indeed,  its  vulgar 
quarter — but  in  every  country  in  the  world  the  low  quarters 
are  interesting.  What  there  is,  is  in  such  a  harmony  and  rich- 
ness of  tone  that  one  would  wish  to  paint  everything. 

I  am  much  exasperated  at  not  speaking  Spanish;  it  is  a 
frightful  handicap,  above  all  in  painting  and  making  studies. 

These  women  and  half-wild  children,  clothed  in  picturesque 
rags,  are  superb  subjects  to  paint.  It  is  ravishing,  notwith- 
standing*the  crudity  of  .the  white  houses.  But  it  rains  con- 
stantly and  I  am  enfamille. 

I  understand  that  one  may  be  happy  \W\ng  en /amt7/ey  and  I 
should  be  unhappy  alone.  One  may  go  shopping  en  /ami/le, 
go  to  the  Bois  enfamille^  sometimes  to  the  theatre;  one  may 
be  sick  en  families  in  fact  do  everything  that  pertains  to  family 
life — ^but  to  travel  en  familleU!  Would  I  experience  any 
pleasure  in  waltzing  with  my  aunt.?  Well,  it  is  the  same  thing. 
It  is  mortally  wearisome  and  even  a  little  ridiculous. 

Yesterday  I  made  a  study  of  a  beggar  in  four  or  five  hours. 
A  life-size  head.  It  is  necessary,  from  time  to  time,  to  try  very 
rapid  sketches  to  limber  the  hand. 

I  seem  to  be  in  exile;  the  days  are  so  long  under  this  gray 
sky,  and  as  I  can  sleep  but  little  on  account  of  the  mosquitoes, 
I  feel  weak  and  can  not  work. 

I  imagined  I  should  find  a  mass  of  adventures  at  Seville,  but 
I  am  so  bored  that  I  stay  shut  up  at  the  hotel,  and  it  rains. 

No  love,  no  poetry,  not  even  youth — nothing!  It  is  true 
that  there  is  nothing  in  my  life  at  Seville.  It  seems  to  me  that 
I  am  buried,  as  I  was  in  Russia  last  summer.  All  these  mar- 
vels! For  what?  And  painting?  Here  are  five  months  that 
I  have  not  been  in  the  studio;  and  of  these  five  months,  with 
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all  my  travels,  I  have  lost  three.  I,  who  have  so  much  need 
of  work!  Breslau's  mention  has  awakened  in  me  a  world  of 
thoughts,  or,  rather,  has  brought  near  tome,  has  made  possi- 
ble, has  translated  into  actual  life,  this  dream  of  a  medal  at 
the ;*S;di/<!»iir»  which  appeared  so  djistatit/that  I  thought  of  it  in 
my:  day  dreams,  as  I  dreamed  : of  having  the  cross  of  the 
Legion  of  Honor,  or  of  being  Queen  of  Spain.  When  Ville- 
vieille  cam^  to  announce  to  me  the  probability  that  Breslau 
would  receive  a  meQtion,-  she  appeared  to  think  that  that 
made  me-r—  In  short,  oth€is,.by  admitting  that  I  could  dare  to 
think  of  a  recompense  for  myself,  have  given  me  the  audacity 
^to  think  of  it,  or^  rather,  to  say  tq  myself,  that  since  others 
think  that  I  dream  of  it,  it  must  be  that  it  is  possible— in  fact, 
here  are  five  months  that  I  have  been  dreaming  of  it.. 

I  seem  to  ramble,  yet  everything  dovetails,  tpgether.  The 
study  of  Lorenzo's  hous^  m.ay  work  up  into  a  picture. 

Thursday^  October  26M.-T-Oh,  happiniessf  I  have  left  that 
frightful  Seville! 

I  say  the  more  "frightful,"  because  I  have  been  at  Granada 
since  yesterday  evening;  have  been  on  the  go  since  morning, 
and.  have  already  $een  the  inevitable  c^thed^al,,  jthe  Generaliffe, 
and  a  part  of  the  vaults  of  the  Bohemians.  I  am  full  of  enthu- 
siasm. At  Biarritz  and  at  Seville;  my,  w^n^s  were  clipped; 
everything  seenied  at  an  end — dead.  During  the  three  hours 
I  passed  at  Cordova,  I  had  the  .impression  of  an  artistic  city, 
that  is  to  say,  I  could  have  worked  there  with  entire  delight. 
As  to  Granada,  there  is  but  one  grief,  and  that  i&  not  to  be 
able  to  stay  six  months — a  year.^  One  do^  not  know  which 
way  to  gOf  there  are  so  many  things  to  do  and  Sjee — streets, 
silhouettes,  views.  It  makes  me  Ipng  ^p  be  a  landscape  painter. 
But  then,  thpse  strange  and  interesting  types  appear,  such 
striking,  warm,  and  harmonious  colors! 

But  the  most  curious  thing  I  h^ve  seen,  is  the  prison  qf 
Granada,  the  prison  where  the  convicts  work.  I  do  Aot  know 
how  the  fancy  came  to  me  to  go  tl?ere,  and  cei^tainly  I  do  .^lot 
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rtgret  it,  although  one  leaves  the  place  with  a  pressure 
through  the  temples,  as  after  a  bull-fight.  The  cooimairder 
of  the  prison  at  once  acceded  to  the  desire  of  the  noble 
strangers,  and  they  showed  uft  everything.  A  guard  walked 
in  front,  and  we  were  flanked  by  a  corporal's  gultrd  of^  six, 
chosen-  from  the  bravest  criiflirtals,  strmed  with  sticks,  and 
detailed 'for  the  sfervioe.  t  can  hot  deifecribe  the  impression 
caused  by  this  troop  of  men,  standihg  up  and  taking  off  their 
hats  \^it^  a  rapidity  that  resembled  >  f^at/  hki^ve  the  gold 
braid  and  batons  of  the  guards;  The  latter  kre  accustomed  to 
beat  them,  it  the  guide  is  to  be  believed    ' 

Disarmed,  shut  up,  forced  to  work  like  children,  these  men 
inspired  me  with  pity,  instead  of  making  me  think- of  the 
crimes  and  misdetheariofs  wfeich  had  caused  them  to  be  incar- 
cerated. I  will  say  more:  It  is 'almost  tenderness— A  singular 
tenderness,  that  one  feels  in  pfesehce  of  that  horde  of  wretches, 
who  bow  with  such  an  liumble  manner;  whb  seem  to  work 
with  so  much  zeal,  and  show  us  the  primers  in  which  they' 
learn  to  read,  and  all  this- With'  timid,  infantine  airs. 

Yes,  they  are  flogged;  that  can  be  seen.  They  have  the 
look  of  those  poor  street  dogs  that  lie  dowii  resignedly  to 
receive  blows. 

But  what  heads!  1  should  really  like  to  make  a  picture 
there.  I  have  permission,  and  if  I  find  some  comer,  with 
thriee  or  four  persons— unhappily,  that  leads  you  on  to  too 
large  a  picture. 

I  advise  all  travelers  to  visit  tliis  sombre  prison  before  seeing 
the  Generaliffe,  whose  gardens  are  a  foretaste  of  Paradise, 
(iertainly.'  Ah!  how  to  descHbe  those  tangles  of  rose  laurels, 
of '  oranges,  of  the  richest  arid  most  exquisite  plants,  those 
cypress  alleys,  those  arabesque  walls  covered  with  roses,  those 
brooks  flowing  through  banks  of  violets!  Go  to  the  prison, 
then'to  the  Generaliffe.  ,  . 

To-morrow  I  shall  devote  to  the  Alhambra,  and  the  htad  of 
a  cohvict  I  am  going  to  paint.  . 
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Friday^  October  28///. — I  have  passed  my  day  in  the  prisons 
of  Granada.  The  prisoners  enjoy  much  liberty.  The  court 
resembles  a  market.  The  doors  do  not  have  the  appearance 
of  shutting  tightly;  in  short,  this  prison  does  not  resemble 
the  descriptions  of  the  convict  stations  in  France. 

My  poor  convict  posed  very  well  all  day;  but  as  I  made  the 
head  life-size,  and  sketched  the  hands  in  a  day  (sublime 
genius!),  I  have  not  rendered  the  astonishingly  ambiguous 
character  of  this  individual  as  accurately  as  usual,  and  I  do 
wrong  to  lay  it  to  the  lack  of  time.  That  I  am  not  better  satis- 
fied  is  owing  to  the  light,  which  changed  several  times,  and 
also  to  those  good  convicts  of  whom  I  had  constantly  a  dozen 
at  my  back.  They  came  in  relays,  but  they  were  always  there, 
and  it  is  annoying  to  feel  eyes  behind  you.  The  excellent 
deputy  had  put  chairs  behind  me,  as  at  the  theatre,  in  the 
room  in  which  I  worked,  for  his  friends,  who  succeeded  each 
other  there  during  the  whole  day.  Each  moment  there  was  a 
knocking  at  the  door;  it  was  the  prisoners — those  not  bad — the 
corporals,  who  asked  to  come  in  and  were  permitted  to  do 
so.  The  interpreter  and  Rosalie  stayed  there  all  the  time,  and 
through  them  I  learned  that  a  man  who  killed  his  wife  is 
going  to  be  strangled  publicly  next  week.  Then^  there  is  a 
prisoner  locked  up  for  refusing  to  kneel  before  a  religious  pro- 
cession, and  other  astonishing  things.  Have  you  ever  marked 
that  when  one  says,  as  I  did  just  now,  and  other  astonishing 
things^  or  there  were  other  things  quite  as  remarkable,  or  again, 
what  I  say  here  is  nothing  compared  to  the  rest,  it  is  always 
because  one  passes  over  nothing,  even  that  which  is  worst; 
that  one  has  said  what  is  most  striking,  and  there  is  nothing 
else  to  be  said,  and  that  one  wishes  to  make  an  impression, 
Very  often,  speaking  of  a  person,  one  cites  his  worst  action, 
saying:  "This  is  something  that  is  habitual  to  him;  judge, 
then,  what  his  grave  sins  must  be."  But  let  us  return  to  my 
convict,  I  had  supposed  him  guilty  of  the  most  heinous 
crimes,  and  all  he  did,  it  seems,  was  to  pass  counterfeit  money. 
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The  idea  of  his  relative  innocence  has  prevented  mt,  per- 
haps, from  giving  him  the  criminal  appearance  which  he  really 
has,  for  he  has  a  head  capable  of  anything,  so  I  am  going 
to  weave  a  little  romance  about  him  which  I  shall  tell  in  Paris. 
The  balconied  window  looked  on  the  court,  and  all  those  poor 
fellows  looked  through  at  the  model,  and  the  easel,  and  the 
painter,  with  Spanish  avidity.  When  I  came  away,  they  gath- 
ered like  starved  dogs  about  the  easel,  with  wide-open  eyes, 
hands  joined  together,  and  exclamations  of  amazement  at 
their  comrade's  portrait. 

As  he  crossed  the  threshold,  the  deputy  had  the  complacency 
to  show  the  canvas  to  the  whole  court-yard  of  convicts  who 
stood  on  tiptoe  to  look  at  it.  Then  he  carried  it  to  the  super- 
intendent, and  to  the  warden,  who  descended  to  bow  me  into 
my  carriage.  Then,  with  the  deputy  walking  in  front  of  the 
horses,  we  stopped  in  front  of  the  house  of  another  dignitary 
of  the  prison,  who  came  out  to  see  the  picture,  and,  after  the 
deputy  and  warden  had  renewed  the  assurance  that  they 
would  be  pleased  to  have  me  repeat  my  visit,  I  at  length 
started  off  to  take  a  drive  with  my  aunt. 

I  have  written  on  the  corner  of  my  canvas  "  Antonio  Lopez, 
condemned  to  death  October,  1881,  for  murder  and  counter- 
feiting." Poor  man!  however,  I  have  calumniated  him  under  a 
pseudonym.  His  name  may  be  Roderigo,  or  Perez,  or  even 
Lopez.  I  have  represented  him  at  his  knitting;  the  most  of 
these  amiable  citizens — that  is  to  say,  all  those  who  are  not 
employed  in  the  shops  at  carpenter  work,  cabinet-making, 
shoe-making,  etc. — ^knit  stockings,  like  peaceable  housewives. 

The  convict  condemned  to  death  walked  about  the  court- 
yard as  unconstrained  as  those  who  were  only  in  for  a  year 
or  two,  for  some  bagatelle. 

Several  of  these  gentlemen  prefer  domestic  cooking  to  the 
meals  served  at  the  establishment,  and  their  gracious  consorts 
bring  them  extraordinary  dinners,  which  Coco  surely  would 
not  touch — Coco,  sumamed  tAe  assassin^  no  one  ever/knew 
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why,  «nd  whor  each  time  that  his  companions  acted  toward  me 
as  did  Francis  I.  with  Titian,  jumped  on  tl^em.  without  bark- 
ing, so  as  to  bite  the  more  surely. 

Sa/ufday^  October  z^h,^-^h\,  last  I  have  seen  the  Alhambra; 
I  made  it  a  rule  not  to  linger  before  the  most  beautiful  objects; 
first,  not  to  become  wedded  to  Granada;  and,  secondly, 
because  the  guide  who  took  us  matted  my  artistic  enjoyment 
by  his  presence.  I  am  determined  to  return  to  this  country 
once  more  before  I  die. 

Granada,  seen  from  the  tower,  is  completely  beautiful. 
There  a|3e  mountains  povieifed  .with  snow,  gigantic  trees,  exqui- 
site plants  and  flowers^. the>  clear  sky,  and  Granada  itself,  with 
its  white  houses  basking  in  the  sun;  and  in  the. midst  of  all 
these  beauties  of  nature  the^  Arab  wails  and  the  towers  of  the 
Generalise  and  of  the  Alhambrai ;  And  in  the  distance  there 
is  a  vast  horizon  resembiiog^  the  sea;  iti  fact^ .nothing  but  the 
sea  is  wanting  to  make  this  the  most  beautiful  country  in  the 
world.  .     .   ; 

The  Arab  costume,  certainly,  is  the  most  picturesque  of  any. 
Nothing  is  comparable  to  the  proud  elegance  of  these  superb 
draperies,  i  am  haunted  by  the  thought  of  the  late  Boabdil 
and  his  Moors,  whom  I  imagine  walking  about  in  this  inborn* 
parable  palate.. 

This  afternoon  I  made  a  study  in  a  small  street,  and  on 
completing  it  wrote  -on  the  wall:  ^*Here  Audrey  worked, 
18181."  But  the  sbadow^on  the  right  of  the  sketch  is  of  too 
warm  a  toaev  which  mars  the  effect  of  the  bdlliancy  of  the 
light,  and  it  grie:«e&  n^e.  Would  you  imagine  that  it  was  cold, 
and  my  fingers  were  so  stiff  that  I  had  to  go  and  warm  myself 
in  the  sun?  I  am  not  encouraged  to  stay  here  since  I  can  not 
work  in  the  open  air.  Why  do  I  steSv  and  shiver  here; /pass 
terribly  dull  evenings;  ;stay  awake  in  these  infamously  hard 
beds;  and  eat  daily  only  a  plate  of  soup  and  a  piece  of  bread, 
with  a  cup  of  coffee  in  the  morning?  Because  Ir  wished' to 
take  awicy  at  least. one  good  sketch.  .>  .        -  . 
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Sunday^  October  ^oth, — I  passed  Ihe  whole  day  at  the  gypsy 
camp,  and  to  no  purpose.  The  weather  was  glacia!,  my  fade  "Was 
chapped  With  the  cold,  my  canvas  covered  with  sand  and  dust; 
in  short,  I  accomplished  nothing.  But  what  a  valuable  lesson 
it  is  for  an  artist  to  stay  there  a  whole  day  to  seize  those 
attitudes,  those  groups,  those  effects  of  light  and  shade! 
They  are  vttf  Well  disposed  toward  foreigners  because  the 
Spaniards  despise  them.  You  could  come  for  two  or  three 
months  and  make  sketches  daily,  and  there  would  be  always 
material  left.  1  rave  over  these  gypsy  types.  They  have 
postures,  motions,  and  attitudes 'of  such  a  natural  and  pecu- 
liar grace.  Marvelous  pictures  could  be  painted  here.  Your 
eyes  fly  around  in'  every  direction,  as  they  say  in  Russian; 
everything  is  a.  picture.  It  is  exasperating  to  have  come  ^0 
late;  but  in  spite  of  the  strongest  desire  to  do  so,  it  is  impos- 
sible to  work;  the  wind  from  the  snow-coveted  mountains  rs 
piercing  and  can  not  be  withstood.  But  it- is  beautiful,.beati- 
tifui,  beautiful!  When  I  started  in  to  work»  thei  gypsies 
rushed  up  and  grouped  themselves  all  arotmd'  on  the  natural 
steps  of  the  mountain' — imagine  what  a  favorable  condition — 
and  their  curiosity  is  entirely  sympathetic,  while  the  people 
who  surrounded  me  in  the  street  the  other  day  annoyed  me 
intensely.  The  Spaniards  do  nothing;  the  result  is,  that 
instead  of  coming  up  to  look  and  passing  on,  a  mass  of  them 
stay  behind  jo\i  two  or  three  hours.  And,  mark  yod,  I 
worked  in  a  xieseiHed  street;  in  a  diabolical 'wind;  and  there 
are  a  great  many  painters  here. 

Granada  is  as  artistic  and  picturesque  as  Seville  is  bour^ 
^<?/jr,  notwithstanding  it  possesses  a  celebrated  college.  All 
the  streets  df  Granada,  or  almost  all,  are  a  painter's  delight 

One  is  dizzledand  thrilled  in  every  sense.  One  can  stop 
at  hazard  and  paint  what  is  in  front  of  him,  and  it  will  be  a 
picture.  ' 

I  want  to  come  back  here  next  August,  and  remain  through 
Septeiiiber,^and  the  first  half  of  October.  ' 
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Monday,  October  ^ist — I  am  glad  the  cold  drives  me  away, 
otherwise  I  should  not  leave,  and  I  ought  to  return.  It  is  five 
months  since  I  have  seen  Tony;  and  a  studio  must  be  rented 
to  paint  my  picture  for  the  Sa/on  without  hurry,  and  in  my 
best  vein.  The  first  year  it  amounted  to  nothing.  Last  year 
you  know  how  short  the  time  was,  etc.,  to  say  nothing  about 
the  subject  not  being  mine.  But  this  year  I  believe  I  have 
something  of  interest. 

I  shall  paint  Lorenzo's  bric-a-brac  shop  with  a  staircase  in 
the  background,  and  a  bright  light,  with  a  woman  arrang- 
ing carpets  on  a  sort  of  dais;  in  the  foreground  another 
woman  is  rubbing  up  copper  work,  in  a  stooping  posture,  and 
the  proprietor  watches  her,  standing  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  smoking  a  cigar. 

The  women  shall  be  clothed  in  their  ordinary  chintz  dresses, 
which  I  shall  buy  on  our  return  to  Madrid.  And  I  have 
nearly  all. the  stuffs  necessary.  The  dais  must  be  set  up,  and 
that  will  cost  loo  francs.  Well,  I  start  this  evening  and  I 
can  not  help  singing  from  joy. 

My  trip  to  Spain  will  have  served  to  cure  me  of  the  habit 
of;  eating  for  the  sake  of  eating,  which  takes  up  time  and 
dulls  the  intellect.  I  have  cultivated  an  Arab  abstinence  and 
only  eat  what  is  absolutely  necessary,  just  enough  to  sustain 
life. 

The  son-in-law  of  the  gypsy  chief,  at  whose  camp  I 
painted,  had  just  come  out  df  the  galleys,  where  he  had 
passed  four  years — for  abducting  a  little  girl  thirteen  years 
old. 

Wednesday,  November  2d. — Here  we  are  again  at  Madrid, 
which  I  have  been  anticipating  for  a  week,  and  I  shall  spend 
three  days  making  a  new  study  of  Lorenzo.  After  having 
heard  me  talk  continually  of  my  plan,  and  having  seen  my 
impatience  to  return  to  Madrid,  it  is  entirely  natural,  is  it  not, 
that  my  aunt,  in  street  costume,  should  come  and  say  to  me: 
"  Well,  are  we  going  to  spend  the  day  shopping?*'     And  as 
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I  replied  that  I  was  going  to  paint,  she  appeared  absolutely 
astonished,  and  told  me  that  I  was  insane. 

An  idea  comes  to  me;  I  think  I  have  hit  on  a  good  sub- 
ject; my  dream  begins  to  take  a  bodily  shape;  I  commence 
my  sketch,  entirely  absorbed  in  my  work,  ransacking  my  head 
for  harmonious  combinations;  and  as  I  am  chasing  up  some 
idea — which  is  still  very  vague  ancl  may  escape  before  I  can 
seize  it — my  dear  family  arrives,  my  family  who  love  me  so 
and  are  so  uneasy  when  I  cough.  I  am  not  over-sensitive;  I 
deem  myself  very  practical,  compared  with  other,  artists — 
although  I  am  not  enough  so,  as  you  know.  Oh,  stolid  ^nd 
stupid  family!  they  will  never  comprehend  that  one  less 
strong,  less  energetic,  less  exuberant  than  I,  would  be  dead 
already. 

Saturday^  November  $t/i, — I  am  in  Paris  to  my  immense 
delight.  I  counted  the  hours  shivering  in  the  car.  The 
sharp  air  and  the  brilliant  sun  of  Spain  niake  the  gray  calm 
of  this  handsome  city  seem  delicious  to  nae,  and  I  regard  the 
ceramics  at  the  Louvre  with  pleasure — the  mere  thought  of 
them  used  to  bore  me. 

Julian  believed  that  I  would  not  return  until  much  later, 
and  ill,  and  perhaps  not  return  at  all. 

Ah!  how  sweet  is  sympathy,  but  painting  is  above  every- 
thing. 

Sunday^  November  6th. — The  lawsuit  is  ended  and  won. 
That  is  to  say,  the  trial  showed  that  there  was  no  cause  of 
action.  It  seems  impossible,  it  has  be,en  pending  30  long; 
nevertheless,  it  is  true.  We  have  just  received  a  dispatch 
from  mamma.     This  is  a  happy  day. 

Tuesdayy  November  i5M.r— I  have  told  .Julian  of  a  plan  I 
have  for  a  picture — and  he  approved  of  it.  But  he  no  longer 
inspires  me  with  confidence^  he  appears  mazy.  At  least,  I 
imagine  all  this. 

Tony  remains  to  me,  but  I  have  cultivated  him  less  and — 

well,  we  shall  see.  . 

39 
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foot  Coiignon  died  more  than  three  weeks  ago. 

We  never  cared  for  each  other  much,  but  toward  the  last 
she  was  so  unhappy  that,  though  I  did  not  care  for  her,  I 
pitied  her. 

Thursday y  Nommber  iTth, — Yesterday,  I  could  not  drag 
myself  about,  on  account  of  a  cold,  a  cough,  and  pains  in  ray 
chest,  my  throat,  and  ray  back;  I  could  swallow  nothinjg,  and 
alternated  ten  times  between  a  chill  and  a  f  erer. 
'  I  am  a  little  better  to-rfay,  but  that  is  poor  consolation  for 
one  treated  \>y  the  greatest  doctors  in  the  world;  and  for 
«uch  a  longtime^  too;  ever«ince  I  first  lost  my  voice  I  have 
been  under  treatment.  Yes,  behold  the  ring  of  Polycrates 
•which!  throw  into  the  sea  in  spite  j^f  myselff  Well,  since 
this  frightful  malady  has  such  a  grip  upon  me,  it  would  be 
only  justice  if  I  were  to  have  all  sorts  of  luck  in  other 
dilutions. 

It  wilinot  be  said  that  I  possess  all  good  thingis,  no  matter 
what  hcightk  I  attain. 

'    Mmddy^  Novtmber  2i^/^-^Potain  "was  sent  for  Wednesday, 
and  he  came  to-day.     I  might  have  collapsed  In  the  interval. 

I  kttcwwell  that  hie  would  send  me  to  the  South  again,  and 
in  anticipation,  I  had  my  teeth  set,  "my  voice  trembled,  and  I 
repressed  iny  tears  by  a'  great  effort.  ' 

To  go  South  is  to  surrender,  and  the  persecutions  of  my 
family  make  it  a  poriTit  of  honor  with  me  to  keep  up  at  all 
hazards.  To  go  away — that  means  the  triumph  of  all  the 
rermih  of  the  studios. 

"^She  is  very  sick;  they  have  taken  her  South.*'' 

Ttiesday^  November  22^. — It  is  impossible  to  imagine  how 
exasperating  for  me  i^  this  exile  in  th«  South.  It  seems  as  if 
rverythtng  were  at  an  end  for  tne,  who  had  returned  irrtoxi- 
'catcd  with  the  idea  of  keeping  stiTl  and  ivottmjg,  working 
hard  without  let  up,  following  the  inspiratlpn-^^and  now, 
ewtything  is  blotted  out  anew. 

And  while  others  will  be  constantly  advancing, 'ill  the  midst 


(. 
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of  this  artistic  Paris,  I  shall  be  down  there  doing  nothing,  or 
trying  to  paint  a  picture  in  the  open  air^  which  is  something 
horribly  difficult. 

Look  at  Breslao,  it  ia  not  her  peasant  wQman  that  brought 
her  any  reputation.  In  a  word^  na^y  heart  cracks  and  breaks 
in  front  of  all  this. 

This  evening  I  saw  Charcot,  who  said  that  the  disease  has 
not  advanced  since  last  year;  the  trouble  with  me-  the  last 
week  has  been  simply  a  severe  cold,  which  is  not  at  all  dan- 
gerous, and  will  soon  disappear.  As  regards  the  South,  it  is 
the  same;  I  must  go  away  or  shut  myself  up  exactly  like  a 
prisoner.  Otherwise^  I  run  the  risk  of  serious  illness;  my 
right  lung  is.  affected,  ^nd  yet.it  seems, the^'e  is  hope. for  me; 
my  disease  is  not  incurable;  it  is  confined  to  one  spot  and  does 
not  grow  worse,  in  spite  of  all  my  alleged  imprudences^  They 
told  me  the  same  thing  last  year,  and  I  would  not  even  listen 
to  them;  now  I.  hesitate,  and  spend  hours  cryingi  as  yester- 
day, at  the  idea  of  leaving  Paris  again  and  breaking  off  my 
work. 

It  is  true  that  if  I  am  often  as  I  have  been  these  last  few 
days,  Paris  will  not  do  me  nauch  goqd- 

This  is  what  makes  me  desperajtel  ,, 

■  Surrender,  acknowledge  myself  vanquished;  say:  '*Yes,  the 
doctors  are  right!     Yes,  I  am  very  ill!'* 

Ah,  no,  decidedly  everything  goes  wrong  I 

Saturday,  Nov€viber  26/^.-^1  intended  to  go  to  Tony,  you 
remember,  to  work  under  his  eyes,  and  to  show  him  my 
sketch  and  decide  upon  something,  but  I  have  not  started  out 
I  am  weak  and  can  eat  nothing,  probably  due  to  my  constant 
fever.  It  is  terribly  sad  to  be  kept  in  inaction  by— by  I 
know  not  what;  in  a  word,  to  haye  no  Sitrength,  Charcot 
came  aga^n^ 

Mamma  and  Dina  arrived  yesterday,  summoned  by  my  aunt's 
insane  dispatches.  This  niorning,  Dina  received  a  letter  from 
her  sister,  asking  how  I  was  getting  along. 
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I  have  taken  cold,  I  know;  but  that  can  happen  to  anybody. 

And  then;  no,  all  is  ended.  My  ears  are  in  a  sad  state  from 
this  cold  and  this  fever.  To  what  can  I  aspire?  What  can  I 
obtain?  There  is  nothing  further  to  hope  for.  It  is  as  if  a 
veil  had  been  torn  the  other  day;  five  or  six  days  ago.  All 
is  ended,  all  is  ended,  all  is  ended! 

Tuesday y  November  29M. — Well!  This  has  lasted  a  fort- 
night, and  will,  probably,  continue  as  much  longer. 

Madame  Nachet  brought  me  a  bouquet  of  violets  to-day, 
and  I  received  her,  as  I  do  everybody;  for,  in  spite  of  a  fever 
which  has  not  left  me  for  two  weeks,  and  a  pulmonary  conges- 
tion on  the  left  side,  alias  pleurisy  ^  and  two  blisters,  I  do  not 
capitulate-^I  get  up  and  act  like  a  well  person.  Only  the 
quinine  makes  me  deaf.  The  other  night  I  thought  I  should 
die  of  fright  when  I  discovered  that  I  could  not  hear  my 
watch  tick.     And  I  must  keep  on  taking  the  stuff! 

Otherwise,  I  feel  almost  strong;  and  were  it  not  that  I  have 
not  been  able  to  swallow  anything  for  a  fortnight,  I  should 
not  feel  ill  at  all. 

Ah!  my  work — my  picture,  my  poor  picture!  It  is  the  29th 
of  November,  and  I  can  not  begin  before  the  end  Of  December. 
I  shall  not  have  time  enough  in  two  months  and  a  half.  What 
ill-luck!  and,  when  one  is  born  unfortunate,  how  impossible  it 
is  to  resist!  Look  at  me;  painting  seemed  a  refuge,  and  here 
I  am,  at  times,  almost  deaf;  hence,  a  frightful  bother  with  the 
models,  perpetual  anguish,  and  an  inability  to  paint  portraits 
without  acknowledging  my  weakness,  which  I  have  not  the 
courage  to  do.  Besides,  with  this  illness,  it  is  impossible  to 
work,  and  I  am  obliged  to  stay  shut  up  for  a  month.  The 
whole  thing  is  too  melancholy! 

Dina  stays  with  me  constantly!     She  is  so  kind. 

Paul  and  his  wife  arrived  yesterday.  The  Gavinis  and 
G6ry  came,  and  Bojidar  and  Alexis.  I  keep  constantly  on 
the  lookout,  and  avoid  scrapes  by  meians  of  courage  and  chaff. 

The  doctors  are  the  victims  of  my  pleasantries  at  present. 
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Potain,  not  able  to  be  here  constantly,  sends  me  a  doctor,  wn^. 
comes  daily. 

And  that  amuses  me;  for  I  play  mad,  and  profit  by  that 
state,  to  indulge  in  insane  ravings. 

Wednesday^  November.  30M. ^-Julian  came  yesterday  even- 
ing; he  thinks  me  very  ill.  I  saw  it  from  his  somewhat 
affected  gaiety;  as  for  me,  I .  am  profoundly  meiaocholy.  I 
do  nothing;  and  my  picture!  But,,  above  all^  to  do  nothing! 
Do  you  understand  this  despair?  I  stay  here  with  my  arms 
folded,  while  the  others  work,  make  progress,  paint  their 
pictures! 

I  thought  that  God  had  left  me  my  painting,  and  I  had 
devoted  myself  to  it  as  a  supreme  refuge;  and  behold,  it  fails 
me,  and  I  can  only  cry  my  eyes  out. 

Thursday^  December  ist.r^Friday^  December  2d» — Already  iit  is 
the  2d  of  December.  I  should  be  at  work  seeking  fabrics,  and 
the  large  vase  which  is  to  figure  in  the  background.  What  is 
the  use  of  these  details.^  Only  to  make  me  weep.  I  feel 
much  stronger,  I  eat,  I  sleep,  I  am  ahnost  as  strong  as  usual. 

But  the  lower  part  of  my  left  lung  is  affected.  The  right 
lung,  the  chronic  one,  is  better,  it  appears;  but  that  does  not 
console  me.  This  frightful  illness,. which-  can  be  cured,  will 
keep  me  shut  up, at  homQ  for  some  weeks  yet  It  is  enough  to 
make  me  drown  myself. 

Oh,  it. is  cruel  of  God!  I  had  annoyances,  family  disagree- 
ments; but  these  did  not  harrow  me  to  the  bottom  of  my  soul, 
so  to  speak^  and  then  I  had  tremendous  hopes.  I  lost  my 
voice — ^the  first  personal  attack — then  I  became  used  to  that, 
resigned  myself  to  it,  rose  above  it,  consoled  myself  for  it. 

Ahy  since  you  accommodate  yourself  to  all  that,  .the  means 
of  working  shall  be  taken  away  from  you! 

No  studying,  no  painting,  nothing  more,  and  a  delay  of 
a  whole  winter  for  me  who  had  put  my  whole  life  into  my 
work..  Oi^ly. those  who  have  been  in  my  position  cap.  com,pr^T 
bend  me. 
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Wednesday^  December  7/^.— What  exasperates  me  is  my  ill- 
ness. Yesterday,  that  horrible  Potain  (who  comes  every  day,  as 
the  grciaf  mao  can  only  inconvenience  himself  twice  a  week) 
asked  me,  in  a  casual  manner,  if  I  were  getting  ready  to  travel? 

Their  South!  Oh,  the  idea  alone  completely  upsets  me.  I 
could  not  eat  any  dinner,  and  if  Julian  had  not  come;  I  should 
have  cried  with  rage  all  the  evening.  '  - 

Well,  never  mind  what  happens^  I  will  not  go  to  their  South! 

Friday y  December  ^th. — There  is  a  drawing  from  Breslau  in 
the  Vie  Moderne,  If  I  had  not  cried  so  much,  I  might'  have 
used  the  time  of  my  illness  in  making  sketches  and  outlines; 
but  niy  "hand  still  trembles  a  little. 

My  lung  is  better;  but  my  temperature  c6ntinuies  to  be 
over  100^. 

I  feel  myself  lost,  ahd  I  do  not  dare  to  ask  any  questions 
for  fear  of  hearing  what  Breslau  is  about  t6  piioduce. 

Oh,  my  God,  hear  me,  give  me  strength,  have  pity  on  me! 

Thursday y  December  15///.-^!  h^ve  been  ill  four  weeks  and 
two  days.  I  made  a  scene  by*  cryiftg  before'  Potain,  who  did 
not  know  how  to  calm  me;  for,  leaving  aside  Ihie  subterfuges, 
arid  cock-and-bull-  stories,  and  other  exquisite  things  with 
which  I  regale  his  imagination,  I  set  to  bewailing  myself, 
and,  with  my  hair  tumbled,  j^hed  'genuine  tears,  and  lisped 
infantine  woes,  talking  like  a  little  girl.  Alid' to  think  that 
I  worked  myself  up  in. cold  blood,  and  did  not 'Really  think 
what  I  said!  Whenever  I  attempt  to  play  thissorl-bf  a  piart, 
I  am  actually  pale,  and  I  cry;  in  fact,  it  sfeertfs  t<i  me  that  I 
could  mate  an  astonishing  actress;  biit  I  cough  a)nd  have  tiot 
the  necessary  amount  of  lung-power  at  present. 

My  father  arrived*  this  morning.  Everything  passed  off 
very  well,  no  one  but  Paul's  wife  was  entirely  upset^  but 
then '  sifee '  feels  toward  him'  an  indifference  whicli^  amounts 
almost  to  hostility.  As  for  me,  I  maintained  a  bec^ottiing 
demeanor.  '  I  gave  him  a  very  handsome  emefald,  a  ^ift  Irom 
mamma,  that  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  with. 
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I  felt  a  grain  of  regret  afterward.  I  might  have  given  it*  to 
Dina,  ^ho  adores  jewels;  but^  pshaw? 

I  60  not  say  that  papa  is  a  bore;  on  the  dontrary^  he  resom^ 
ble$  me  a  little  in  mindi  as  he  ddes  physically  (this  iu  a 
compliment  for  him);  but  that  man  never  will  comprehend/ mel 

Imagine  that  he  has  a  Scheme  of  takiilg  us  back  ^ith  him 
for  Easter! 

No!  That  is  tOo  ootrag^oias,  and  the  indeiioaoy  itk  HoO 
great.  With  my  health,  to  talk  of  taking  dae  to  Russia  in 
February  or  Miarohnj  You  can  appreciate  it.  Let^it  goi 
Without  mentioaidg  all  thd  test!  Oh,  no  I  for  .nl6  who  refused 
to  go  South?  No,  noy  no!  By  all  means  let  us  say  no  more 
about  it  . 

Sunday,  December  i8M.-r*I  poUred  forth  my  woes  to  Julian^ 
and  he  endeavored  to  console  me  by.  adttsing  mt  to  make 
sketches  eVery  day  «if  the  things  that  iitipifess  me^  The 
things  that  impress  me?  Arid  what  could  I  find  in  my  Sur- 
rodndings?  Breslau  is  poor^  but  she  liVes  in  an  eminently 
artistic  atmosphere^  Maria's  be^t  friend  is  a  musician; 
Schaeppi  is  original  althougti  vnlgat;  and  beside^,  there  is  Sara 
Purser,  painter  and.  philosopher^  with  whoft)  she  has  discussions 
on  Kantism,  on  life.  On  the  ego^  and  on  deaths  which  compel 
reflection,  and  engrave  on  thie  mind. what  ;has.been  r^ad.or 
heard.  Everything  about  her,  even  to  the  quarter  in  which 
she  dwells^  is  artistic.  But  my  own  quafter  is  so  respectable, 
so  uniform^  tlrh^re  one  sees  neither  a  beggar-woman,  nor  an 
untrimmed  tree,  nor  a  crooked  street.  Then  I  murmjar 
^g^dnst  riches?  :  No,  but  I  allege^  that  e^^y  circumdtat^ces  pre- 
vent-artistic  .development  >  and  that  the  surroundings  afe  half 
of  the  man.  . 

Wednesday, .DectmHr  %\sti^-^^o*^^%  I  went  out!  Oh!  in 
furs,  with  tha  windows  closed  andiatbealr-skia  around  m(f  feet 
Ft)ta»n  said  this  morning  that  I  could  go  out  if  thenre  w'ere  leSS 
wind,  and  I  took  precautions.  The.  weather  is  splendid,  and 
the  precautions!  .      ,    * 
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But  that  is  no  longer  the  question,  it  is  "  Breslau  with  a  firm 
grip  on  her  prey  *' — my  Salon  picture  has  flashed  in  the  pan. 
Yes,  what  could  I  have  to  rival  her  picture  of  last  summer? 

That  girl  is  a  power;  she  is  not  the  only  one,  I  acknowledge; 
but  we  came  from  the  same  cage,  not  to  say  from  the  same 
nest,  and  I  divined  and  foresaw  her  success  and  foretold  it 
from  the  first;  I  who  was  ignorant  then,  extremely  ignorant. 
I  despise  and  disown  myself;  I  do  not  understand  why  Julian 
-and  Tony  say  what  they  do.  I  am  nothing,  I  have  rien  dans 
le  ventre  (oh,  Zola!*).  In  comparison  with  Breslau  I  seem  to 
myself  a  small,  brittle,  pasteboard  box,  next  a  massive  oaken 
coffer,  richly  sculptured.  I  am  in  despair,  and  so  convinced 
that  I  shall  never  succeed,  that,  if  I  were  to  speak  of  it  to  the 
masters,  they  would  be  gained  oyer. 

But  I  will  struggle  on,  iall  the  same,  with  my  eyes  closed,  and 
my  arms  stretched  out,  as  one  about  to  be  engulfed. 

Thursday^  December  29///. — I  have  not  written  a  word  for 
over  a  week;  that  shows  you  that  my  glorious  existence  has 
rolled  on  between  a  litfte-wotkand  society.  There  is  nothing 
new;  nevertheless,  if  I  feel  weli^'4,JJ0  out;  I  have  gone  to  try 
on  gowns  and  to  the  Bois,  and  to"fulian*s  Saturday  with 
mamma  and  Dina.  And  Sunday  to  churcTlJsso  that  people 
would  not  say  that  I  am  at  death's  door,  whicli^e  charming 
Berthe  tells  everywhere.  ^^ 

On  the  contrary,  I  am  rapidly  recovering;  my  arifts,  which 
were  so  thin  ten  days  ago,  are  becoming  round,  that  is  to  say  I 
am  much  better  than  before  my  illness. 

A  week  more  of  this  and  the  fattening  must  be  stopped— I 
shall  have  reached  the  proper  weight — for  I  do  not  wish  to 
become  so  stout  as  I  was  three  years  ago.     Julian,  who  came       1 
yesterday  evening,  considers  me  much  improved.    We  laughed       j 
the  whole  evening.    I  am  doing  the  portrait  of  Paul's  wife.      ^ 
Yesterday,  there  was  such  a  return  of  strength  that  I  wished  to       * 

*  This  expression  is  originally  Balzac's.     It  occurs  in  Illusions  Perdues*-^       \ 
A.  D.  H.  y 
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do  Dina,  Nini,  and  Irma  at  the  same  time.  Irma  is  not  an 
ordinary  model,  she  is  a  type — extinct,  they  say — of  the  gri- 
sette;  she  is  droll  and  sentimental,  with  a  sort  of  artless  vicious- 
ness.  ^'  When  you  have  become  a  cocotte^'  I  said  to  her  the 
other  day.  She  replied,  "  Oh,  as  for  me,  I  have  not  luck 
enough  for  that!*'  _ '  - 

She  poses  intelligently.  One  can  make  much  of  her  with 
her  astonishing  pallor;  she  is  a  candid  young  girl,  as  well 
as  an  abyss  of  depravity  like  all  those  women "  ' 

She  asked  permission  to  remain,  though  not  posing,  and 
passed  the  afternoon  knitting  before  the  fire. 

Friday^  December  30M.— Everybody  has  been  quarreling  all 
day. 

At  last,  to  eounteract.the  effect,  I  went  to  Tony's,  to  show 
him  the  outline  of  the  portrait  of  Paul's  wife.  He  thought  it 
very  original  in  arrangement  and  well  begun.  That  most 
sympathetic  of  Tonys  showed  his  delight  at  seeing  me  in  good 
health,  and,  after  chatting  gaily,  we  touched  on  the  very  grave 
subject  of  art,  and  of  Breslau,  among  others. 

"  Her  picture  is  certainly  very  good,"  he  said;  "  she  is  very 
talented." 

Oh,  this  paper  ts  incapable  of  interpreting  me!  All  my  fire 
and  fever — oh!  to.  work  day  and  night  all  the  time,  all  the 
time,  and  produce  something  of  importance!  I  know  that  he 
said  that  when  I  will  it  I  shall  do  as  much  as  dhe.  I  know  that 
he  considers  me  quite  as  talented;  but  I  am  ready  to  weep,  to 
die,  to  flee,  no  matter  where.    But  what  will*  anything  avail? 

Ah  I  Tony  :has  confidence  in  me,  but  I  have  no  confidence 
in  myself.  I  am  devoured  with  the  desire  to  dri  well,  and  I 
know  my  impotence.  There  I  stop.  If  you  believe  me  liter- 
ally, you  will  believe  only  the  truth.  I  say  this  wi^h  the  desire 
of  being  contradicted. 

Oh,  Lord!  I  write  all  this  aaid  spend  my  time  seeking  liter- 
ary compression  fot  my  torments,  and  Breslau^  less  of  a  foo^l, 
draws  and  works. 
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Mmdo^,  Janmfy  ^i'^^y^Y  paioting  roused  me  to  enthusi- 
asm; I  do  not  feel  worthy  to  say»  *^my  art"  To  t^lk  of  art 
(^nd  it$  a$pimtion&  PF  inspirations)' one  must  be  already  cele- 
brated; otherwisi^  onfi*  has  the  air  of  a  xidiculous  amateur. 
Of,  ra(her»  t^Qie  is  sc^njething  indelicate  in  tbe  a$9<ffiption 
which  wounds  the  better  part  of  my  nature.  It  is  as  if  one 
boasted  of  »  good  acttorl— ^false  shame,' i»  short. ' 

W^^nffd^js,  Jcmuat^  4itA.— ^Julian  passed  the  evening  ban- 
it^ring  m^  on  nty  adnlU]ra4:iQn  for  Tony  and  the  feeling  I  had 
inspired  in  him.  At  midnight  we  had  chooolate.  Dtnawas 
very  plea^aet .  I  can  understand  is^erving  orie*$  graces  for 
connoisseurs.  :  <    ,  ^ 

I  always  a^tange  any  cosjtutne  with  particular  case  for  the 
artists,  and  make  it  something  entirely  different  from  my  ordi- 
nary dness — \ox^%  cobes  without  cornets,  drap^ri^s,  etc.  In 
§Q^icty,,  my  wai^t  would  hot  ihe  considered  slender  enough  nor 
ji;q[y  dross  sufKoiently  in  style;  thi^i  ail  my  prettiest  phantasies, 
tQO,  QXtravagant  for  .sih^ifity,  setve  to  nlinister  to'  the  fine  arts. 
},  9Qntinua%  dream  of  beipg  the  mistress  of  a  Jii/ei»  fuU  of 
qcfel^br^jtdd  peepJe.    r  -    .;     *     •  r  ^ 

/Tft/^.^WWO!  ft'yfc-rnArt,  evien.  in.  tha  hnnnblcst,  elevates 
the  ^PUl  and  giv^s  something  that  is  ladsing  to  those  outside 
of  the  aubHme  brotheohooc). 

W^dmsdiif^y^ /unuc(ty.  ti th*-^Vft  are  to  give  ^  scir^e  to-mor- 
row, the  eve  of  our  new  year.  We  have  been  preparihg  for  it 
for  a  «?eek;  we  hayesbnt  pujt  more  than  350'  invitations,  for 
aur  friends  haV0.  askedi  for  a  great  many.  A^  no  one  ia  receiv- 
ing yet,  it  is  an  event,  and  I  think  the  gathering  wiH  bevei^ 

(15^ 
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stylipb,  aw4  itjWill  be  ijikogether  a  fine,  aifaiy.    Etiflcelle  has: 
spoken  of  it  in  ber  eolumnin  FigarOi  acipo&iikpanying  the  notice 
with  a  dithyrambic  in  honor  of  Mademoi^lltg  Mari^^  prej^ty^. 
a.painter,  et<v  .  She  is  charming;  if  she  h^d  written  i^othiag^: 
I  stiXl  shou}d  thin^  her  the  most  charming  of,  ugly  .women;  she. 
is  more  se^dui^ti^ve  tha^ .  fifty  pretty  women^  and .  $he  has  that 
stamp  pf  distinction  which  is,  peculiar  tp,  the  Parisian  .ce)qb- 
ritiqs<     Mark  well  what  I  say^  for  it  is  very  difficult,  to  grasp. 
All  people  who  are  celebrated  and  live,  in  the  publrp  ga^e, 
whether  meP;  or  women,  young  or  oid,  all  have  a  ceitaifi  nflte 
in  the  vc^icei  ^  certain  air  which  is  the  same  in  all,  and  wh.ic)^  I 
shal).  call  the  family  air  of  .notability. 

^f^^ire.  to.hav^.the  ,two  Coquelins.  .  .Th«|  ^Ider,  the. friend 
of  li^pn,  came  yesterday.  t9  see  the  rooms  and  consult  on.  the 
choice  of  pieces.  G —  was  there  ^nd  ^ired  me  with  his  affected 
airs;  hp  can^e,  near  giving  advice  to  Coquelini  who  is  viory 
agreeable — ;let  it  be  said  here,  a  good  iellow-^and  does  not 
make  you  feel. for  an  instant  that  embarrassment  which,  many 
people  feel  in  presence  of  ^  strai^ger  who  lEr.a  celebrity. 

Friday^  January  i3M,T^The  two  CoqueUps  were  superb,  and 
the  ^aUtn  presented^ a  charming  spectaclQi  with  all  the  pretty 
wonijien  present:  firstythe  rayishing.  trio,  the. Marchioness  of 
Reverseaux,  daughteiTtOf  Janvier  de  .la,  Motte;  Madame 
Thouvenal^  and  Madame  dqjoly*  The  Countess  of  JLessler, 
and-^oh,  well,  nearly  all  we^e  .pretty;  to  sum  it, all  up,  as  was 
remark/ed  by,  Tony,  who  did  not  come  arny  more  than  Juiiaix,  a 
respectable  set  .of  :guests«  Madame.4e.G— >-:was  charmed, 
and  ended  by:  dancing  and  walt^i^g^  upon  my.  WP^d,  withj 
Count  Plater. 

First,  we  had  a  dinner.  In.  the  artist  world  was  present  the 
br,9jth,er .  of  Sastien-Lep^ge,  who  is  §tjll.  away.  It  is  always 
the  brother,  Thursday  we  are  goiPtg  to  see  ithe  real  Bastien. 
Ai^d  George  Bertrand-«-la9t  y^ar  he,  painted  an  admirable,  a 
moving  picture,  entitled  "  The  Standard."  I  admired  it  very 
muph  and  he  sent  me  a  very  polite  note.     I  sent  him  an  invi* 
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tation  on  behalf  of  **  Pauline  Orell.*'  Pollack  introduced  him 
to  me.  It  was  amusing;  he  paid  me  great  compliments,  for 
notwithstanding  I  had  hid  them,  Dina  showed  certain  studies  to 
afavored  few.  Carrier^Belleuse  melted  under  my  eyes,  and 
toward  the  end  of  the  evening  became  quite  soft  and  senti- 
mental, insisting  on  the  cruelty  of  the  device,  Gloria  Cupido, 

There  is  a  bachelor  capable  of  falling  very  deeply  in  love; 
perhaps  he  is  so  already,  but  that  wjU  wear  ofF;  he  sees  the 
Glorice  Cupida — and  nothing  else. 

We  had  supper  at  3  o'clock;  nearly  sixty  people  remained, 
and  Gabriel  sat  at  my  right.  Nini  was  charming,  with  her 
magnificent  shoulders  and  a  very  pretty  dress;  Dina,  mamma, 
and  my  aunt  all  looked  well.  I  wore  a  dress  designed  by 
Doucet  and  myself  together,  an  almost  faithful  reproduction 
of  the  **  Broken  Pitcher,"  by  Greuze. 

Hair  flowing  from  a  little  knot  tolerably  high  on  the  nape  of 
the  neck;  great  festoons  of  Bengalese  roses  were  scattered 
over  the  Skirt,  which  was  made  of  silk  muslin,  short,  and  laid 
in  pleats;  bodice  of  satin,  laced  in  front,  very  full,  laid  in 
loose,  unfastened  folds,  fichu  knotted  across;  overskirt  of 
muslin  lined  with  satin,  opened  in  front  and  turned  back  in 
revers  to  form  paniers,  one  of  which  was  filled  with  roses.  The 
whole  produced  a  charming  effect.  That  odious  Potain  fol- 
lowed me  like  a  shadow  and  headed  me  off  from  dancing. 

Sunday^  January  \^th. — There  was  a  long  article  by  Etin- 
cellfe  about  our  sairie^  but,  as  we  were  anticipating  it,  we  are 
not  satisfied.  She*  cothpares  me  to  the  "  Broken  Pitcher,"  and 
they  fear  lest  that  be  taken  for  an  insult  at  Poltava.  People 
are  too  stupid!  The  article  is  very  good;  only,  as  she  said 
two  days  ago  I  was  one  of  the  handsomest  wdmen  of  the 
Russian  Empire,  she  was  content  this  time  with  describing  * 
my  dress,  hence,  I  am  disappointed. 

I  am  absorbed  in  art.  I  think  that,  together  with  my 
pleurisy,  I  caught  the  sacred  fire  somewhere  in  Spain.  I  am 
developing  from  an  artisan  into  an  artist;  it  is  an  incubation 
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of  cele3tial  things  which  majces  tne  a  little  flighty.  I  make 
compositions  at  night,  I  dream  of  an  Ophelia,  Potain  has 
promised  to  take,  me  to  St.  Anne,  to  see  the  faces  of  the 
insane;  besides,  an  Arab — an  old  Arab,  seated,  and  singing 
with  a  sort  of  guitar,, haunts  me,. and  I  am  thinking  of  a  large 
canvas  for  the  approaching  Salon^  di  bit  of  the  carnival;  but 
for,  that  I  must  go  to  Nice^;  Naples  for  the  carnival,  of  course, 
but  I  must  paint  the  picture  in  the  open  air  at  Nice,  where  I 
have  my  villa;  and  I*  tell  ^ou  all  this^  and  yet  I  want  to  stay 
here. 

Saturday,  January  21st — Madame  Cr-  has  juSt  taken  us  to 
see  Bastien-Lepage.  We  found  several  American  women 
there;  and  little  Bastien-Lepage,  who  is  very  small,. and  blonde, 
with  hair  worn  Breton  style,  a  turn-up  nose,  and  the  fluffy  beard 
of  a  very  young  man.  They  showed  us  everything.  I  adore 
his  painting,  but  it  is  impossible  to  revere  hioci.as  a  master; 
we  feel  like  treating  him  as  a  comrade,  and  his  pictures  are 
there  to  fill  us  with  adini ration,  awe,  and  envy.  There  are 
four  or  five,  all  life-size,  and  painted  in  the  open  air.  They 
are  altogether  beautiful.  One  of  them  represents  a  cow-girl, 
eight  or  ten  years  old,  in  a  field;  a  leafless  tree^  and  the  cow 
under  it.  There  is  an  all-pervading  poetry,  and  the  little  one's 
eyes  have  an  expression  of  infantine  and  rural  reverie  that  I 
can  not  describe.  He  seems  like  a  good-natured,  little  man, 
very  well  pleased  with  himself-^-this  Bastien  I 

I  went  back  to  help  mamma  entertain  a  large  number  of 
people.  "  That  is  the  result  of  giving  soir4es\n  Paris,"  said  one 
of  our  friends. 

Sundayy  January  2zd,^^l  am  possessed,  for  the  moment,  by 
the  Qarnival;  I  make  charcoal  sketches.  If  one  had  the 
talent,  this  would  be  beautiful  to  execute. 

Friday,  January  27//^. — Gambetta  has  fallen-^'that  is  to  say, 
he  is  no  longer  minister;  but  that  is  nothing,  in  my  opinion. 

Only  what  is  gQing  on  makes  one  wonder  ;at' the  cowardice 
and  bad:  faith  of  men!    Those  who  rail  at  Gambetta,  the  oppot 
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sitioti  leaders,  do  not  believe  a  word  of  all  th^se  idiotic  acca- 
sations  of  dictatorship. 

Ah!  the  infamies  which  arc?  daily  committed  revolt  me! 

Monday y  January  ^oth.^ — We  are  going  to  the  villa  G^ry,  at 
Nice;  Saturday  Was  a  good  day  for  me.  Basibien,  whom  I 
had  $een  the  evening  before  at  the  ball  presided  over  by  the 
Queens  for  the  benefit  of  the  Breton  life-savers,  came,  and  stayed 
more  than  an  houn  I  showed  him  some  of  my  work,  and  he 
gave  me  advice  with  a  flattering  $everity.  Besides,  he  said 
that  I  was  marvelously  gifted.  This  did  not  seem  like  a  com- 
pliment; so  I  felt  such  a  Violent  flood  of  joy  tiiat  I  wa:s  on  the 
point  of  seimg  the  little  man  by  the  head  and  kissing  him. 

All  the  same,  I  ajn  very  glaid  to  have  heard  it. '  He  gave  the 
same^dvke  as  Tony  and  Julian,  and  said  the  same  things. 
Beside^,  is  he  not  the  pupil  of  Cabanel?  Everyone  has  his 
indtiieiduals(y4ey  t>ut,  as  for  the  graltomar  of  the  art,  that  must 
be  caught  always  from  those  who  are, called  the  classics. 
Bastien,  6r  anyone  eUe,  can  not  t^ach  his  own  peciillkr  charm. 
OneJlearnsonly  what  can  belefirhed;  the  rest  depends  on  the 
individtial;     ■  '       * 

Madame  de  P^roniiy  (Etincelle)  came,  and  I  passed  a 
delightful  quarter  of  ?an  hour  between  that  superior  woman 
and  that  great  artist  befd/e  my  fire-place.  I  was  over- 
whelmed with  va;nity  and  pleasure. 

I  did  not  pay  any  attention  to  the  Othclr  eallerSj  Whom  I  left 
in  the  official  Salon  with  ttiamma.  :        ^ 

J  ^fi^*-— We  started  at  3  o'clock  in  the  evening,  Paul^  Djna, 
I,  Nini,  Rosalie,  Basile,  and  Coco.  The  villa  G4ry  is  every- 
thing that  is  desirable,  in  the  open  country,  and  only  ten  «iin- 
utiers  from  the  Pibmenade  des  Anglais;  a  terrace,  gardens,  and  a 
large,  comfortable  houise.      » 

.  We  foiind  >ve«rything  in  readiness,  and  the  agfcnt,  Monsieur 
P^coux,  awaiting  as  with  bouiquets.  .  ;. 

I- /took  a  horse-car  trip  this  evening  which  enchanted ' nfie. 
It  is,'like  Italy,  xnA  yet  there  is  French  gaiety^  and  iRTithout  the 
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gemt.  ^^mj4lk  of  P^is^  A&:  I  wrote  tot  Jmlia%  .i^  is  as,  c<|n- 
venieot  las  Paris,  and  as  picturesque  as  Graixada;  a  few  yai^d^ 
from  the  Procneoade  des  Anglais,  one  fiods  co^tumes^  ^ags^ 
types^ai^d  wonderful  coloring  I  Why  go  to  Spain?  ,  Ob,  Ni^e! 
Oh,  the  ^tttb;  the  Medkerraxiean!  Oht  n^y  beloved  country, 
which  'hatH  caused  me  so  much  suffering!  Oh,. my  first  joys,< 
and  my  gre^at  griefs!  Ob»  my  childhood;  n^y  ambitions; 
my  gracesj  /■.,,. 

lii  spite  of  me,  Nice  will  always  represent  to  me  the  begin- 
ning of:  eyerythiag,  amd  sidq  Ipy  $idQ  wi^hithe  :QU0erif)gs.that 
darkened  ray  life  at  .fifteen,  there  will  be  always  the  remem- 
bra^ice  o{  my  first  youthy  wbi<:l^i  is  like  %k^  most  beautiful 
flowers  of  life,        \  w    '        ; 

Tuesday^  February  "jth.^l  am  rained.  Wolff  deVQtea.  a 
dozen  n^Qst  flattering  lines  to  Mademoiselle  Br^^lau. . 

But  this  is  not  my  faulty  One  c^n  only;  do  one'9]best  She 
is  wholly  ab^orbed  in  her  airt;  as  for  me^  1  design  costumes^ 
I  dream  oC  draperies,  of  oorsages,  of .  triumphs  in  Nicqfne 
sodety.  I  do  not  \^ish  to  say  that  I  sbwld  have  her  taleqt  if 
I  did  as  she  dqes;  $h|^  follows  h^r  bei^t,  and  I  mine. .  But  xay 
wings  are  clippeid.  I  feel  my  ^mpQtenc^  SP  sttot^gly  that  J  some* 
times  f^l  like  giving:  up  pointing  altogetbeT- :  Julian  sfaid  that 
I  could  do  as  well  as  Breslau,  if  I  chose.  If  J  chos^— tbut  how 
can  I?  Those  who  succeed  by  the  /  mil  are,  unknown  to 
themselves,  sustained  by  secret  fdrices  wbicb:  I  lack,  and  to 
think  that, at  time^  I  not.  only  believe  jja  the j  future  of  my 
talent,  but  jeven  feel  the  sacrqd  fire  of  g^nius^U     Oh^  sadness! 

Here^  at  least,  it  is  nobody's  fault;  thi9  is:  les&  epcasperating. 

There  is  nothing  so  hjorriblt  as  to  $ay  to  your^lf,  without 
this  or  that,  I  mighty  perhaps— Here,  I  think,  i  do  all  I  can, 
and  arrive  at  np  result 

Oh,.my  God,decrfje  that  I  ^ecdiye  myP^lf,  aod.  tHftt  my  Coa-. 
sciousness  of  mediocracy  maybe  an  iajijisticel         .>.'.. 

Friday,  February  loih. — ^It  has  been  so  hard  a  Wow.  that  I 
have  just  parsed  three  truly  unhappy  days,   . .   .      .. 
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I  no  longer  work  at  my  great  picture,  but  at  more  reason- 
able things,  simpler  things,  and  studies.  I  have  made  a 
solemn  resolution  not  to  lose  a  minute,  and  not  to  do  a  stroke 
in  the  open  kiv-^^o  conc^trati  myself,  Bastien  recommends  it 
to  me,  so  did  Julian,  and  so  did  that  fortunate  Breslau.  Yes, 
truly  fortunate,  and  to  be  as  lucky^as  she  is,  I  vrbuld  give, 
unhesitatingly,  everything  that  is  called  my  happiiless;  and 
my  riches,  10,000  francs 'income,  to  be  independent  and  to 
have  talent;  with  that,  one  has  everything. 

All  the  same,  that  girl  is  terribly  fortunate!  I  feel  so 
unhappy  every  time  I  think  of  that  article  by  Wolff!  Never- 
theless, it  is  not  what  is  callM  gnvy.  I  have  not  the  heart  to 
analyze  it  and  try  to  find  out  just  what  th^feeling  is. 

Monday^  February  13M. — I  began  a  picture  Saturday.  I 
have  been  looking  for  a  subject  for  a  fortnight.  I  tried  two 
or  three  things  but  they  did  not  get  beyond  the  second  sitting. 
It  is  always  that  way  when  the  subject  fs  not  exactly  right. 

You  resign  yourself  to  a  subject,  not  to  lose  time  searching, 
then  yoii  think  you  can  make  something  of  it;  besides,  what  is 
sought  for  rarely  succeeds;  what  is  found  does  not  always  suc- 
ceed cither,  but  at  least  you  have  the  pleasure  of  an  inspiration. 
When,  then,  will  I  persuade  myself  that  the  subject  i*s  nothing 
in  unskillful  hands? 

Nevertheless,  even  for  simple  studies,  what  you  do  must 
please  you;  saying  to  myself  that  the  subject  should  not  pre- 
occupy one,  I  undertook  a  picture  which  made  me  very 
unhappy  for  four  or  five  days;  I  did  not  dare  to  drop  it  and  I 
had  not  the  heart  to  work;  since  I  have  xendunced  it  I  feel 'as 
though  I  were  delivered  from  a  heavy  burden ;  I  make  sketches, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  water  colors;  all  nay  minutes  are  taken 
up  and  I  have  found  a  subject  for  my  picture;  for,  in  addition 
to  the  small  things,  I  mu^st  take  back  a  large  study  to  Julian. 
It  is  three  gainins  by  a  porte-cochere.  It  seems  to  me 
extremely  ti-ue  and  interesting.  The  blow  of  Wolff's  article 
has  done  me  good;  I  was  crushed,  annihilated,  and  the  reac- 
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tion  has  made  me  understand  things  in  art  that  tormented  me 
because  I  did  not  find  them  while  I  doubted  their  existence. 
It  has  forced  me  to  make  a  salutary  effort;  I  also  begin  to 
understand  what  I  have  read  of  the  struggles,  sufferings, 
etc.,  of  artists;  I  used  to  laugh  at  them  as  hollow  romanticism, 
That  famous  wtll  of  Breslau  I  have  called  to  my  aid.  I  see 
that  one  must  make  great  efforts  to  obtain  results  which  I 
thought  fell  from  the  sky.  The  fact  is,  I  have  hardly  made  a 
veritable  effort  up  to  the  present  time.  My  extreme  facility  in 
work  has  spoiled  me.  Breslau  obtains  fine  results,  but  very 
laboriously;  as  for  me,  when  it  does  not  come  to  me  immedi- 
ately, and  of  itself  y  I  remain  stupid.  This  must  be  conquered. 
So  I  have  endeavor^id  to  force  myself  to  a  desired  deflniteness 
in  sketches  and  charcoal  compositions,  and  I  have  succeeded 
in  doing  things  of  which  I  thought  myself  incapable,  and 
which •!  thought  that  others  did  by  knack,  and  almost  by  sor- 
cery; it  is  so  difficult  to  accord  to  others  faculties  in  which 
you,  yourself,  are  deficient. 

If  I  could  continue  to  work  as  I  have  in  the  last  few  days,  I 
should  be  very  happy!  It  is  not  enough  to  work  like  a 
machine,  but  to  be  busy  all  the  time,  and  to  think  of  what  you 
.are  doing,:  that  is  happiness.  There  is  no  pleasure  like  it.  And 
1,  who  complain  so  often,  come  and  give  thanks  to  God  for 
these  three  days,  though  trembling  lest  it  may  not  last. 

The  whole  aspect  of  everything  is  changed.  Little  incon- 
vehie;(^ces  possess  but  little  power  to  annoy  me;  I  feel  above 
them,  with  something  radiant  in  my  spirit.  I  feel  a  divine 
indulgence  toward  the  vile  multitude  which  ignores  the  secret, 
changing,  undulating,  and  diverse  causes  of  my  beatitude, 
more  fragile  than  th^  most  fragile  of  flowers. 

Tuesday y  February  t^th, — Ah!  how  we  who  have  read  Balzac, 
and  read  Zola,  enjoy  our  powers  of  observation! 

Wednesday^  February  15M. — It  is  little  by  little  that  the  eyes 
open;  before,  I  saw  only  tlfe  design  and  thfe  subject  of  pic- 
tures;, at  present-^^ah!  at  present,  if  I  did  but  reproduce  as 
11 
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I  aee^  iishotbki  hate  talent.    I  see  the  landscape;  I  see-a^d  lave 
the  landscape^  the  watei?,  the  aif^  the  color— the  colorf 

Sunday^  February  i^tk. — If  you  koew  what  torments  S  sui-» 
ferl  I  struggle  aig;amst  tezinesd  ami  against  thU  terrible^  it  i$ 
gmng^t<f^bebad^  Which  prevents  roe  from  doiog  anything^  and  I 
»i]iffef  burning  remorse  for  every  howf  k>$t.  Aftd  wfey. dot  \  not 
maJte  ^ketchea^  and  this  »nd  that?  And  when  I  s^e  the.  draw^ 
ings  fO'the  J^fV  Mioderne  I  ttirn  fed,  al^  then  p«Ll6^  and  wisih^ 
at  the.firsft  stroke,  to  do  asr  those  do  who  have  been  dr^w^Pg 
forteniyearSy  not  comprehending  that  one  mu$t  work,  all^  the 
tiihe  and  keep  at  it,  and  make  bad  pictures  over  ao^  over 
again  before  dne. can  make  fOod  enes. 

Ah!  wh^t  a  terrible  and  dangerous  monaeot  it  i&  when  one 
leaves  the  regutor  and  nieichanical  work  of  the  class  and  feels 
the  necessity  o£  parceling  one's  self  outySio  to  speak,  and  doing 
all  sorts  of  things;  when  one  id  left  ta*  depend  on  one's  own 
resources,  and  has  to  decide  what  must  be  done,  what  i$i  lack- 
ing— in  a  word,  to  measure  one's  own  capabilities. 

It  is  a  good  dign,  but  it  is  exceedingly  tormentirfg.. 

This  has  continued  for  several  months^  and  the  con$!taiit 
struggle  would  be  abominable,  were  there  not  a  vague  hope 
that  perhaps  this  is  leading  to  some  fine  $etics  of  nioi^ths, 
fecund  in  work,  calm,  mature,  which  /^ill  ope;)  new  hori.:?Qns, 
and  then —  [ 

I  recall  that  two  or  three  years  ago  the  for|un^te  Breslau 
passed  through  torments  like  mine.  For  whole  nponth^  »he 
could  succeed  in  nothing,  and  I  have  seen  her;p^a$  through 
horrible  days,  when  she  was  ready  to  t^ke  t^  sculpiture  ia 
despair. 

Monday y  February  ay/ft.-^After  a  thousatyl  agonies  I  have 
destroyed  my  picture.  The  ^^^rV/j  would  not>pO0e.  Charging 
these  failures  to  my  incapacity,  I. kept  making  i>e\c  b^ginniii^i 
until  finally— as  vety.  fortunately  these  frightful  «>onsters 
moved^  laughed,  shouted,  and  f ought-^I  am  malking  a  genuine 
srtaidyy  bo  aa  to  be  no  longer  torturcrd  by  pictuceii^  ^Everything 
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I  undertook,  at  the  end  of  twenty-four  hours,  became  blurry, 
or  untrue,  or  common-place,  or  bungling,  or  pretentious,  after 
having  pleased  me  greatly  in  the  first  place:  Besides,  it  is 
better  to  make  sitopk  studies.  I  am  at  such  a  critical  potrit 
and  have  lost  so  liiuch  time — ^Biarritz,  my  illness,  and  a 
month  here  already? 

If  I  had  not  rushed  here,  like  a  fool,  after  pictures,  or,  rather, 
if  I  had  not  been  half-stunned  by  Wolff's  few  lines  on  Breslau! 
There  is  only  one  way  to  regain  my  feet,  and  that  is  to  go  back 
to  things  that  will  be  pronounced  very  good;  but  we  shall 
see! 

Parisy  7\iesday,  April  loth.^^^^Wi  it  is  not  as  it  was  fefter 
Spain.-  I  am  not  delighted  to  s^e  Paris  again— dimply  con- 
tent;  besides,  I  can  not  analyze  any  of  my  sentiments.  '  I  am 
so  uneasy  about  my  work.  I  tremble  to  think  what  people 
may  say,  and  I  am  cruihQd  by  the  remembrance  of  Breslau, 
who  is  treated  t)y  the  public  like  an  artist  of  established  repu*- 
tatlon.  I  werit  to  Julian'-s  yesterday  (we  arrived  in  Paris  yes- 
'terday  morning),  and'  he  no  ■  longer  treats  :  me  as  a  serious 
worker.  Brilliant,  yes,  but  with  no  p>er8istence,  with  no  will 
power.  He  desireil  nibre;  he  hoped  for  something  else.  All  thie, 
in  casual  talk,  pained  me  greatly.  I  am  waiting  for  hitu  to  see 
the  work  I  did  at  Nice,  and  I  no  longer  hope  for  anything 
favorable.  j' 

I  have  made  a  Hfe-size  picture  of  Th^r^se,  a  child  of  six, 
going  after  f()dder,  in  a  farm  lane;  then  an  old  man,  life-size 
also,  at  liis  window,  beside  a  pot  of  red  carnations;  then  a 
boy  carrying  a  bag,  half  life-size;  a  landscape  on  a  L2-inch 
canvas;  atiother  oii  a  4-inch  canvas;  three  marines,  five  or 
six  little  studies,  and  som^'  charcoal  drawings,  besides  two 
unfinished  pastels,  and  some  pen-and-ink  drawings  in  my 
album.       ! 

I  do  not  know  whether  they  are  good  or  horrible,  and  all 
these  fears  make  me  feel  as  if  fire  were  passing  over  the  whole 
surface  of  my  body. 
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Saturday^  April  22d. — What  is  necessary  to  my  very  exist- 
ence is  to  have  it  acknowledged  that  I  possess  great  talent 
I  never  shall  be  happy  like  all  the  world.  As  Balzac  wrote: 
"  To  be  celebrated  and  to  be  loved,  that  is  happiness!"  And  yet, 
to  be  loved  is  only  an  accessory,  or,  rather,  the  natural  result 
of  being  celebrated.  Breslau  is  thin,  crooked,  faded,  but  her 
face  is  interesting.     She  has  no  grace,  ^nd  is  single  and  alone. 

She  will  not  become  a  woman  of  any  importance  unless 
she  has  genius.  I,  with  her  talent,  would  be  the  most  famous 
person  in  Paris;  but  this  must  come.  In  my  insane  desire  for 
this  to  happen,  I  seem  to  see  a  hope  that  it  will  happen. 

After  my  long  absence  and  my  interrupted  work,  without 
advice  and  encouragement,  I  seem  lost.  I  feel  as  if  I  bad 
been  in  China.    I  am  no  longer  in  the  swim. 

Ah!  I  think  that  I  love  nothing  like  painting,  which,  in  my 
eyes,  would  give  me  all  other  happiness!  False  vocation, 
false  craving,  false  hope!  This  morning  I  went  to  the  Louvre 
— ^but  stop!  I  calumniate  myself.  Oae  must  have  power  to 
produce  when  one  is  the  observer  that  I  ai».  Formerly,  I  had 
the  confidence  of  ignorance,  but  for  some  time  my  eyes  have 
been  opening.  This  morning  it  was  the  Paul  Veronese's  tower 
that  appeared  to  me  in  all  its  splendor,  and  all  its  glory — that 
unheard-of  richness  of  tones!  How  can  it  be  explained  that 
until  now  these  splendors  have  appeared  to  me  large,  dingy, 
gray,  and  flat  canvases?  What  I  did  not  see  once  I  see  now. 
The  celebrated  pictures,  which  I  used  to  look  at  with  respect 
only,  now  charm  and  hold  me.  I  feel  their  delicacy  of  col- 
oring; I  appreciate  coloring  at  last! 

I  turned  back  twice  to  look  at  a  landscape  by  Ruysdael.  A 
few  months  ago  I  saw  in  it  nothing  of  what  I  saw  this  morn- 
ing. The  atmosphere  and  the  feeling  of  space  are  wonder- 
fully delineated.  In  short,  it  is  not  painting;  it  is  living 
^nature.  So,  since  I  see  all  these  beauties  that  I  did  not  see 
before,  it  is  because  my  eyes  have  become  experienced.  Per- 
haps the  same  phenomena  may  happen  to  my  h^^d.  , 
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I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  before  I  went  to  Spain  I  was 
absolutely  without  appreciation,  but  it  is  certain  that  that 
journey  brushed  away  a  film  from  my  eyes.  Well,  now  I 
must  work  in  the  studio;  I  have  done  enough  independent 
things  to  limber  my  hand  for  the  time  being;  at  present  I 
must  attain  execution  of  the  first  order  and  paint  a  picture. 

Sunday^  April  23^. — I  have  passed  some  minutes  examining 
my  studies  I  made  at  Nice.  The  bare  thought  that  some- 
thing good  may  be  found  among  them  sends  a  shiver  down 
my  back.  Tony,  Julian,'Bastien,  in  themselves,  appear  to  me 
so  mean  and  small  beside  the  immense  effect  that  their  words 
can  produce  upon  me!  Real  anxieties  and  real  joys  are 
connected  only  with  fame.     Fame;  what  a  glorious  word! 

My  life  is  not  what  I  would  make  it.  Monday  I  shall  go 
to  the  studio  to  break  myself  in  again.  It  seems  as  if  I  had 
been  idle  for  months,  and  that  a  misfortune  had  happened 
to  me. 

I  have  not  done  the  best  I  could;  I  was  in  a  hurry  to  get 
back  to  Paris.  My  thoughts  pass  through  my  head  like  great 
clouds,  which  overwhelm  me  with  anguish,  which  make  ^me 
cold,  and  cause,  as  it  were,  tongues  of  fire  to  impale  me  ten 
times  an  hour. 

The  sky  is  gray  and  stormy;  it  rains,  and  there  is  a  pierc- 
ing wind.  The  weather  outside  is  in  consonance  with  my  own 
state  of  mind — a  physical  effect,  then! 

But  I  had  something  else  to  say;  something  concerning 
love,  suggested  by  a  book  I  read  this  morning. 

Love  is  the  eternal  subject.  To  allow  yourself  to  be  loved 
by  a  man,  who  is  enough  inferior  to  you  to  consider  you  a 
goddess  descended  from  the  sky,  would  have  a  certain  charm. 
To  know  that  by  a  look  you  can  bestow  the  utmost  felicity; 
there  is  a  charitable  side  to  this  which  flatters  the  generosity 
you  may  possess. 

Tuesday,  April  25//*. — My  own  anxiety  was  hard  enough  to 
endure,  and  I  did  not  need  to  see  the  anxious  faces  of  my 
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family  watching  me  to  see  if  I  felt  any  emotion.  In  sum,  this 
is  what  Tony  said:  The  picture  of  Dina,  in  costume,  was 
very  good,  very  good;  the  man  by  the  sea^side,  very  good  also; 
and  the  head  of  Th^rdse  not  at  all  bad,  only  the  colors  of.  the 
landscape  do  not  blend  well  with  those  pt  het  dress.  The 
small  landscape  is  very  good;  the  clothes  Of  the  old  man  are 
very  good,  the  old  man  is  well  drawn,  but  not  simple  enough 
and;  not  enough— something  else;  to.  sum  Up^  there  is  much 
good  in  what  I  have  done.  Well^  do  you  say,  yQU  ought  to  be 
satisfied?  Ah!  he  also  added  that  I  must  make  a  very  careful 
study,  and  that  he  will  watch  me  very  attentively,  aiid  that  he 
i«  at  my  disposal  whenever  I  call  him.  Well^  afterward  they 
gave  hjm.a  cup  of  bouillon  in  tk^  sa/pj^ii^lflkkg  for.  a  rhapsody 
on  my  imi>ien$e  talent;  only,,  as  he  was  due  atth^Sa/i^n  com- 
mittee at  5.  o'clock  (that  is  the  reason  that. his  selected  to-day 
to  come  here,  having  to  go  to  the  ..SaA^^)  which  is  close  at 
hand),  so,  as  he  was  in  a  great  hurry,  he  limited  himself  to 
pitiful  thanks,  for  the  glass  of  Marsala  and  the  bouillon,  and 
took  a  very  hasty  leave.  Then  my  aunt  said  th^  he  was  an  imbe- 
cile and  had  no  sense;  mamina  added  that  it  :was  truly  astonish- 
ing that  I  should  be  so  broken  down  at  his  treatments  It  is  true 
that  I  looked  worried  on  account  of  their  curious  anxiety.  ,  1 
suppose  all  mothers  are  thus;  but  it  is  none  the  less  a  bore.  In 
stbort,  I  am  excited  enough  to  cry,  and  come  to  pour  out  here 
the  overflow  of  this  poor  heart. 

I  ought  to  be  satisfied.  No,  I  am  aln^ost  broken  down,  and 
mamma  is  almost  right  This  is  not  enough;  I  wanted  that  man 
to  say  to  me— rto  save  me  from  becoming  d  isheartenejd  he  should 
have  said:  IVe//  and  goocl!  success  this  time;  fhis  is  excellent; 
you  are  as  strong  as  Breslau^  and  have  more  talent. than  she*   ., 

Anything  short  of  the  aforesaid. words  cquld.  not  satisfy  mc 
or  even  lift  me  from  the  despair  in  which  I  have  been  plunged 
for  a  year  on  account  of  my  painting.  He  said  truly  about  the 
man  on  the  fiea-shore,  that  it  was  ve/y  gopd^  very  goodj  and  he 
alfto  laid  thut  the  blending  of  the  colors  waj^  ve^y  good;  andalso 
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the  little  -fand&eape,  ^Hiich  he  looked- at  several  timas raise  the 
pastel  of  Dina,  and  my  own,  which  is  good  ^n  part,  and  the 
head  of  Th^r^se,  which  is  not  at  ail  dad.  Well,  what  do  1  ask 
then?  I  do  not  know — ^nd  first,  he  was  iii  too  much  of  a 
hurry,  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  did  not  look  enough.  I  wanted 
him  to  praise  to  the  skifes  iny  extraordinary  talent. 

How  unsatisfactory  to  me  all  this  geed  was,  as  I  still  have  on 
^y  mind  the  very  good  accorded  Breslau  for  a  little  picture 
that  she  painted  in  Brittany  two  years  ago. 

And  although  he  siaid  the  same  thing  to' nae  for  my  little 
picture  painted  at  Nice,  it  seems  to  me  that  it  does  not  mean 
as  much.  Why?  Before  my  departure  for  Nice,  he  said  to 
tne  that  Bireslau's  fisherwoman  Was  very  good.  At  present, 
when  that  same  iisherwoman  is  received  with  the  number  three, 
he  tells  me  simply  that  it  \b  not  bad.  In  short,  I  am  not  satis- 
fied. Why?  First,  because  my  family  founded  such  extraor- 
dinary, hopes  on  these  few  studies,  that  the  wildest  compli- 
ments alone  were  capable  of  satisfying  th6j>n,  and  then  I  am 
neivoiis,  the  effect  of  spring.  '  When  I  am  over-excited  this 
way,  my  arms  burn  above  my  elbows j  this  is  queer.  Learned 
doctors,  explain! 

Saturday^  AptU  2i)tk. — I  am  not  an  artist.  I  have  drawn 
without  effort'  as  I  have  dtene  everything,  but  1  can  hbt-^ 
However,  when  I  was  a  child  three  years  old,  I  drew  profiles 
with  thalk  on  the  whist  tables,  and  afterward,  and-  alfways 
(one  would  have  been  certain  that  I  was  cut  but  for  an  artist), 
and- you  seethe  resultt  But  I  have  nibthing  to  say,  only  time 
is  ffying  and  my- hands  are  iflle.  Siawiming  up  the'  a(ccount, 
what  has  happened?  Why,  nothing — Breslau  has  been  work- 
ing Ibnger  than  I,  almost  twice  as  long — admU  that  I  am  as 
talented  as  she,  and  things  ate  takifng  their  natural  eourse; 
however,  Phave  been  painting  for  three  years!  but  ^he  has 
been  painting  for  over  five  yeafs! 

Sutfday^  AprU  30/^. — This  mommg  I  went  to  the  private 
View  with  Villevieille^  Alice,  and  Webbi     I  \«0is  di^essed  vety 
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becomingly  in  black.  I  amused  myself  noting  that  I  was 
tolerably  well  acquainted  with  all  the  best  people  in  Paris.  Caro- 
lus  Duran  came  to  talk  to  me — that  very  amiable  man  is  a  fas- 
cinator. Breslau's  picture  is  hung  on  the  top  row  and  the  effect 
is  deplorable..  I  was  so  uncomfortable  ov^r  the  success  I 
expected  she  would  have  that  this  is  a  great  relief;  I  make  no 
attempt  to  deny.it.  Her  woe-begone  friends  came  to  ask  my 
opinion;  apd  I  told  them  that  it  was  not  right,  and  that  they 
ought  to  have  given  her  a  better  place. 

The  culmination  of  this  brilliant  day  was  my  conversation 
with  Julian,  in  which  he  accused  me  of  throwing  myself  away, 
and  not  fulfilling  the  magnificent  promises,  etc.  In  fact,  he 
thinks  me  drowned,  and  I  think  so  too,  and  we  are  going  to  try 
to  fish  me  up.  I  told  him  that  I  was  well  aware  of  this  deplora- 
ble state;  that  it  fills  me  with  despair,  and  that  I  think  myself 
done  for.  He  reminded  me  how  good  my  work  used  to  be, 
and  that  a  sketch  he  has  at  his  studio  attracts  everybody's 
attention.^  Oh,  my  God!  help  me  out  pf  this!  help  me  out  of 
this!  I  was  going  to  say  that  God  was  good  to  me,  in  per- 
mitting me  to  be  not  altogether  crushed  by  Breslau,  at  least 
for  to-day.  In  a  word,  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  myself 
to  prevent  this  appearing  like  an  unworthy  sentiment.  If  the 
picture  had  been  as  I  imagined,  it  would  have  been  the  end  of 
me,  considering  the  pitiful  state  my  work  is.  in  at  present.  I 
did  not,  for  an  instant,  hope  that  her  picture  would  be  judged 
a  bad  one;  that  would  have  been  ignoble;  but  I  trembled  so, 
lest  I  should  witness  a  formidable  success.  I  had  such  emo- 
tions when  I  opened  t^  newspapers,  that  perhaps  God  took 
pity  on  me. 

Wednesday,  May  gih. — Tony  and  Julian  dined  here.  I 
arrayed  myself  in  a  fantastic  toilet  and  the  evening  was  pro- 
longed until  half -past  ii.  Julian  is  very  droU  after  the 
champagne,  and  Tony  very  agreeable,  very  sober,  very  calm, 
with  his  havidsome,  tired  face.  I  would  like  to  rouse  some 
genuine  feeling  in  this  man  with  his  tender  ^nd  melancholy 
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air.  I  can  not  imagine  him  carried  away  by  violent  senti* 
ments;  he  is  logical  and  calm,  and  if  affairs  of  the  heart  were 
in  question,  he  would  give  you  a  precise  demonstration  of  the 
tender  sentiment  itself  and  its  causes,  as  if  he  were  explaining 
the  qualities  of  a  picture.  But  take  him  all  together,  and  to 
sum  up,  as  he  says,  he  is  charming. 

The  "  Portrait  of  a  Young  Girl  "  by  Sargent,  haunts  me;  it 
is  ravishing.  It  is  an  exquisite  work  that  one  would  gladly 
put  in  a  gallery  with  pictures  of  Van  Dyck  and  Velasquez. 

Saturday^  May  20th, — Ah!  I  am  discouraged!  Wl^t  have  I 
done  since  I  have  been  in  Paris?  I  am  no  longer  even  eccen- 
tric— ^and  in  Italy,  what  did  I  do?  Once  I  allowed  myself  to 
be  kissed  on  the  sly  by  that  stupid  A — .  Well,  what  of  it?  Was 
it  distasteful  to  me?  But  plenty  of  girls  have  done  the  same, 
and  still  do  it,  and  no  one  is  horrified  I  assure  you  that  when 
scraps  of  tattle  come  to  me  of  what  people  say  of  us  and  of 
me,  I  feel  stupefied,  it  sounds  so  preposterous. 

The  lawsuit  has  been  disastrous,  but  it  is  finished.  Now  it 
is  different,  it  is  I  whom  they  attack;  and  when  very  quiet  and 
alone  in  my  room,  in  the  midst  of  my  books,  after  having 
worked  eight  or  ten  hours,  I  think  of  what  may  be  said  of  m§; 
that  I  am  morally  dragged  from  this  sepulchral  place,  dis- 
robed, criticised,  disfigured,  that  thoughts  and  actions  are 
attributed  to  me — They  put  me  down  as  twenty-five  years  old, 
and  say  that  I  am  permitted  a  compromising  independence, 
which  is  absolutely  false.  Ah,  well!  it  makes  me  miserable  and 
I  want  to  cry. 

Yesterday  we  went  to  the  Salon  with  G — ^  Bastien's  brother, 
and  Beaumetz.  Bastien-Lepage  is  going  to  paint  a  picture, 
representing  a  little  peasant  looking  at  a  tainbow.  I  pre- 
dict that  it  will  be  sublime.    What  talent,  what  talent! 

Monday y  May  22</,-rI  believe  that  I  shall  never  love — but 
one  alone — and  he,  it  is  probable,  will  never  love  me.  Julian 
is  right;  to  revenge  myself,  I  must  have  an  overwhelming 
superiority— make  an  exalted  alliance  with  one  of  this  world's 
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graiidees,  both  rich  and  celebrated^  This  woald  be  fine!  or 
else  have  talent  like  Bastien-Lepdge  which  would  make  all 
Paris  turn  their  heads  when  I  passed..  I  am  charming;  I  talk 
as  If  this  could  happen  to  me*  Oh,  my  God,  my  God,  decree 
that  I  may  have  my  revenge!  1  will  be  so  g6od  to  all  who 
suffer.  '  •  - 

Thursday^  M9Qt .  ^sM.-^This  moriiing  we  Went  to  Carolus 
Duran'd.  What  an  astonishing  and  charming  person!  People 
laugh  at  him  a  little  because  he  does  everything.  What  differ- 
ence does  that  Ttoake?  Heisaigbod  shot,  rides  horseback, 
dances,  plays  the  piano,  the  oi'gan,  and  the  .guitar^  and  sings. 
They  say  he  dattcefe  badly,  but  he  does  all  the  rest  with  an 
infinite  gmcc.  ,H6  believes  hiitaiaclf  Spanish  and  Velasc(uez-likc. 
His  personal  appearance  iavery  fiedudtive,  his  coilversatioa 
is  absorbing,  and  thfough  imd  through  he  is  such  a  good 
fellow,  is  so  well  satisfied  with  himself,  so  frank  and  happy 
in  his  admiration  of  his  own  persoh,  that,  oiie  iaked  no  offense 
at  him— rquitfc  the  contrary.  And  if  you  sometimes  laugh  at 
him,  you  are  conquered  all  the  sanie.  Especially  when  you 
think  of  all.thosfc  who  have  great  pretensions  without  possess* 
ing  a  quarter  of  his  attainments,  •      : 

He  considers  himself  far  above  the  common  herd,  but  put 
yourself, in. his  place;  who  Would  not  have  hid  head ^ turned  a 
little?  .  . 

This  morning, -the  studio  was  full  of  people;  the:light^ 
coming  from  above,  gave  something  of  aimellowed  look  to  this 
very  modern  studio;  the  visitors  wore  a  solemn  and  admiring 
air,  ^nd  Carolun^  played  the  mastei  with  all  the/  asiiumed 
airs  and  gcaccs;  of  Faur^y  in  */ Don  Juan  "or  *^Rigol6tto"; 
h(3  went  from : group  to  group  with  his  mustache  curled,  his 
beard  pointed,  his  hair  IcarefUlly  mussed,  and  from  time  to 
time  he  sought  .hi$.  desk  to  jot  something  down  with  a  hag- 
gard look  and  a  rubbitig '  of  I  hib  forehead  with  his  hand, 
as  if  his  brain  were,  throbbing  with  brilliant  ideas.  He  is 
affected,  of  course;  but  I  aiji  always  chafmcd  when   one 
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carve*  out  for  himself  an  interesting  personality  which  makes 
you  thihlc  of  the  departed  age  of  romahce.  This  melange 
o(  hiusic,^  tlic  brush,  and  the  sword  fs  very  interesting,  and  if, 
at  thef  present  time,'  it  causes  a  disposition  to  laugh,  so  mirch 
the  worse  for  those  Who  laugh!  Carolus  Duran  is  right;  the 
more  so,  as  his  talent  justifies  his  posing  and  his  pretension^. 

And  besides,  people-  say  that  he  is  very  successful  with 
women. 

He  murmurs  common- place  comp^liments  which  please  them. 

*<  What  did  you  find  handsome  at  the  Salon  the  other  day?'* 
I  asked  him. 

**  You  wete  there,  what  else  could  one  fook  at.*' 

Or,  as  I  oompldined  of  painting. 

"  Abt  art  is  terrible!  You  want  to  have  it  at  your  feet  like 
men  prostrated  in  the  dust.  Well,  no!  it  resists  you  and  you 
adore  it."  *     . 

True,  he  is  a  poser,  a  mountebank,  whatever  you  will!  But 
I  do'  not  hide  the  f kct  that  I  hold  colorless  people  in  horror, 
and  so  much  the  worse  for  those  who  see  only  the  comic  side 
of  these  exceptional  nature  all  at  once  harlequins,  posturers, 
and  charming;  you  will  hold  up  to  my  admii-ation;  perhaps, 
men  of  superior  talents  who  remain  modest  and  quiet — ah! 
so  much  the  worse  for  theni  and  for  us! 

When  heaven  endows  you  with  all  gifts,  you  are  an  incom- 
plete being  if-you  stay  still  in  your  corner  instead  of  taking 
advantage  of  your  real  value  to  play  the  harlequin  a  little, 
as^t&e  vulgar  imbeciies- My. 

Friday^  May  26M.-:-^'the  way  the  prizes- have  Seen  awarded 
is  nauseating;  among  those  who  really  deserved  one,  however, 
was  Zilhardt. 

But  the  idea  that  pfizfes  were  awarded  to  certain  other  people 
makes  the  heart  bleed  atid  fills  you  with  anger!  It  would 
seem  thatiartists  ought  to  be  mora  cohscientious  and  more 
honest  than  other  people.  But  this  is  by  no  i  means  the  case> 
I  find,  acidat  grievei  me  tO!  the  Core. 
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Sunday^  May  zZth. — The  Duchess  of  Fitz- James  came  to 
say  that  she  would  present  us  at  her  daughter-in-law's  house 
in  the  evening.  They  gave  a  ball;  mamma  assures  me  that  the 
lady  is  most  amiable.  They  see  each  other  tolerably  fre- 
quently^ but  I  do  not  know  much  about  her.  So  we  called  for 
her,  and  went  together. 

It  was  of  the  greatest  possible  elegance;  genuine  society, 
genuine  young  girls,  charming  and  fresh;  genuine  toilets. 
The  old  duchess  has  a  large  number  of  nephews  and  grand- 
children. The  names  which  I  heard  were  among  the  best 
known  and  most  aristocratic  in  Paris,  and  the  few  people  that 
I  knew  moved  in  the  highest  circles*  As  for  me,  though 
enchanted  to  find  myself  in  that  scUon^  I  thought  all  the  time 
about  a  pastel,  which  I  had  done  in  the  morning,  and  which  I 
was  afraid  was  poor. 

Besides,  one  can  not  go  into  society  that  way.  I  should  need 
at  least  two  months  of  it  before  I  began  to  enjoy  it.  But  at 
bottom  do  you  think  that  this  amuses  me?  It  is  tolerably 
stupid,  hollow,  and  colorless!  And  to  think  that  there  are 
people  who  only  live  for  this!  I  wish  for  it  but  rarely;  just 
enough  to  be  in  the  swim,  like  celebrated  men,  for  example, 
who  only  go  there  for  relaxation;  enough,  however,  to  avoid 
the  appearance  of  a  Hottentot  or  inhabitant  of  the  moon. 

Monday^  May  29M. — ^Yesterday  we  went  to  the  Bois  with 
Adeline,  who  says  that  we  ^re  launched  in  the  most  aristo- 
cratic society  of  Paris,  and  to-day  we  called  on  the  queen,  the 
two  Duchesses  Fitz- James,  the  Countess  de  Turenne,  Madame 
de  Briey,  and  lastly,  on  the  American  lady. 

I  saw  Julian  this  morning;  he  finds  my  large  pastel  of  Dina 
very  good. 

But  the  trouble  is  about  a  large  picture  for  next  year;  my 
idea  does  not  seem  to  take  hold  of  Julian,  who  is  a  man  about 
town,  incapable  of  entering  into  the  spirit  of  it  I  am  very 
much  absorbed  by  it  .and  dare  jnot  say  so^for  people  of  talent 
only  are  permitted  to  be  absorbed  by,  and  enthusiastic  over,  a 
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subject.  With  me,  it  is  pretentious  and  ridiculous.  I  had 
thought  of  an  episode  in  the  carnival,  but  I  have  given  that 
up.  It  would  be  only  a  display  of  color.  I  know  exactly 
what  I  want  to  paint,  and  the  subject  has  taken  hold  of  both 
my  heart  and  my  brain.  I  first  thought  of  it  nearly  two  years 
ago.  I  do  not  know  if  I  shall  be  far  enough  advanced  this 
winter  to  do  it  well.  Well,  more  is  the  pity,  it  will  be  a 
mediocre  piece  of  painting,  but  it  will  have  all  the  other  qualities 
of  truth,  emotion,  and  sentiment.  You  can  not  do  a  thing 
badly  that  fills  your  soul,  especially  when  you  draw  well — It  is 
after  Joseph  of  Arimathea  has  enshrouded  the  body  of  Jesus 
and  the  stone  has  been  rolled  before  the  sepulchre;  the  crowd 
has  departed,  night  is  falling,  and  Mary  Magdalen  and  the 
other  Mary  remain  alone  seated  before  the  sepulchre. 

It  is  one  of  the  most  impressive  moments  in  the  sublime 
drama,  and  one  of  those  which  have  been  the  least  used  by 
artists. 

It  possesses  grandeur,  simplicity,  something  awe-inspiring, 
touching,  and  human — an  indescribable  terrible  calm;  the 
exhaustion  of  grief  in  the  two  poor  women.  The  physical 
side  remains  to  be  studied. 

Saturday^  June  ^d. — The  pictures  have  been  passed  upon; 
it  is  a  pleasantry,  there  are  only  two  in  the  first  class,  and  they 
the  worst;  no  medals.  I  think  the  professors  are  making  fun 
of  us. 

From  3  to  5  we  begged  for  charity  on  the  grand  staircase 
of  the  Salon.  I  was  charming  in  a  pale  rose  Louis  XV.  dress 
of  uncut  velvet.  There  was  a  good  turn-out  of  society.  Queen 
Isabella  was  very  gracious  to  me.  I  saw  many  of  my  friends, 
and  the  sympathetic  American  lady  gave  me  20  francs.  Many 
strangers  also  contributed.  When  I  am  not  worried  I  have 
some  beauty  that  attracts  people.  Three  young  artists,  who 
had  passed  at  a  tolerably  rapid  pace,  consulted  after  looking 
at  me,  and  one  of  them  came  back  to  give  me  40  sous!  This 
was^  tolerably  handsome,  for  people  avoid  the  beggars  and 
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hurfy  as  fast  as  their  legs  will  carry  them,  obliged  as  they  are 
to  pass  between  their  ranks.  At  5  o'clock,  we  went  to  the 
duchess;  she  took  us  to  the  Vicomtesse  de  Janz6,  who  has  a 
houfiie  filled  with  mMVels^ .aiid  who.  is;. one  pf  the  queens  o£ 
PariS;  as  Balzac  says.  And. afterward  to. the  Bois  with  the 
Duchess  of  Fitz-James  and  her  grand-daughter,^  Madenioiselle 
de  Charette. 

Thursday ^  June  %th. — It  is  af t^r  4  o'clock^  it  is  broad  day- 
light; I  close  the  blinds  hermetically  to  create  an  artificial 
night  while  the  blue. blouses  of  the  workmen  are  passing. in  the 
street,  going  to  their  work  already.  Poor  people!.  It  is  beforie 
j  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  it  rains;  these  unfortunates  suffer, 
and  we  whimper  oyer  our  mififortunes  in  la^es  from  Doucet's. 
Look  at  me  writing  a  common -place  phrase,  a  banality.  Each 
one  in  his  own  sphere  suffers  and  complains,  and  each  one 
has  good  reason  fpr  it.  I,  at  the  present  moment,  do  not 
complain  of  anything;  for,  if  I  have  no  talent  it  is  nobody*$ 
faults  I  only  complain  of  unjust,  unna.tural,  detestable  things, 
like  much  in:  the  past,  and  in  tl\e  present  also,,  although  this 
isolation  may  be  a  blessing  which,  perhaps,  will  bring  me  to 
fame.  Happy  Carolus  Duran,  who  is  celebrated  and  ]t>elieves 
himself  the  most  spblinie  artist  of  all  time  I 

I  w;ish  to  go  to  Brittany  and  work  there. 

.  WtdiUiday^  June  2ikth. — Well!  nothing  new,  A  few  calls 
exchanged  and  painting — and  Spain.  Ah,  Spain!  A  volume 
of  Th6opbile  Gautier  is  the  cause  of  all  this.  Is  it  possible? 
What!  Have  I  passed  through  Toledo,  Burgos,  Cordova, 
Seville,  Granada?  Granada!  X  have  run  through  those  places 
whose  names,  even,  it  is  di,n  excitement  to  pronounce!  It  is  a 
fever!  Oh,  to  return  there!  :  To  see  those  marvels  again!  To 
return:  alo.tte  or  with  people  who  can  sympathize  with  me! 
I  suffered  enough  when  I  went  there  with  my  family!  Oh, 
poetry!  Oh,,  panting]  Oh,  Spain!  Ab!  how  short  is  life!  Ah! 
how  unhappy  we  are  to  live  so  little!  For  to  live  .ip  Paris  is 
only  the  point  of  departure  for  ^everything.    But  to  make 


jOtfRKAL   OF  MARIE  BASHKmTSEPr.  1V5 

the&e  sublime,  Artistic  journeys!  Six  months  in  Spain,  in 
Italy!  Italy>  sacred  soil;  diVine,  incomparable  Rome!  it  takes 
away  my  reason. 

Ah!  how  women  are  to  be  pitied;  men  are  free,  at  least. 
They  have  absolute  independence  in  ordinary  life,  liberty  to 
come  Bind  go,  to  start  out,  to  dtne  at  a  restaurant  or  at  home, 
to  go  oa  foot  to  the  Bois  0!p  to  a  caf6;  that  liberty  is  the  half 
of  talent  and  thr€|e*qiiaH>^rs  of  ordinfary  happiness. 

But,  y^  will  say,  superior  woman  that  you  are,  give  your- 
self that  liberty!        f.  • 

It  is  imposisible,  for  the  woman  who  emancipates  herself  thus 
— the  young  and  pretty  womin,  be  it  understood-^almost  has 
the  fingei*  pointed  at  her,  she  bet)omes  -singular,  commented 
on,  insulted,  and  consequently  still  less  free  than  before  she 
shocked  Idiotic  custom.  r      .  > 

So  there  is  riothing  to  66  but  dteplore  my  sex  and  return  to 
dreams  of  Italy  and  Spain.  Granada?  gigantic  Arabs,  pure 
sky,  brooks,  rose  laurels,  sun,  shadow,  pekce,  calto,  harmony, 
and  poetry! 

Wednesday^  June  au/.— It  is  all  scratched  out,  and  I  have 
given  away  the  canvas,  in  fact,  so  as  n6t  to^  see  it.  This 
almost  kills  me! '  Oh,  painting,  I  can  not  attain  unto  thee! 

But  as  soon  as  I  have  destroyed  what  I  have  finished,  I  feel' 
relieved,  free,  and  rcctdy  to  begin  again.  Tlie  studio  in  which 
i  have  worked  was  lent  to  Mademoiselle  Loshooth^  by  an 
American,  named  Chadwick,  who  returned  to-day,  and  we  have 
restored  to  him  his  sanctum. 

Thursday y  June  2^d, — The  house  at  Na  30  Rue  Ampere 
pleased  me  so  much  that  I  was  wild  over  it,  and  as  we  have 
engaged  an  apartment  already,  I  was  m^dened  riot  to  be  able 
to  rent  the  house,  which  appeared  to  promise  me  complete 
ha^pihei^. 

A  whole  story  to  myself  with  a  studio  and  balcony.  Mr 
mother  'and'  aunt  on  the  first  story  and  the  safdns^  below, 
Ttie^  isa 'garden  in  which  1  eouM  paint  out  of  doors-  vrithouit 
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leaving  home.  In  a  word,  it  was  too  good,  I  felt  sure  that  no 
such  good  luck  was  in  store  for  me.  I  was  ready  to  pay  5,000 
francs  forfeit  to  the  owner  of  the  apartment.  Well,  it  is  done, 
and  without  forfeit;  we  can  have  the  house,  and  behold  me 
entirely  cooled  off.  I  find  that  it  is  far  off,  that  the  studio  is 
not  so  large  as  I  thought,  that  it  is  dear,  and  I  am  grieved, 
very  much  grieved  to  leave  the  Champs  Elys^es.  Remark  that, 
in  living  there,  I  had  but  one  dream,  the  Avenue  de  Villiers  and 
the  artistic  neighborhoods  and  the  acquaintance  of  the  artists. 
At  present,  that  part  of  my  dreams  is  realized.  I  am  racked  by 
the  idea  that  if  I  get  medals  I  shall  owe  them  to  my  friends. 
And  besides,  there  is  this  also:  I  have  made  a  fuss  because  I 
had  nobody  to  whom  to  show  my  drawings  and  pictures;  in  a 
word,  I  will  say  it,  because  my  talent  was  unknown  to  the  artists; 
at  present,  here  are  the  artists  but  there  is  nothing  more  to 
show  them.  At  5  this  evening  we  went  to  see  the  sketches  of 
Bastien-Lepage,  who  is  in  London,  but  his  brother  Emile  did 
the  honors  of  the  studio  for  us.  I  took  Brisbane  and  L — , 
which  resulted  in  a  delightful  hour,  laughing,  chatting,  mak- 
ing sketches,  and  everything  so  befitting,  so  pleasant!  If  I 
had  heard  all  this  of  Breslau,  I  should  have  bewailed  myself 
and  envied  her  her  surroundings.  Well,  I  have  what  I  wanted, 
does  that  give  me  talent? 

Friday^  June  2$d. — At  5  o'clock  L — ,  Dina,  and  I  were  at 
Emile  Bastien's,  who  posed  for  us»  I  painted  him  on  a  little 
panel  ten  or  twelve  inches  square,  I  think. 

I  painted  on  the  real  BastietCs  own  palette^  with  his  colors^  his 
brushy  in  Ms  studio ^  and  with  his  brother  for  model. 

But  it  is  a  fancy,  childishness^  superstition;  the  little  Swede 
wanted  to  touch  his  palette.  I  kept  some  of  his  dried  colors, 
and  my  hand  trembled,  and  we  laughed. 

Saturday^  June  %/^h. — It  is  accomplished.  We  have  the 
house.  I  am  heart-broken  at  leaving  the  Champs  Elys^es,  with- 
out cpnsidering  that  the  force  of  habit  produces  the  effect  of 
bankruptcy  upon  me.    However,  the  house  consists  of  a  large 
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basement  containing  the  kitchen  and  a  billiard-room.  The 
ground  floor  raised  a  dozen  steps,  contains  a  vestibule  from 
which  you  enter  through  a  handsome  glazed  dopr  into  an  ante- 
room  containing  the  staircase  leading  to  the  upper  floors;  at 
the  right  is  a  room  which  is  made  into  a  salon  by  an  archway 
pierced  into  a  little  room  opening  out  on  the  garden;  there  are 
also  a  dining-room  and  a  garden^  which  carriages  can  enter, 
and  reached  by  st^ps  from  the  saion  and  from  the  dining- 
room. 

On  the  first  floor  there  are  five  chambers  with  dressing- 
rooms  and  a  bath-room.  As  for  the  second  floor,  it  is  mine, 
and  consists  of  an  ante-room,  two  chambers,  a  library,  a  studio, 
and  a  store-room.  The  studio  and  the  library  are  united  by  a 
very  large  archway,  which  gives  a  space  40  feet  long  and 
22  feet  in  width. 

The  light  is  superb,  coming  from  three  sides  atid  from  above; 
in  a  word,  for  a  rented  house,  nothing  could  be  imagined  to 
suit  me  better.  But  then  it  seems  to  me  that  it  is  out  of  the 
way,  although  it  is  within  ten  minutes'  carriage-ride  of  the 
Madeleine  by  the  Boulevard  Malesherbes.  It  is  No.  30  Rue 
Ampere,  at  the  corner  of  Rue  Br^montier,  and  the  house  can 
be  seen  from  the  Avenue  de  Villiers. 

But  what  would  you  have?  And  then,  this  moving  is  mbst 
enervating.  And  think  of  leaving  this  apartment  where  I  have 
been  so  quiet! 

Ah!  more  is  the  pity!  it  is  done;  yes,  signed  at  the  notary's 
office. 

Fridoy^  June  '^oth. — I  can  not  get  settled.  I  am  at  sea. 
1  do  nothing!  That  is  the  misfortune!  The  other  day,  with 
Julian^  we  talked  about  this.  He  says  that  I  have  ceased  to 
do  anything  for  a  year  and  a  half;  now  and  then  a  month  of 
work  by  fits  and  starts,  then  nothing! 

I  have  no  continuity,  no  line  of  conduct,  no  real  energy!     It 

is  true,  I  have  wandered.  I  ought  to  have  carved  out  my  work 

a  study  each  week,  and,  instead  of  that^  I  try  a  score  of  things, 
41 
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and  when  a  subject  pleases  me,  I  am  discouraged  because  I 
am  not  in  cotidttion  to  execute  it.  I  have  tried  to  return  to 
ctaiss  work  and  could  not.  ShaH  I  be  able  to  work  alone?  I 
am  perplexed;*  I  do  not.linow  where  to  go  or  what  to  do,  and 
I  lack  the  force  to  make  a  simple  study;  I  ttiust  always  under- 
take too  much,  and,  as  =  it  ddfes  not  turn  out  well,  I  fall^  into 
despair;  And  at  present  I  am  in  a  nervous  state.  Besides, 
I  never  shall  pairitt  I  have  never,  never,  never  been  able  to 
paint  a  bit  well!  Here  are  three  years  that  I  have  painted;  I 
have  lost  hall  of  them,  I  admit,  bat  that  makes  no  difference. 
In  the  end  I  am  out  of  breath;  I  must  have  the  courage,  the 
will  to  restore^  myself,  that  will  come  gradually;  I  am  going 
t<X  rctwn*—  iNo,  some  great  stroke  would  be^  necessary  to 
put  (pe  at  "flo^d'tide,  and  I  fear  that  this  gteat  stroke  can  be 
but  a  succession  of  patient  efforts.  But  then  comes  this  terri- 
ble convictdn  that  I  shall  h<ot  be  able;  that  I  shafl  not  paint. 

Theniuodel?  ^  . 

"You  will  return  to  painting,  all  the  same,  but  still  more 
weakened;'* 

And  what  then?    Then  h  were  better  to  die. 

Wtdmsday,  July  \iih,^^-A  am  arranging  my  famous  picture, 
which  is  going  to  be  very  difecult  to  execute.  '  I  must  find  a 
landscape  as  near  as  possible-  like  the  one  I  imagine,  aiid  the 
toihb'  holloweid  crot  id  Hi^  rock.  I  wish  I  c6uld  do  it  near 
Paris,  at  Capri,  it  is  altogether  the  Orient,  a  rock,  and  not  so 
far  2iway.  'Btit  a  real  tomb  would  be  essential.  There  mt?st  be 
some  in  Algeria,  and  above  all,  in  Jerusalem — some  Jewish 
tomb  hollovted  in  the  rack.  And  models?  There  I  should 
have  magniBcent  ones  wit<h  natural  costumes.  Julian  sa)^ 
that  it  is  folly.  iHe  understands,  he  say«,  why  the  masters— 
those  wha  know  everyth^iing— ^should  go  to  paint  their  pictures 
on  the  ground,  for  they  go  to  seek  the  only  thing  they  lack, 
locdl  color,  the  naked  truth;  while  I,' in  Whom  so  much  is 
lackingl^^HoWever,  it  seems  to  me  that  I  must  seek  just  that, 
since  I  cottid  hate  iuccess  only  by  force  xA  absolute  truth. 
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Why,  then,  does  he  wish  me  to  deny  myself  this  local  <:olor,  I' 
who  can  have  nothing  else,  or  almost  nothing?  What  will  this 
picture  signify  if  it  is  painted  at  St.  Germain,  with  Jfiws  from 
the  Batignolles  in  made-up  costumes?  While  there,  I  shall  find 
vestments  that  are  worn,  in  ac^tuat  use,  and  genuine,  and  those 
tones  found  by  chance  and  giving  effects  that  can  not  be  made 
to  order.  But  time  will  be  lost — -in  the  trip,  a  fortnight;  and  a 
fortnight  to  get  settled;  total,  a  month.  I  shall  start  the  15th 
of  September,  I  shall  arrive  on  the  22d;  the  10th  of  October 
I  can.  begin;  I  give  myself  three  months — a  week  to  put 
things  in  position  and  draw,  and  a  week  for  preparation.  The 
24th  of  October  I  shall  begin  to  paint,  and  on  the  ist  of 
November  the  principal  head  will  be  finished.  The  body  will 
occupy  until  the  loth  of  November.  On  the  i  ith  I  shall  begin 
the  other  figure,  which  will  take  ten  d^ys.  The  27th, 
28th,  29th,  and  30th  of  November  will  be  occupied  in  painting 
the  foreground.  I  allow  myself  ten  days  more  for  the  back- 
ground, which  brings  me  to  the  loth  of  December.  Note  that 
I  have  calculated  for  the  whole  work  nearly  double  the  time  it 
is  likely  I  shall  spend  upon  it. 

Tuesday,  July  2^fA. — We  had  a  charming  evening,  with 
everybody  feeling  at  home;  with  quiet  and  interesting  conver- 
sation, tinted,  as  it  were,  by  serious  and  alNpervading  music; 
only,  nobody  spoke  to  me  of  art.  Fortunately,  before  dinner, 
Julian  went  up  to  the  studio  to  take  another  look  at  the 
sketches,  and  the  large  panel,  on  which  I  have  blocked  out 
the  face  in  charcbal  and  pastel. 

"Is  this  what  you  call  looking  for  a  subject  for  your 
pictur€i?" 

"Yes,  by  all  means,  for  this  pleases  me;  while  I  could  not 
interest  myself  in  last  year's  subject,  which  was  meaningless 
to  me.** 

Oh,  if  I  really  could  do  it!!  J  Julian  'enters  entirely  into  my 
ideat;  '•  I  did  not  think  (and  I  was  very  wrong)  that  he  com- 
prehended so  profoundly  the  beauty  of  the'  scene.    Yes,  it  is 
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true.  Out  of  it  one  ought  to  make  something  terrible  in  its 
calm;  and  desolate,  profoundly  desolate.  It  is  the  end  of 
everything;  the  woman  who  is  there  is  more  than  the  expres- 
sion of  grief — she  is  the  embodiment  of  an  immense,  complete, 
and  dreadful  drama.  It  is  the  stupor  of  a  soul  to  which  noth- 
ing remains^  and  considering  the  antecedents  of  the  woman, 
there  must  be  something  so  humane,  so  interesting,  so  grand, 
and  so  striking  about  her,  that  it  will  give  you  the  impression 
of  a  wind  blowing  across  your  hair. 

And  I  shall  not  do  it  well,  although  it  depends  upon  myself? 
It  is  something  that  I  can  create  with  my  hands,  and  my 
impassioned,  tenacious,  inflexible  will  would  not  suffice?  The 
ardent,  mad  desire  to  impart  the  emotion  which  I  feel  would 
not  suffice?  Come,  now!  How  can  I  doubt  it?  It  is  something 
that  fills  my  head,  my  heart,  my  soul,  and  my  eyes;  and  shall  I 
not  triumph  over  material  difficulties?  I  feel  capable  of  every- 
thing. There  is  only  the  chance  of  illness — I  pray  God  daily 
that  this  may  not  happen. 

Will  my  hand  be  impotent  to  express  that  which  my  head 

WILLS? 

Ah!  my  God,  I  fall  on  my  knees  and  supplicate  Thee  not  to 
oppose  this  happiness.  It  is  in  all  humility,  prostrate  in  the 
dust,  that  I  supplicate  Thee  to — not  indeed  aid  me— but 
deign  only  that  I  may  be  permitted  to  work  without  too  many 
obstacles. 

Thursday^  July  27M. — July  28M. — July  29M. — It  seems  to 
me,  however,  that  it  is  impossible  to  paint  this  picture 
entirely  out  of  doors!  The  effect  is  not  full  day,  and  the  twi- 
light hardly  lasts  an  hour.  Therefore,  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
copy^  as  is  done  in  ordinary  pictures,  as  Bastien-Lepage  does, 
and  all  do  who  work  in  the  open  air.  Ah!  I  am  running 
against  too  great  difficulties.  Well,  we  shall  see!  I  shall  paint 
it  in  Algeria  as  well  as  I  can,  and  then,  if  some  things  have  to 
be  done  over  again,  or  even  if  it  has  all  to  be  done  anew,  I 
shall  have  learned  how  to  do  it,  at  all  events. 
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Sunday y  July  y>th. — Monday ^  July  $isl. — Robert-Fleury 
came  this  evening,  and  we  had  a  conference  regarding  the  pic- 
ture, and  in  regard  to  work  in  general.  I  do  not  work  the 
right  way.  For  two  years  I  have  had  no  continuity  in  my 
ideas,  and  hence  it  never  happens  that  I  completely  finish  a 
study.  That  is  true.  He  said  so  to  prove  to  me  that  I  made 
all  possible  progress,  considering  the  Way  in  which  I  work,  and 
that  the  young  people  of  the  studio  work  more,  and  to  better 
purpose.  Nothing  tells  like  tenacity  and  continuity,  while  a 
good  week,  and  then  nothing,  does  not  amount  to  much;  does 
not  produce  progress.  But  it  is  true  I  was  ill,  traveling,  and 
without  a  studio.  At  present,  everything  goes  well,  and  if  I 
do  not  persevere  it  will  be  a  proof  that  I  am  good  for  nothing. 

The  idea  of  the  picture  is  good,  and  I  shall  execute  it  well. 
The  painting  of  this  week  is  done  with  freedom,  but  I  tell  you, 
that,  to  dispel  thy  despair,  he  should  have  praised  me  more 
highly,  said  that  I  was  as  talented  as — someone  very  talented — 
that  I  can  do  whatever  I  choose.  And  he  tells  me  when  I 
complain,  that  it  is  insanity,  and  that  he  never  has  seen  a  per- 
son do  more  in  so  short  a  time.  Four  years!  Then  he  said 
that  the  most  gifted  and  most  fortunate  do  not  achieve  suc- 
cess under  seven,  eight,  or  ten  years.     Ah!  it  is  atrocious! 

There  are  moments  when  I  could  batter  my  brains  out! 
Rhetoric  furnishes  no  relief.  I  must  produce  something  that 
will  make  people  start  with  astonishment,  nothing  else  will 
give  me  peace. 

Monday y  August  ith. — The  street!  coming  back  from  Robert- 
Fleury's  we  drove  by  the  avenues  which  surround' the  Arc  de 
Triomphe,  it  was  toward  half-past  6  of  a  summer  evening; 
there  were  porters,  children,  running  waiters,  workmen,  and 
women;  all  these  at  the  doors,  on  the  public  benches,  or  chat- 
ting before  the  wine-shops. 

What  admirable  subjects  for  pictures!  Altogether  admi- 
rable! Far  be  it  from  me,  of  all  things;  to  aim  at  a  parody  of  the 
ax^tual;  let  vulgarians  do  that;  but  in  the  every-day  life  of  the 


182  JOVRHAt  OP  MARIE.  HASHKlRtSEf F4 

Streets  aretoibe  found  capital  subjects.    The  greatest  oiasters 
are-  only  great  through  their  fidelity  to  truth.     . 

I  am  struck  with  wonder  at  all  that  t$  to.be  found 'in  the 

street,  and  those  who  sneer  at  what  they  call  naturalism  do  not 

-know  what  it  is,  they  are  imbeciles.     The  thing  is  to  catch 

nature  in  the  act,  to  kno;W  how  to.  select  and  to  catch  her.     To 

know  hQW  :to  select  is-  what rmakes  the  artist,  i 

My  portr^^it  will  be  undeniably  common-place.  I  am  seated 
in.  a  large  arm-chair,  in  a  dregs  pf  white  muslin,  half  low  aeck. 
The  pose  is  tolerably  good.  I  appear  to  be  talking,  it  is  full 
face.     It  is  very  ordinary. 

I  return  t^  the  street.  That  mine  could  be  worked.  I  do 
not  want  to  touch  th^e  country.  Bastiep  reigns  sovereign:  there; 
but  for  the  street  there  has  been  yet  no — Bastien^  And  in  our 
garden  I  could  paint  nearly  eveiything. 

TuiSjday^  -r^i^w^/,  8/>t.— My  head  isi^  ijttje ;  troubled ,  by 
Daadet*s  "Kings  in  Exile;"  I  have  read  it  ateeady^but  I  am 
beginning  it  again.  It  contains  ravishing  pages,;  a  delicacy  Of 
analysis  and  ^  clearness  of  expression,  that  delight  me,  and 
things  which  make  me  weep — matters  :o£  sentin^ent.: 

The  life  that  I  lead  is  no  life  at  ali;  when  I  do  not  work, 
there  is  nothing  that  I  care  for;,  while  painting,  I  imagine  I  am 
weaving  my  happiqess;  when:  I  am  idle,  everything  turns  into 
night  and  silence* 
:  IVednesdayj,  u4ugus^  ^iA^-^l  b9.d,  a,  mtt'mg;  afterward.  Robert- 
Fleury  came  to  dinner.  I  showed  him  a  sketch  made  this 
morning — a  ragpicker  whom  I  stopped  ox\  her  round.  Tony 
found  it  good.  It  is  before  me  now.  Toay  says  not  t^  touch 
it,  although  it  is  barely  blocked  out,  aixd  to  make  another  very 
much  worked  up.  When,  by  chance,  i .  do  something  ixassable, 
I  feel  the  deUght  of  a  child  .      . 

I  am  in  love  with  myself.  .   , 

Thursday,  August  10th. *-^T\idX  poor  Tony  tubbed  out  my  left 
hand  at  the  end  of  the  sitting.  It  is  of.ttio.  avail  to  be  aa 
academician  and  to  have  received  the.  medal  of  bonor>  qxic  is 
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none  the 'less  liable  to  mistakes;  and  he  wishes  lo  have  his 
first  effort  something  very  fine;  he  told  me  that  be  nearly  had 
the  nightmare  and  a  sick  headache,  because  he  could  not  make 
it  a  success  without  painting  some  of  it  over. 

Well,  how  I  sympathize  with  these  troubles  that  I  know  so 
well,  and  of  which  one  has  no  idea  without  experience! 

He  writes  a  journal  every  evening  as  I  do;  what  do  you 
suppose  he  finds  to  say  about  me?  He  thinks  that  Breslau's 
laurels  prevent  me  from  sleesping.  But  he  knows  how  deeply 
I  recognize  my  owp  in«apa{jity»  It  is  true  that  now  I  say  my 
picture^  and  still,  that.$eenis  to  nUe  an  assumption!  It  is  otily 
while  hearing  other  nullities  say,  my  sketch,  my  picture,  etc*, 
that  I  have  dared — and  if  I  consider  this  a  species  of.  imperti* 
nence,  it  is  because  I  hope  some  day  to  have  the  .right  to  say  it, 
and  do  not  wish  to  cheapen  it  by  a  too  familiar  use.  You  Under- 
stand this,  do  you  not? 

Sunday^  August  i^ih.^rA^t,  is  3  o'clock  in  the  mornipg;  I  can 
not  sleep.  This  evening  I  showed  Tony  a  study  .of  a  female 
ragpicker,  which  he  pronounced  "  so  so,"  and.  a  new  outline 
of  the  picture  which  he  called  very  good.  Upon  the  whole, 
the  outline  is  not  new;  it  is  like  the  very  first  which  I.  tore 
up  and  have  reproduced.  It  seems  to  me  that  you  should 
conceive  a  thing  all  at  once,  above  all,  something  that  strikes 
and  takes  complete  possession  of  you.  Now,  Robert-Fleury 
is  right;  this  picture  is  relatively  easy  to  execute;  there  is 
nothing  of  what  we  call  detail,  since  the  action  happeijs;  in  a 
half  light;  the  silhouettes  stand  out  from  a  dark  ground. 
Everything,,  understand,  everything  consists  in  seizing.  Well 
the  relations -bet ween  the  sky,  the  figures,  and  the  ground; 
and.  afterward  and  above  all,  to  render ; the  poetry  of  the 
hour,  the  deep,  awful  desolation  of  what  has  just  taken 
place. 

Now,  he  says  that  it  is  found;  that  the  attitudes .  are  pro- 
foundly felt,  poignant;  everything  consists  in  rendering  this  as 
I  feel  it.  : 
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'^  If  you  succeed  in  finding  the  exact  tones,  and  the  relations 
of  the  different  parts,  it  will  be  something  entirely  beautiful." 

Yes,  that  is  all.  On  one  side  a  sort  of  terror,  and  on  the 
other  side  a  frenzy. 

//  depends  upon  myself! 

And  then  I  went  to  bed  at  midnight,  thinking  no  more 
about  the  discussk)ns  of  the  day  on  naturalism,  painting, 
and  the  street!  Thinking  only  of  this  picture,  which  takes 
abnormal  proportions  in  my  brain,  and  once  my  imagination 
set  at  work,  everything  has  passed  in  review.  I  have  worked; 
it  is  finished.  I  have  sent  it  in;  it  is  exhibited.  And  there  is 
a  crowd  before  it;  emotion  chokes  my  throat;  a  foolish  fear, 
of  I  know  not  what;  then  an  extravagant  joy  succeeds  that 
anguish,  and  as  I  thought  all  this,  I  shivered,  and  the  per- 
spiration started  all  over  me. 

I  got  up  at  3  o'clock.  I  read  and  now  I  write  with  the 
sketch  before  me.  But,  perhaps,  I  am  j>reparing  for  myself 
a  terrible  disappointment.  •  No,  since  I  am  sure  of  nothing,  I 
am  going  to  try.  Besides,  perhaps,  it  is  the  two  cups  of  tea 
taken  this  evening  which  have  prevented  mo  from  sleeping — 
Oh,  no! 

Tuesday^  August  \^th, — May  God  come  to  my  help!  I  would 
I  had  not  thought  of  it  and  had  counted  on  nothing;  the  only 
happiness  that  happens  to  one  comes  as  a  surprise,  and  not 
when  one  is  expecting  it;  but  I  expect  nothing.  Only  the 
picture  takes  away  my  sleep.  It  might  be  so  beautiful  \  I 
comprehend  it  so  well! 

Thursday y  August  I'jth. — At  the  last  sitting  my  artist  was  in 
search  of  a  subject  for  a  picture,  something  modern  and  good; 
and  then  he  wished  to  have  a  nude  figure  in  his  picture;  "  only 
it  is  so  difficult  to  find  a  beautiful  model;"  he  appears  to  fore- 
see such  insurmountable  difficulties.  Really,  one  would  say 
that  a  beautiful  nude  woman  was  not  to  be  found  in  Europe. 

I  really  believe  that  Robert-Fleury  has  a  very  just  opinion  of 
me.     He  believes  me  to  be  what  I  would  like  to  have  the 
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world  think  me — altogether  proper;  a  young  girl--*a  x^hild, 
even — in  this  sense,  that,  while  I  talk  like  a  wonian  in  the  full 
possession  of  her  intellectual  powers,  I  am  really  at  heart  as 
pure  as  an  angel  in  heaven.  I  really  think  that  he  respects 
me  in  the  highest  acceptation  of  the  term,  and  if,  in  my  pres- 
,  yence,  he  ever  should  say  anything — well,  anything  free,  I 
'should  be  absolutely  astounded.  In  a  word,  I  always  say  that 
I  talk  about  everything,  but  there  are  ways  and  ways  of  dis- 
cussing things.^  There  is  more  than  the  propriety;  there  is  the 
modesty  of  language.  Perhaps  I  really  talk  like  a  matron, 
but  I  employ  metaphors  and  carefully-constructed  phrases,  so 
that,  while  really  saying  a  thing,  I  have  the  air  of  not  touch- 
ing upon  it.  It  is  as  if,  instead  of  saying  my  picture,  I  said, 
the  thing  which  I  have  made.  Never,  even  with  Julian,  have 
I  used  the  words-r-lover,  mistress,  intrigue;  those  precise, 
ordinary  terms,  which  make  it  appear  ais  if  you  were  speaking 
of  things  with  which  you  were  familiar.  Of  course  everybody 
knows  about  all  that  sort  of  thing,  but  one  can  glide  round 
the  subject.  If  one  knew  nothiing,  one  would  not  be  interest- 
ing, for  there  are  corners  of  conversation,  where  a  little  malice 
and  raillery,  in  regard  to  a  certain  little  fellow  called  Cupid, 
are  indispensable.  With  Robert-Fleury  I  talk  principally  on 
art,  but,  besides — in  fact,  this  leads  us  to  touch  upon  music  and 
literature. 

Well,  I  see  that  Tony  Robert-Fleury  takes  my — what  shall 
I  call  it? — enlightenment,  in  its  true  sense.  That  he  finds  it 
very  simple,  and  that,  if  I  have  the  frankness  not  to  appear 
stupid,  he  has  the  tact  never  to  say  as  much  on  the  subject  as 
I.  Now  let  me  add  that  you  can  not  judge  me  from  this 
journal,  in  which  I  am  serious,  and,  so  to  speak,  with  my  rouge 
washed  off.  When  I  converse,  I  appear  better.  In  conversa- 
tion there  are  certain  little  airs,  half  phrases,  which  mean  so 
much!  and  glances^  of  the  eye  that  express  mofe  than  words. 

I  am  foolish  and  boastful.  Here  I  am  believing  that  this 
academician  sees  me  as  I  see  myself,  and  consequeotly,  appre- 
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^lEites  All  1  intend  to  convey,  as  one  would  say  about  the  play- 
ing of  an  actress.  You  are,  of  course,  apt  to  exaggerate  your 
own  merits.  You  attlribute  gpod  qualities  to  yourself,  even 
when  you  are  totally  devoid  df  them.  Well,  adaaitting  this^  I 
tell  you  that  it  Is  very  agreeable  to  believe  yonrsejf  appreciated. 
And  then^  *lth  Rdbert-Fleuty  and  Julian,  1  am.  more  open  . 
than  I  am  with  bthers^  I  feel  myself  at  home  ^ith  them,  and 
tionfiiiem:^  gii^s  m^  a  charm  which  oth^ttwhse  I  should  not 
pbsses^.  ■  .    ' 

I^HSaj^  Augiusi  tttA.^-*^We  di^  nbt' find  Bastien  at  home;  I 
left  him  a  ntie^gage,  and  ^t  a  glimpse  of  what  he  has  t)rought 
baekfrbm  London.  Thefte  is  a  little  peddler  leaning  againsa; 
a^ttrb  in  theffiitfeet;  yon  can  almost  hear  the  rumble  of  thr 
|>a8stng  veliibtes,  and  the  ^ background  is 'barely  indicated 
btttthefacel  What  a  wond^ii'ful  man!  ; 
.  Oht  what  pervert  idiots  they  aiie  who  t^gard  him  simply 
asa  highly-skilled  artisan?  ^    ■ 

He  is  a  j)dwerful  and  original  artist;  he  i^a  poet;  he  is  a 
-pl^todopher'^  die  'others  are  but  aianHfactQrer&  of  trash  com- 
pared to  him.  You  can  look  at  nc*hing  else  when  you  see  his 
painting,  because  it  it^i  beautiful  x^  ilature^  as  beaudful  as 
IWe.  Theothei'day  TonyRobert-Fleury  was  ^Malig^d  to  agree 
with  «»ethat  itirloquired  agreat  krtisit  to  copy  nature,  ami  eten 
that  no  one  but  a  great  artist  is  capable  of  compredwending 
ii«tur%>  md  rettderittg  4ts  'beauty.  The  idealism  tflie  cA^ice; 
^loJhei^x^miwn,  it  shotpM  be :  the  calmi«iktidkt 'of  what. the 
ig¥ri^rant>  bal4  ^atutaUfittiA  >  PH^int,  if  ^yba^  pteeu^e,  &nguerrand  de 
Msittigiiy^  oc'  AignNl^'^r^l;  but  let  theif  ikandis,  their  haiv,  and 
thisir  «yefe  be  -li^kig, :  natarai^  and  hutaaft.  '  The  »ubjeot  watters 
littte.  The  gteat  mastfefis  have  oiften  paiwfted  subjects  x^i  their 
t?>mi  "tfp&thi '  D<ftifMlfess,  fr<D«n^  aM  p^oiffts  'ot  view;  the  modern  is 
that  which  is  Most  Intenesti&g,  but  thetrtoie,  the  only,  thss  valu- 
able «i2ftut!ali^  ^(^dists  in  execution.  Let  it  (be  niucitfre  itself, 
aiid  Me ;  let^the^iy^s  speafcl  Dt  mat*?ers little  whe<fcerthe-Sftb§ect 
MM^d^««^&!llede>la¥alfi^dre6rSai-a!h^Benih<Krdt!    boulK^tteas, 
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it  is  more  difficnlt  t6  interest  you  in  oid-time  subjects,  and 
yet,  if  Bastien-Le{l>age  should  paint  Mademoiselle  dela  Vallidre, 
or  Marie  Sttiart,all  dead  and  turned  to  dust  atvi  ashes  as  they 
are,  they  would  live  again.  We  also  saw  at  Bastien's  a  sketch 
of  the  litde  p6rtratt  of  the  elder  Coqueiin,  which  is:  absolutely 
marvelous;  the  expression ; is  his  very  owp^;:  his  hands  move> 
his  eyes  wink;  heitpeaks/   .  .:";;. 

Saturday y  August  igM.r-^I  work  ia  the  jgarden,  where  I  have 
a  good  view  of  the  grass  and  trees  in  thti  ParcMonceau. 
I  am  doing  a  street  ;boy^  twelve  years  old,  in  :blouse  and 
apton,  seated  oa  a  bench,  and  reading  aci  illtistrdted:  paper^ 
with  his  empty  basket  beside  him.  One  Sees  thia  contiauaUy 
at  the  park,  and  io  the^  streets  about  here. 

Monday^  August. 2 isi.-r-l  should  like. to  scratch  out  the  eyes 
of  everybody  ia  the  world!  lam  doing  ootbing!  and  time 
passes.  For  the  last  four  days  I  have  not  posed.  X  began  a 
study  oiit  of  doors,  but  it  rainfed,  and  the  wind  upset  every- 
thing;    I;.aiEi  doing  nothings:      ..  :i      :,;      ...... 

I  tell  you  that  I  am  becoming  insan^e  before  this  nothing* 
ness!  They  say  that  this  torment  proves  my  worth!  Alas^ 
noi    It  ptoves  that  I  am  intelligent,  and  see  clearly. 

Besides,  I  have  been  painting  for  three,  years. 

Tuesday^.  August  22(/.— I  w^at  tt^  the  T^emple  market  with 
Rosalie;  and  myeyes-.a^e  still  opened,  wicie.  ; It  is  a. marveU 
ous  quartet  I  bought  some  old  traps  for  the  studio;  but  I 
did  nothmg  but  look  ait  the  various  types  of  character.  Oh, 
tte  street!.  But^  that :.is  to  i$ay,.iii one.  knew  how  to  reader 
that  which  one  sees!  Alas!  I  have  the:  faculty  tof^^>  and  I: 
am  still  dazzled  by  all  that  I  have  seen«-the  attitudes,  the.  gest- 
ures, lite,  taken  in  the  act  of  Imi^i  true  Uvingy  nature.  Oh,  to 
take  nature*  by  surprise,  and  know  how  to  reproduce  it!  : 

That  is  the  grisat  problem.  •  Oh,  why  have  I  not!  That  brute- 
of  a  Tony  Robert-Fleury  said  truly,  "  With  your  aspirations^ 
Mademoiselle,  I:  should  do  everything  in  the.  world  to  make 
myself  :a  master  of  the  tra-de/' 
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And  so  I  came  back  and  made  several  sketches  of  things  I 
bad  seen — ^a  bench  in  the  street  with  several  little  girls  talking 
and  playing  together — this  collection  of  children's  faces  is 
exquisite;  then  a  caf^  table  with  two  men  whose  character- 
istic attitudes  are  engraved  on  my  memory  and  outlined  on 
my  canvaS)  the  mistress  of  the  caU  is  lounging  in  the  doorway; 
and  then,  at  the  Temple,  a  very  blonde  young  girl,  who  laughs, 
leaning  against  her  counter,  a  counter  of  mortuary  wreaths — 
this  last  can  be  done  in  the  studio. 

But  the  two  others  require  the  open  air.  I  do  not  know 
why  I  relate  all  this.  To-morrow  I  shall  begin  to  work  with 
real,  unremitting  zeal. 

The  things  we  catch  by  chance  are  like  open  windows  on 
the  lives  of  people,  and  one  divines  the  life,  the  character, 
and  the  occupation  of  these* people.  It  is  admirable;  it  has  a 
definite,  palpitating  interest!     But — 

The  imbeciles  think  that  to  be  **  modern,"  or  a  realist,  it  is 
sufficient  to  paint  the  first  thing  that  comes  to  hiaad  without 
arranging  it.  Do  not  arrange  it  but  choosey  and  take  it  by  sur- 
prise; everything  is  in  that. 

Wednesdayy  August  2^d. — Instead  of  working  well  at  some 
study,  no  matter  what,  I  take  walks;  yes,  Mademoiselle  takes 
artists'  walks  and  observes!  I  have  gone  twice  to  the  orphan 
asylum,  once  in  the  morning  and  once  in  the  afternoon. 

The  matron  is  already  my  friend.  AS  for  the  children,  on 
my  second  visit — thanks  to  a  present  of  bon-bons — they  sur- 
rounded me,  pressing  around  my  dress  like  a  troupe  of  delight- 
ful little  animals.  All  those  eyes  were  still  confident,  innocent, 
and  vague,  and  they  all  followed  me  with  short  steps  on 
their  uncertain  little  legs.  Then  they  were  seated,  and  while 
playing,  without  any  great  pretense,  the  most  advanced  began 
to  recite,  glancing  at  me,  from  time  to  time,  to  see  the 
effect. 

As  soon  as  I  returned  I  made  a  sketch  {Stnite  parvulos 
ventre  ad  me)— ]tsns  and  the  children.    Ah!  if  I  had  talent! 
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Monday^  August  28M. — There  are  days  when  J  really  believe 
myself  to  be  somebody!  Listen!  it  is  impossible  that  this 
fever,  this  enthusiasm,  this  love  of  what  I  do,  should  not  be 
destined  to  develop  into  something  great  It  is  impossible  to 
see  and  feel  nature  as  I  do,  without  arriving  at  some  good 
result. 

I  have  drawn  the  second  figure  of  the  picture;  then,  as 
Madame  T— ,  who  came  in  while  I  worked,  read  in  a  corner, 
I  made  a  small  sketch  of  her.  Nothing  should  ever  be 
arranged.  No  arrangement  is  equal  to  the  truth  of  natural- 
ness. High  art  consists  in  seizing  the  proper  moment  and 
painting  what  one  sees. 

But  saturate  yourself  with  this  truth,  that  to  copy  nature 
rightly  you  must  have  genius,  and  that  an  ordinary  artist  can 
never  do  anything  but  parody  it. 

A  skillful  workman  Vho  copies  for  the  sake  of  copying  pro- 
duces a  vulgar  work,  which  the  vulgar  crowd  call  realistic, 
and  which  it  is  often  right  to  decry. 

It  is  not  a  question  of  painting  anything,  no  matter  what, 
and  painting  it  as  you  see  it;  after  you  have  seized  the  feel- 
ing of  what  you  are  about  to  do,  the  pose  is  only  maintained 
approximately;  if  you  observe  the  pose  too  closely,  you 
become  stiff;  the  mind  must  keep  the  impression  of  the  instant 
in  which  you  saw  the  thing.  It  is  in  this  that  you  recognize 
the  artist. 

I  have  reread  a  book  by  Ouida,  a  woman  of  no  very  great 
talent;  it  is  called  "Ariadne,"  and  i$  in  English. 

It  is  a  book  that  is  calculated  to  excite  in  the  highest 
degree;  I  have  been  on  the  point  of  rereading  it  twenty  times 
in  the  last  three  or  four  yeairs,  and  I  have  always  recoiled,  know- 
ing what  agitation  it  caused  me  the  first  time  and  would  cause 
me  again.  It  treats  of  art  and  love,  and  the  scene  is  in  Rome; 
three  things  united,  of  which -one  alone  is  enough  to  thrill  me 
through  and  through,  and  love  is  the  least  of  them.  You 
might  take  love  out  of  the  book  and  enough  would  remain  to 
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set  me  wild.  I  have  an  adoration,  a  veneration,  and  a  pas- 
sion for  Rome  that  nothing  equals.  For  the  Rome  of  artists 
and  poetSy  the  true^  has  not  been  even  tarnished  for  me  by  the 
worldly  Rome  which  made  me  suffer.  I  recall  only  the  poetic 
and  artistic  Rome,  which  I  worship  on  my  bended  knees. 

Sculpture  is  treated  of  in  the  book.  I  am  always  on  the  point 
of  taking  up  sculpture;  yestei^day  evening  I  could  not  sleep! 

Oh,  divine  power  of  art!  CUi,  celestial  and  incomparable 
sentiment  which  swallows  up  everything  for  you!  Oh,  supreme 
joy  which  raises  you  above  the  earth!  It  is  with  a  heart 
oppressed  and  eyes  wet  with  tears,  that  I  prostrate  myself 
before  God,  that  He  may  accord  me  His  protection. 
.  Jt  is  enough  to  drive  me-  mad;  X  want  to  doiten  things  at 
onoe;  I  feel)  I  believe,  I  believe^  you  understand,  that  I  am 
going  to  do  something  strong,  and  my  sour  flies  toward 
unknown  heights^  Oh,  that  I  may  not  havb  another  and  a 
worse  fall!'  These  reactions  ate  terrible^  but  every  experience 
is  necessary  in  life.  Days  of  depression  follow  hours  of  exal- 
tation; w^  suffer  during  both.  I  am  not  enough  of  a  poser, 
however,  to  say  that  we  suffer  equally*    : 

To  airrange  nothing!  And  pictures?  Mine!  Well,  it  is 
nearly  the  Same  things  a  subject  arrests  yout  attention,  strikes 
you.  It  is  evident  that,  at  the  same  instant  you  represent 
the  scene  to  yourself,  you  see  the  picture. 

If  your  imagination  has  been  struck  forcibly,  you  see  it 
almost  as  quickly  as  you  read  or  think. 

I  am  sure  that  alt  truly  i»triking  pictures  have  been  con- 
ceived thuSi 

Outside  of  this  there  is  nothing  but  Uchniqmy  what  one 
hasle^rn€fd  at  the  stadia.  Attempt  only  that  which  tfartlsts 
itself  upon  you,  which  tohnebts  ydaaad  absorbs  yon.     . 

Dumas  is  jright;  jrou  do  not  hold ;  your  subject,  it  is  your 
subject  that  holds  you.  A  man  who  stakes  5  francs  at  pUty  feels 
lbe;same  emotion  ai  a  man  who:  stakes  io6^o<)Ow  That  is 
why  compaa^ative  trifles  affect  me  so  deeply.      .^ . 
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Nq^  no!  Th^re  is  witbia  me  sucli  a  ne^d  Qi  transcribiag 
my  impression^,  $uch  a  violence  of  artistic  emotions;  so  many 
confused  things  crpwd  into  my  head  that  some  day  I  gan  not 
fail  to  gloriously  fealiae  my  conceptions. 

Tuf^4^^  August  2^th. — This  book  upsets  me^  Ouida  is 
neither  ^aJzac^nor  George  Sand,  nor  Dumas;  but  she  has  pro-. 
duced  ^  Upok,  wbic^,  ^or  certain  reasons — professional— puts 
me  in  ^^  fever.  .§he.has  very  correct  ide^s  on  art,  snd  opi^n- 
ipns  gathered  in  the  studios  in  Italy,  \vi)ere  she  has  lived. 

There  are  aopae-things  which —  She  says,  fpr.example,  that 
with  true  artists,  pot  ^rtis^ns,  the  conception  is  immeasurably 
superior  ^o  the  poYre^rof  e;tecution. .  And  then  the  great 
sculpjtor,,  ^a/7^  (in , the.  novel),  who  s^e,^  the  efforts  in  model- 
ing, of  ,the  yp,ung  heroine,  the  future  wom^n  pf  genius,  says: 
**  Let  her  come  and  study.  She  will  do  everything  sb^  «i|7/f/' 
"Yes,"  said  Tony  Robert-Fleury,  after  a  U>ng  e^au^ination  of 
my  drawings  at  the  studio,. "work,  Mademoiselle;  you  ce^do 
what  you  will  to  4oy 

But  I  have  worked,*  undoubtedly,  in  the  wrong  path.  Saint- 
Marceaux  has  remarked  it,  my  drawings  ar«  the  drawings  of  a 
sculptor,  and  I  have  always  loved  form  above  everything. 

J  adore  color  also,  but  pqw,  after  this  book,  and  even  before, 
painting  appears  miserabl^e  to  me  beside  sculpture.  Besides, 
I  ought  to  hate  \\.  as  J. hate  all  imitations,  all  impostures. 
.  Nothing  irritates  me.  like  seeing  things  in  relief  imitated  in 
painting  on  a  canvas  necessarily  flat  and  even.  What  is  more 
horrible  than  pictures  qf  bas  reliefs,  all  the  way  from  high  art 
to  paper  prints?  It  enrages  me  as  red  enrages  a  bull.  A  frame 
imitated  by  painting  in  certain  ceilings,  even  at  the  Louvre, 
and  the  borders  in  furnished  flats  which  imitate  carved  wood 
or  lace,  are  both  odious! 

But  what  holds  me  back?  Nothing.  I  am  free.  My  material 
surroundings  are  such  that  nothing  is  lacking  to  my  artistic 
welfare,  A  whol^.  story  to  myself r-ante-rpom,  toilet-room, 
chamber,  library,  studio,  with  a  splendid  light,  Ipoking  out  on 
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all  sides  at  will;  then  a  little  garden,  where  I  can  work.  I 
have  had  a  speaking-tube  put  in,  to  prevent  people  from  com- 
ing up  to  incommode  ine,  and  to  avoid  going  down  frequently. 

What  am  I  doing?  A  little  girl  who  has  put  her  black  skirt 
over  her  sh^iulders  and  holds  her  umbrella  open.  I  work  out 
of  doors,  and  it  rains  nearly  every  day.  And  then,  what  does 
it  signify?  What  is  it  compared  to  a  thought  in  marble? 
What  do  I  make  out  of  my  sketch  of  three  years  ago  (I  drew 
it  in  October,  1879).  This  subject,  "  Ariadne,"  was  given  us  at 
Julian's,  and  I  was  possessed  with  it  as  with  the  holy  women 
at  the  sepulchre.  Julian  and  Tony  thought  that  the  sentiment 
was  good;  as  for  me,  I  was  taken  with  it  as  with  the  present 
picture.  Here  are  three  years  that  I  have  been  on  the  point 
of  turning  sculptor,  to  execute  this  design.  I  feel  no  strength 
before  these  common-place  things.  And  the  terrible  "  what 
use  is  it,"  clips  my  wings. 

Theseus  has  fled  during  the  night.  Ariadne^  finding  herself 
alone  at  dawn,  ransacks  the  island;  when  at  sunrise  she 
reaches  the  extremity  of  a  cliff  she  sees  the  vessel  like  a  speck 
on  the  horizon.  Then— that  is  the  moment  to  seize,  but 
difficult  to  describe;  she  can  go  no  farther;  she  can  not  call; 
the  water  is  there  all  around  her;  the  vessel  is  a  speck  barely 
visible;  then  she  falls  on  the  rock,  her  head  on  her  right  arm, 
in  a  posture  which  ought  to  express  all' the  horror  of  the  aban- 
donment, and  of  the  despair  of  that  woman,  thus  basely 
deserted.  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  it,  but  there  are  to 
be  delineated  her  rage  at  her  powerlessness,  and  a  supreme 
dejection.  You  comprehend  she  is  there,  on  the  edge  of  the 
cliff,  exhausted  with  grief  and,  I  think,  impotent  rage;  there  is 
a  cessation  of  action  in  the  whole  being,  the  end  of  everything. 
That  steep  rock,  that  brutal  force  that  fetters  the  will! 

Yes,  too  much  attention  to  linear  perspective  is  a  mistake; 
too  much  attention  to  tones  and  color  is  a  miserable  thing,  a 
matter  of  the  trade  which  little  by  little  absorbs  everything, 
leaving  no  further  scope  for  thought. 
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The  technical  skill  of  the  thinkers  and  poets  in  painting  is 
of  the  tenth-rate  order.  How  could  I  misconstrue  this  truth 
up  to  this  time,  and  clamp  myself  down  when  I  possess  such 
unbounded  energy? 

Thursday^  August  ^oth, — I  am  drawing  my  "  Magdalene,"  I 
have  an  admirable  model  for  her;  besides,  I  saw  in  my  mind's 
eye  the  head  I  require,  three  years  ago,  and  this  woman  has 
exactly  those  features,  and  even  that  intense,  terrible,  despair- 
ing expression. 

What  charms  me  in  painting  are  the  life,  the  modernness,  and 
the  movements  of  the  things  one  sees.  But  how  shall  I  express 
it?  Outside  of  that  it  is  desperately  difficult,  almost  impossible 
— it  is  immovable. 

Nothing  in  painting  has  touched  me  like  *^Joan  of  Arc"  by 
Bastien-Lepage,  for  it  contains  something,  I  know  not  what, 
of  the  mysterious,  the  extraordinary.  A  sentiment  compre- 
hended by  the  artist — the  perfect,  intense  expression  of  a  great 
i9spiration;  in  a  word,  he  has  sought  to  do  something  grand, 
human,  inspired,  and  divine  at  the  same  time;  what  she  waSy 
in  fact,  and  what  no  one  had  comprehended  before  him,  and 
to  dare  to  make  another  "Joan  of  Arc!"  It  is  like  ".The 
Cross  of  My  Mother!"  in  the  old  melodramas. 

"  Joan  of  Arcs  "  are  as  plentiful  as  "  Ophelias  "  and  "  Mar- 
guerites!" He  is  thinking  of  painting  an  "Ophelia";  I  am 
sure  it  will  be  divine.  As  for  "  Marguerites?"  I,  a  weakling, 
have  the  project  of  painting  one,  for  there  is  still  room  for  a 
fine  "Marguerite,"  as  there  was  for  a  "Joan  of  Arc."  It  is 
when  the  young  girl,  not  the  "  Marguerite  "  of  the  opera  in  a 
dress  of  fine  cashmere,  but  the  girl  from  the  village  or  small 
town,  simple — do-  not  laugh — human — if  you  understand  you 
will  not  laugh — when  the  young  girl,  until  then  undisturbed^ 
goes  into  her  garden  after  meeting  Faust,  and  stops,  with  hei 
eyes  half  lowered,  looking  into  the  distance,  half  astonished, 
half  smiling,  half  pensive,  and  feels  an  indescribable  some- 
thing, new,  unknown,  charming,  and  sad,  awake  within  her. 

13 
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Her  handa  barely  hold  tb^  prayer-book  ready  to  falL  For 
thi»,  I  shall  go  to  a  little  German  city,  aad  I  shall  paint  thie 
picture  aext  summer. 

But,  good  Lord,  what  have  I  done  all  this  aummer?  Nothing! 
Qesides,.  Perhaps,  g^y  power  of  ei^ecution  is  not  yet  equal  to 
my  ppwer  of  conception,  and  ^*  Marguerite  "  can  wait  But  my 
picture,  it  13  $0  beautiful,  so  sublime  to  produce!  Would  it 
not  be  better  to  wait  a  year  tnoce  ut^til  I  know  more  of  the 
technicalities  of  my  art?  Ah!  I  am  insane,  I  should  learn 
grammar;  I  think  only  of  writiOigpoema  I  ought  to:  stay 
in  the  studio  every  day  until  3  o'clock  and  then  model  for 
three  or  four  houra,  :  That  ia  the  truth.  And  why  do  I  not 
do  it?    Why  is  this  world  what  it  is? 

,  {t  13,  true  that  people  less  well-taught  than  I  permit  them- 
selves to  produce  pictur&s,  but  it  is  those  who  have  matured, 
and  caft  advance  no  farther^  I  am  not  strong,  but  I  can 
become  so,  and  I  have  the  consolatjioii  of  being  at  the  begin«^ 
ning;  for  I  have  worked  only  five  years  in  alL  And  Robertr 
Fleury,  the  elder,  remained  four  years; at  drawing  before  he 
touched  a  color;  and  how  many  are  there  who  have  remained 
two  yeara  on  casts,  and  years  at  drawing?  And  I  draw  well 
and  I  begin  to  paint  not  badly;  there  is  life  in  what  I  do;  it 
speaks,  it  looks,  it  lives — then  what;?  Nothing,  work!.  Only 
I.  do  not  see  my  greatness  in  painting;  that  ia  to  say,  I  am 
troubled,  I  no  longer  know— I  am  troubled;  Oh,  fool!  1  must 
first  know  my  trade!  The  thought,  the  beauty;  and  the  philos- 
ophy of  painting  are  in  the  execution,  in  the  ejcact  comprehen- 
sion of  life.  Seiz:e  life  with  tones  that  speak!  and  all  true 
tones  do  speak.  Anybody  or  anythii!ig  exactly  reproduced  is 
a  masterpiece,  for  it  is  life  itself. 

Sculpture  you  imagine,  then,  requires  no  execution?  WeH, 
hardly  any.  Sculpture  is  something  higher,  it  is  creation. 
Yes,  the  deceptions  of  lines  and  color  are  miserable  things  to 
worry  over;  you  execute,  you  arc  skillful  in  sculpture,  but  in  a 
different  way;  you  create. 
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There-  is  material  work  in  both;  but  in  sculpture  it*  is 
simpler,  nobler,  more  honest,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expfea* 
sion.  Finally,  you  can  put  into  it  that  spark,  that  supreme 
mystery  of  something  that  is  in  you,  which  is  divine,  and 
which  I  can  not  describe. 

Friday^  September  ist-^1  received  a  letter  from  mamma,  who 
writes  me  that  the  young  neighbors  have  arrived  for  a  two 
months*  visit  with  friends,  and  that  they  are  going  to  organize 
great  hunts.  She  is  ready  to  return  but,  as  I  had  told  her-  to 
give  me  notice  if —  She  gives  me  notice.  Well,  she  plunges 
me  into  an  ocean  of  uncertainty,  doubts,  and  troubles.  If  I 
go,  I  shall  have  no  picture  in  the  Salon.  If  indeed  I  had 
worked  all  summer,  I  should  have  the  need  of  rest  for  an  excuse; 
but  n6 —  Finally,  acknowledge  that  it  would  be  magnificent; 
yes,  but  nothing  is  less  probable.  I  should  spend  four  days 
atid  four  nights'ih  raJhoad  travel,  and  sacrifice  the  efforts  of  a 
year  to  go  and  endeavor  to  please  some  one  I  have  never 
seen  and  make  him  marry  me.  Reason  and  reflection"  see 
nothing  in  this.  From  the  moment  I  discuss  this  insanity,  I 
am  liable  to  commit  it,  f oi*  I  no  longer  know  what  I  do.  I 
will  go  to  a  woman  who  tells  fortunes  by  cards,  to  Mother 
Jacob,  who  foretold  that  I  should  be  very  ill. 


'  For  20'  francs  I  ha^ve  bought  myself  happiness  for  two  days 
at  least.  Mother  Jacob  predicts  delightful  things  for  me,  a 
little  mixed — but  she  repeated  continually  to  me  that  I  am 
going  to  have  an  inimense,  brilliant  success;  the  papers  will 
speak  of  the  great  talent  which  I  shall  have — and  then,  a 
great,  happy  change,  a  very  fortunate  marriage,  a  great  deal 
of  money,  and  travels — grand  travels: 

You  can  say  that  I  am  living  in  a  fool's  paradise  if  you 
will,  but  it  has  cost  me  but  20  francs.  I  shall  not  go  to 
Russia,  but  to  Algeria — for  if  this  is  to  happen,  it  will  happen 
in  Algeria  as  well  as  in  Russia. 
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Good-night;  this  has  done  me  good,  I  shall  work  well 
to-morrow. 

Wedfusdayy  September  $tA. — It  rains  every  day.  It  is  exas- 
perating to  me  who  wish  to  work  out  of  doors.  I  have 
finished  a  little  girl  with  an  umbrella;  it  is  bad,  and  the  little 
girl  had. an  odious  face — one  of  those  little  street  children  of 
mine,  pretty  and  cross-grained  as  possible. 

Then  I  went  to  the  asylum,  and  I  dare  not  undertake  two 
little  boys  together;  I  should  be  forced  to  make  a  bad  ending 
of  it,  a  week  must  be  allowed  for  each  head.  And  if  I  painted 
the  men  at  the  caf^?  I  do  not  know;  things  strike  me,  and 
then  come  into  play  my  ill-balanced  nature  and  cross- 
grained  mind.     In  a  word,  I  am  a  fool,  and  I  know  it! 

The  elder  Dumas  says  that  when  one  hesitates  between  two 
things,  it  is  because  neither  of  them  is  good.  And  he  adds, 
that  he  never  has  hesitated  more  than  five  minutes  in  his  life. 
He  is  very  lucky,  or  else  a  good  liar. 

Thursday y  September  6th. — I  am  not  an  artist;  I  have 
wished  to  be,  and  as  I  am  intelligent,  I  have  learned  certain 
things.  Then  how  explain  what  Robert-Fleury  said  when  I 
began:  "You  have  everything  that  is  not  learned."  He  was 
mistaken. 

But  I  dabble  in  art  as  I  do  in  everything  else — with  intelli- 
gence and  skill,  that  is  all.  Then  why  did  I  draw  heads  with 
chalk  on  the  card  tables  in  the  country,  when  I  was  four  years 
old?  ' 

All  children  draw.  But  why  did  I  have  a  continual  desire 
to  draw  sketches  from  engravings  while  I  was  still  in  Russia; 
and  afterward  at  Nice,  at  the  age  of  eleven?  There  my 
teachers  discovered  extraordinary  aptitude  in  me;  this  lasted 
two  years.  Then,  always  in  search  of  genuine  instruction,  I 
had  two  or  three  other  teachers  who  each  gave  me  two  or  three 
lessons,  that  is  to  say,  with  whom  I  worked  two  or  three  hours. 

In  short,  after  thinking  it  over  carefully,  I  find  that  I 
always  had  a  desire  to  learn,  to  make  experiments  with  none 
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to  direct  them;  and  then  the  trip  into  Italy,  Rome.  In 
romances  it  is  described  how  one  has  the  eyes  suddenly 
opened  to  take  in  beauty;  but  I  confess  that  my  eyes  opened 
little  by  little  to  see  the  beauties,  that  is  to  say,  the  qualities 
of  paintings.  At  last  I  have  lost  confidence.  I  have  lost 
courage,  something  is  lacking  in  me.  I  see  the  beauty  of  color; 
but — I  can  not  even  say  definitely  that  I  do  not  attain  it,  for 
I  have  done  one  or  two  things,  the  coloring  and  execution  of 
which  are  good,  and  what  I  have  done  once,  I  can  do  again; 
that  is  what  encourages  me.  I  think  I  shall  bid  farewell  to 
my  life  as  artist  and  painter — especially  as  painter.  I  can 
paint  not  badly,  but  I  think  I  should  do  sculpture  better.  I 
feel  things  that  can  not  be  delineated  in  color—^forms,  move- 
ments, expressions. 

Tuesday y  September  14/^.-^1  carried  my  canvases  to  Julian 
and  he  is  very  well  satisfied.  I  must  finish  '^  The  Angler,"  which 
may  have  a  little  success — yes,  finish  it,  nothing  but  that.  He 
is  not  exacting,  is  Father  Julian!  Then  he  said  that  the  "  P6re 
Jacques"  of  Bastien  was  admirably  painted;  but  that  there  is 
no  particular  meaning  to  it,  while  this  angler  is  real.  It  is  a 
type,  you  see  a  great  many  like  that;  it  is  the  placid  man  who 
can  sit  for  hours  without  a  bite;  the  head  stands  out  from  the 
water.  If  it  were  well  finished!  But  there  are  already  good 
points  to  it,  it  only  needs —  And  then  I  showed  the  little 
girl  with  the  umbrella,  and  then  I  aired  all  my  ideas  on  art,  of 
which  there  are  scraps  in  my  journal;  he  says  that  I  have 
changed,  that  I  am  literary  and  '^  artistic;"  but  that  need  not 
matter,  of  course,  so  long  as  it  helps  me  to  make  progress. 
The  thought  of  my  picture  makes  me  rave! 

Monday y  September  \Zth, — As  my  poor  model  was  sick  I 
returned  about  5  o'clock,  and  found  Robert-Fleury  painting  his 
background.  We  talked  again  about  painting  in  the  open  air. 
(If  you  knew  what  constant  suffering  is  caused  by  these  con- 
tinual efforts  to  hear!  I  flee  from  everything  that  I  once 
sought.     I  fear  to  meet  people^— it  is  atrocious!)    But  at  last 
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I  believe  that  the  artist  who  has  the  honor  of  directing  mjr 
artistic^  conscience  will  be  converted  by  me  and  will  paint  a 
picture  in  the  open  air.  Besides,  he  says  that  he  has  no 
objection  to  the  open  air,  and  that  fundamentally  we  agree. 
That  is  quite  possible.    - 

I  have  been  reading  Balzac!  And,  talking  of  this,  I  coin- 
cide with  his  d€  Mursay^  when  I  speak  of  this  second  ego  that 
remains  always  the  passionless  spectator  of  the  first  And  to 
think  that  he,  Balzac^  is. dead!  One  can  find  the  happiness  of 
loving,  only  in  loving  a  man  of  universal  geniusv  In  Balzac 
one  finds  everything— ^.I  arn  very  proud  to  have  had  several 
times  the  same  thoughts  that  he  had. 

Friday^  Septemder  2  2^.-- Yesterday  I  carried  "  The  Angler  "  to 
Robert- Fleury.  It  is  not  bad,  but  that  is  all;  he  finds  that 
the  composition  is  very  good,  that  the  expression  of  the  face 
is  very  good,  and  that  it  is  well  spread  on  the  canvas;  but 
the  painting  is  thin,  the  outlines  are  hard,  and  the  good  man 
is  not  bathed  injiir;  these  reflections  aire  from  both  Robert- 
Fleury  and  from  me;  I  knew  all  this  before.  Then  I  talked  of 
my  progress,  of  my  work,  and  involuntarily  made  the  mistake 
of  speadting  of  my  discouragement,  and  the  little  confidence 
I  have  in  myself.  I  sat  for  ray  portrait  to-day,  and  Robert- 
Fleury  told  me  that  he  had  talked  about  me  with  Julian,  about 
my  experiments  and  my  ambitions.  Both  he  and  Julian  felt 
sorry  for  me,  and  they  agreed  that  I  would  do  well  to  make 
simple^  studies  in  the  studio;  that  the  difhcuities  of  open-air 
work  are  beyond  my  present  strength,  and  that  this  fact  dis- 
courages me.  He  told  me  this  with  such  delicacy  and  feeling 
that  I  had  great  difficulty  in  restraining  my  tears.  I  believe 
he  thought  that  I  was  unnerved  at  not  having  made  a  success 
of  the  old  man,  which  Julian  had  permitted  me  to  hope  I 
would  do,  and  wished  to  protect  me  from  what  he  deemed, 
despaif.  He  has  always  told  me  that  nobody  advances  more 
quickly,  that  I  am  getting  along  Very  well,  and  he  laughed  a 
gr^t  deal  at  my  desire  to  go  faster  than  oaturc.   Yesterday, 
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agatft  hfe  said  th&t  turn  Admirably  gift^,  that  I  have  only  to 
ke^p  on,  and  behold  1  have  spoiled  all  by  my  mad  wailings  of 
yesterday  and  my  appearance  of  consternation  to-day;  I  Shall 
ftevjer  ag&iii  have  faith  in  any  word  of  encouragement  I  may 
receive.  1  have  allowed  my  unhappitiess  to  be  too  clearly 
s«j^,  ttot  to  bdieve  that  such  vt^fds  must  have  their  origin 
itt  pity. 

As  for  my  piotur^,  1  did  not  dare  even  to  speak  of  it;  it  "was 
as  if  thfe  air  became  lead  and  puTled  the  skin  of  my  face 
toward  th^  ground,  and  itty  arms  burrted. 

Since  I  have  complained,  since  I  was  foolish  enough  to  dis- 
ofoSeJthe  greatness  of  my  ambition,  these  two  men  can  only 
give  mt  reasonable  advice,  sefwng  that  it  is  neither  a  play  nor 
a  pastitee  with  me,  and  "diat  it  has  plunged  me  in  despair. 
Then,  like  two  honest  doctors,  they  oi^er  me  ^ergetic  reme- 
dies. ¥Vom  afl'this,  it  appears  that  I  am  not  in  t:ond^ion  to 
paint  k  Agttrc;  a  picture  fof  a  studio  stndy  will  Mways  pass, 
while—  It  Will  not  do  to  show  my  feeling,  as  if  I  had  founded 
insattfei  hopes  on  the  old  man.  I  should  he^r  the  truth  no 
longer.  And  Breslau?  Breslau  has  two  years  and  a  half  the 
start  of-  me.  What  does  that  prove?  Nothing;  for  two  yfcars 
ago  she  was  stronger  than  I  am  tonSay.  She  has  painted  six 
yeatfe  and  a  half,  and  I  just  foar  yeats.  f  do  not  include  draw- 
ing, neitheif  for  he^  nOr  fot  «^.  So,  if  In  1884  i  hstv^  not  doAe 
whfft  sht  is  doing,  J  am  inferior  to  hen     ' ' 

I  do  not  need  to  hear  that  to  know  it.  And  here  is  a  y^ar 
•rt\2A  I  '^ave  suffered  martyirdom.  I  assure  yon  my  swWeNngs 
•have  been  cnrel.  I  have  lo^  nsty  own  self^^spect,  courage, 
'Confidence,  and  hope.  j     • 

To  "work,  but  whh  thfe  ^orribte  oe^wviction  that  it  wHl  kadto 
no  results;  that  is  the  <fho«ght  that  para«ly»es  6sw!  And  noth- 
ing-can re^t?ote  me  except  a  gbod  pactnre,  ai>d  that  ts  impos- 
sible in  this  «iotal  disaster  ^ihalt  has  oveKakeh  i^e. 

There  ts  but  one  tbing  to  con'sidfer — tbat  1  have  not 
been  able  to  pamt  my  old  man  very  weTl;  tbat  I  liave  had  the 
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good  luck  to  put  my  hand  on  an  original,  interesting,  artistic 
subject,  and  that  I  have  been  able  to  do  nothing  with  it. 
Behold  the  prodigy  I  am! 

I  am  without  strength;  everything  is  finished;  there  is  an 
annihilation  of  my  whole  being — and  not  even  rhetoric  left 
to  express  that  consternation  which  deprives  me  of  strength 
to  hold  the  pen  in  my  hand.  Now  for  excuses:  It  rained, 
and  I  have  always  been  interrupted  in  the  midst  of  the  execu- 
tion of  a  detail;  this  is  true.  I  need  not  have  shown  that  can- 
vas which  I  did  not  consider  yet  presentable;  but  not  being 
able  to  work,  I  wished  for  advice. 

Then,  seeing  what,  a  poor  thing  it  was,  Tony  said  that  the 
open  air  was  too  difficult  for  me.  And  to-morrow  I  return  to 
Grande- Jatte^  and,  with  the  rage  and  energy  of  despair,  I  am 
going  to  begin  all  over  again. 

Sunday^  September  2/^h, — The  days  follow  each  other,  and 
are  all  alike;  painting  from  8  o'clock  until  5;  a  good  hour  for 
a  bath  before  dinner;  then  a  silent  dinner.  I  read  the  papers; 
an  occasional  word  with  my  aunt.  She  must  have  a  dull  time 
of  it,  poor  woman!  And,  truly,  I  am  not  agreeable.  She  has  . 
had  nothing  in  life,  for  they  always  sacrificed  her  for  mamma, 
who  was  handsome,  and  now  she  lives  but  for  us,  for  me, 
and  it  is  not  in  me  to  be  gay  and  agreeable  during  the 
few  moments  that  we  are  together;  and  then  I  am  happy 
in  the  silence,  during  which  I  do  not  think  of  my  infirm- 
ities. 

In  Russia,  Saturday,  October  14/A. — My  aunt  left  nae  at  the 
frontier,  and  I  am  traveling  with  Paul.  I  makjC  sketches  at 
the  stations  and  on  the  road,  and  I  read  "  Tra  losMontes**  In 
this  manner  I  revisit  Spain,  for  Gautier's  journey  is  a  series  of 
.colored  photographs.  What  is  it,  then,  that  prevents  me  from 
altogether  liking  Th^ophile  Gautier?  What  is  there,  then,  in 
this  book  of  travels  that  jars  upon  me?  When  he  relates  some 
droll  episode,  you  do  not  laugh  and  he  says:  It  was  the  most 
comical  thin^  in  the  worlds  or  the  funniest  thing  in  the  world,  or 
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//  was  SO  comiccUy  etc.  This  produces  the  effect  of  a  gentle- 
man, who,  before  telling  a  story,  says  that,  when  he  first  heard 
it  he  laughed  over  it  until  he  cried.  But  there  is  something 
else.  It  is  not  sincere,  perhaps,  as  literature,  or,  rather,  it 
seems  somewhat  forced.  It  is.  the  general  opinion,  that  he  is 
especially  to  be  admired  when  he  touches  upon  art.  He  does 
not  speak  of  art  very  much  in  these  travels,  and  he  noticeably 
omits  Velasquez.  I  can  not  understand  that  in  a  man  so  in 
h)ve  with  painting. 

He  talks  of  Goya.  Doubtless,  Goya  was  a  great  artist, 
even  though  I  am  not  familiar  with  his  paintings.  It  appears 
that  his  drawings  and  etchings  are  admirable.  He  talks  then 
of  Goya,  but  why  not  of  Velasquez?  He  speaks  of  Murillo, 
and  the  magic  of  his  painting;  but  Velasquez  is  the  greatest 
painter  that  ever  lived;  no  one  has  ever  equaled  him  in 
truth  to  nature.  His  figures  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  from 
the  painting  point  of  view,  they  are  the  culmination  of  art. 

We  have  to  wait  here  five  hours  for  the  train.  The  town  is 
called  Znamenka,  and  I  am  talking  in  such  a  place  of  Gautier, 
of  Velasquez,  etc.!  It  is  cold  and  cloudy.  If  it  were  not  so 
cold,  what  a  day  for  open-air  work!  I  looked  at  the  peasants, 
with  their  garments  weather-stained,  as  they  are  in  all  coun- 
tries, and  no  sunshine.  Well,  I  assure  you  that  the  paintings 
of  Bastien  are  phenomenally  correct.  "  They  are  gray;  they 
seem  flat;  they  have  no  consistency,"  say  those  who  have  not 
looked  carefully  on  nature  out  of  tioors,  and  those  used  to  the 
exaggerations  of  the  studio;  but  they  are,  for  that  very  reason, 
altogether  correct  and  wonderfully  true.  He  is  a  fortunate 
man,  that  Bastien!  I  had  to  go  away  full  of  the  humiliation 
of  my  abortive  angler. 

I  shall  endeavor  to  paint  the  same  subject  in  March  for  the 
Salon. 

Robert-Fleury  even  advised  me  to  do  so.  I  must  leave  the 
background  and  the  clothes  as  they  are,  and  work  only  on  the 
head. 
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Gavronzi]  Sunday^  October  i5M.~-We  went  to  bed  at  7  o'clock 
this  morning,  for  we  started  directly  from  the  station  at  Pol* 
tava  for  Gavronzi.  Mamma,  papa,  Dina,  and  Kapitan  were 
4t  the  station.  Paul's  wife  has  a  boy  two  weeks  old*  The  girl 
is- a  y«arj old,  and  is  charming,  with.'long^  black  eyelashes. 
The  young  P—s  are  to  come  to-morrow.  Michka  went  to  visit 
them,  instead  of  welcoming  me  with  the  others. 

Thursday y  October  i^thi — We  have  them -at  last.  They  came 
with  Michka  in  time  for  breakfast.  Victor,  the  elder,  is  slen* 
dfer  and  dark,,  wiflh  a  large  and  rather  thick  aquiline  nofee, 
and  sopiewhat  thicki  lips;  but  he  dS' distinguished  looking  ^and 
sympathetic'  The  younger,  Basil,  is  as  tall,  and. mach  larger, 
very  bkinde,  with  0l  ruddy  complexion,  and  furtive  eyes.  He 
hasfthe.  ap{iearance  of  a  fighter^  a:  stirrer.' about  jn the  open 
air,  brutal,  and — well^  yes— vulgar.  I  kept  on  my  yesterday's 
gowA— *a  white  woolen  dress,  short  and  Very  simple,  and  I 
wore  child's  shoes  of  russet  goat^skin*  My  hair  was  twisted, 
and  fastened  tolerably  low  oa  the  neck.  It  was.not  one: of  my 
brilliant  days;  neither  was  I  mubh  at  a  disadvantage. 

As  the  weather  was  very  fine^  we  took  a  walk  to  the  mount- 
ain whence  the  view  is  magnificent;  it  resembles  the  environs 
of  Toledo.  The  youtig  men  talked  like  men  of  the  world  and 
Russian  soldiers.  They  are  very  young,  .  The  elder  is  not 
twenty-three,  I  think.  I  am  very  tired  from  having  to  smile 
and  talk  all  day,  for  papa  forced  them  to  istay  to.  dinner, 
although  they  assured  hint  they  had  am  important,  engage- 
ment with  their  superintendent,  who  was  to  take  them  over 
their  domains,  etc.  This  countrified  habit  of  forcing  people 
to  stay, is  stupid;  it  bored  me  a. little.  ; 

Here  is  an  incident  that  took  place.  Their  coachman  got 
drunk  (this  it  seems  he  does  habitually  here)*  then,  without  any 
ado,  Prince  Basil  went  out  and  overwhelmed  the  poor  man  with 
blows  from  his  fists  and-  kicks  from  his  spurred  bbots.  Does 
not  that  tnake  your  back  creep?  This  boy  is  horrible,  and  his 
brother  gains  by  the  contrast. 
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I  do  not  think  I  aih  making  a  conquest  of  either  of  them. 
I  have  nothing  thAt  could  please  them;  I  am  of  medium 
stattire,  well  proportioned,  and  moderately  fair;  I  have  gray 
eyes,  my  bust  is  not  too  full,  and  my  waist  is  by  no  means 
wasp-like;  mentally,  I  think^  without  too  machvanity,  that  I 
am  sufficiently  superior  to  them  for  them  to  appreciate  the 
fact.  ■•;...-*' 

As  a  woman  of  the  world  I  am  not  more  charming  than  a 
great  many  others  in  the  circles  which  they  frequent.  • 
.  Sarah  Bernhardt  was  hissed  on  her  arrival  in  the  station  of 
St.  Petersburg,  because  they  expected  to  see  lier  large  and 
dark,  with  enormous  black  eyes  and  k  mass  of  frizzly  black  haih 
Aside  from  that  stupidity)! the  judgment  passed  on  the  talent 
of  the  woman  was  very  sound,  and  I  am  entirely  of  the 
opinion  of  the  Russian  journals,  which  place  Mademoiselle 
Delaporte  above  Sarah;  and  beyond  that,  how  about  Descl^e? 
I  do  not  get  much  satisfaction  from  Sarah,  except  the  ador* 
able  music  of  her  voice  when  she  recites  poetry.  But  Why 
have  I  been  talking  to  you  about  Sarah? 

Friday^  October  20th. — Monday,  October  23<i***^There  was  gen- 
eral consternation  Saturday  morni:ng.  The  princes  excused 
themselves!  Called  away  to  a  neighboring  estate  by  a  dis* 
patch,  they  would  not  come  to  hunt— and  I  had  had  so  much 
trouble  to  dress  myself!  iox  I  must  tell  you  that  I  had  such  a 
heartburn  from  drinking  bad  milk,,  that  it  was  only  by  the 
greatest  effort  that  I  dudceeded  .in  putting  on  thi^t  black  vel- 
vet dress,  in  which  it  is  impossible  to  be  ugly.  Papa  turned 
green  and  mamma  turned  red. 

As  for  me  £  laughed  heartily.  Finally,  we:  staited  out  in 
spite,  in  terribly  bad  humor  and  swearing  not  to  go  any  farther 
than  MicheFs,  who  had  a  magnificent  breakfast  in  waiting, 
while  the  horses  regained  their  wind. 

Then,  with  ininds  somewhat  calmed,  we  kept  on  our  way, 
quarreling  evefy  ten  minutes  about  going  back.  We  stopped 
in  the  middle  of  the  fields.     Papa,  Paul,  and  Michka  got  down 
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and  the  discussion  was  carried  on  through  the  door.   Mamma's 
indisposition  was  given  as  an  excuse  to  Michka. 

Finally,  after  papa  had  told  our  coachman  to  listen  to  us  no 
longer,  we  started  again,  half  laughing  and  half  grieving.  It 
is  evident  that  nobody  could  guess  our  mad  projects.  People 
might  well  imagine  that  we  would  be  delighted  if  it  had  hap> 
pened;  but  nobody  could  imagine  that  I  came  as  I  did,  only 
we  who  knew  the  true  state  of  affairs  feared  like  thieves  lest 
it  should  be  read  on  our  faces. 

Uncle  Alexander  expected  us  with  the  princes.  He  did 
not  dare  to  say  that  he  would  have  curtailed  the  expense 
if  he  had  foreseen  that  he  was  to  have  only  us  and  Michka, 
who  also  must  have  felt  a  little  disappointment.  You  can 
have  no  idea  of  the  enormous  importance  of  those  two  little 
idiots  in  this  region.  Uncle  Alexander  had  brought  three 
cooks  from  Kharkoff,  and  among  theip  the  famous  Prosper 
from  the  club. 

Otherwise,  the  hunt  was  magnificent;  fifteen  wolves  and  a 
fox  were  killed.  The  weather  was  fine.  We  lunched  in  the 
middle  of  the  forest  with  over  400  peasants  looking  on,  after 
having  chased  the  beasts  toward  our  guns.  "Our  guns"  is 
slightly  an  exaggeration,  for  I  did  not  fire  a  shot,  nor,  indeed, 
run  across  a  thing  to  shoot  at;  nothing.  The  wolves  went 
to  the  left  and  I  was  at  the  right,  as  well  as  papa,  Michka, 
and  Gamitsky.  I  saw  a  fox,  but  not  within  range.  Then 
liquor  was  given  the  peasants.  Ah!  I  forgot  my  triumphant 
shot! 

A  peasant  climbed  to  the  top  of  a  tree;  someone  threw  him 
a  bottle  of  brandy  which  he  stuck  on  the  highest  branch,  first 
having  taken  care  to  empty  it,  and  we  amused  ourselves  by 
firing  at  it;  every  one  broke  off  a  bit  of  it,  even  myself. 
Uncle  Alexander  took  pains  to  play  the  agreeable  and  over- 
whelmed me  with  flatteries,  as  did  Nadine,  also.  Their  son 
Stephen  is  a  charming  boy,  fourteen  years  old,  and  ranks  first 
in  the  military  gymnasium. 
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As  for  the  viands  and  the  wines,  one  could  ask  no  better, 
and  then  this  country  is  ravishing.  The  house  is  delightfully 
planned,  and  not  until  now  have  I  been  able  to  understand 
what  a  very  artistic,  intelligent,  and  superior  being  was  grand- 
papa (fiabanine),  although  imn^ured  in  his  village.  I  would 
not  change  one  thing  about  the  garden,  the  park,  the  ponds, 
or  the  paths.  What  praise!  The  autumn,  and  the  neglect  of 
everything  for  ten  years,  enhance  its  charm.  Gavronzi  is 
very  ugly  compared  to  Tchermiakowka. 

The  rooms  here  are  so  well  arranged,  so  home-like,  you 
feel  so  comfortable!  The  peasant  women  are  beautiful,  the  peo- 
ple are  so  picturesque!  You  remember  last  year  what  trouble 
I  had  to  find  something  to  do  at  Gavronzi.  It  is,  perhaps, 
because  I  spent  my  youth  here — ^no,  it  is  because  it  is  simply 
adorable.  For  those  who  have  memories  it  may  be  another 
thing. 

And  the  billiard  table,  a  little  billiard  table  that  has  been  there 
since — well,  mamma  remembers  it  since  her  childhood,  and  I 
remember  it  when  I  did  not  come  up  to  the  top  of  it.  I 
played  on  the  piano  in  the  great,  white,  empty  parlor,  and 
I  thought  of  grandmamma  who  used  to  listen  of  old,  in 
the  depths  of  her  chamber,  at  the  end  of  the  long,  long 
corridor. 

If  she  had  lived,  she  would  be  only  sixty-five  now.  We 
dined  in  the  middle  of  that  apartment  where  her  body  was 
laid  out  for  three  days.  I  do  not  know  if  the  others  thought  of 
it,  but  it  gave  me  the  shivers.  People  forget  everything. 
Had  she  lived,  she  would  have  been  so  proud  of  me,  and  so 
happy! 

Ah,  if  one  could  make  the  dead,  live  again,  with  what  atten- 
tions they  would  be  surrounded!  Grandmamma  had  nothing 
but  suffering. 

This  evening  was  a  revival  of  one  of  those  happy  gather- 
ings under  mamma's  reign.  All  the  candles  were  lighted,  all 
the  doors  of  the  seven  large  apartments  were  thrown  open^ 
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and:  thiey  seemed  well  filled,  although  there  were  but  sixteen 
of  us.    . 

Uncle  Etienne  played  the  piano  pretty  well;  then  a  waltz, 
and  Michka,.flinging  a  starovai  over  his  shoulder,  waltzed  three 
times  around  the  room. 

:  The  policefken  who  had  superintended  the  hunt  were  asked 
to  dinner. 

We  had-  fireworks,  and  to  make  the  entertainment  com- 
plete, a  fusee  set  fire  to  a  minute  hien-roost  thatched  with 
stutfble.  This  procured  everybody  the  semblance  of  an 
emotion  very  cheaply.  The  men  and  Women  Bervants  ran 
like  hares,  the  water-buckets  clashed,  people  screamed;  the 
hosts  and  the  guests-  rushed  about,  it  was  a  night  hunt;  with 
the  flames  and  the  trees,  it  was  delightful!  We  rushed  into 
the  dark  corners  in  white  gowns  and  satin  slippers;  at  any 
other  time  I  should  have  been  in  the  midst  gf  the  fire  like 
Michka  and  papa,  arid  Paul,  and  the  ovei*seers.  Papa  really 
was  in  the-  flames;  hie  saved  all  the  chickens,  and;  perhaps, 
did  riin  some  little  danger.  It  was  so  entertaining,  there  was 
rtothing  to  fear.  As  for  the  unfortunate  Jew,  the  author  of 
the  fireworks  and  of  thie  disaster,  he  fled  as  fast  as  his  legs 
could  carry  him,  and  spent  the  night  at .  Paul's  house,  about  a 
half-hour's  distance  from  the  hen-roost.  Papa  gave  him  3 
roubles  for  his  journey  the  day  following,  but  he  preferred 
to  make  the  trip  hanging  on  to  the  back  of  the  landau;  for 
forty  versfs  he  was  balanced  precariously  on  a  bit  of  wood. 
We  did  not  discover  this  traveler  until  we  had  gone  half 
way.  ••  •       •  ■        '  ■    . 

Friday y  October  27M. — It  was  raw  and  cloudy  after  yesterday's 
beautiful  sunshine;  and,  tired  of  idleness,  I  proposed  to  go  to 
Poltava  with  mamma  and  Paul.  On  the  way  we  met  the 
princess  and  Dina  returning,  and  Dina  went  back  with  us. 
At  the  hotel  we  found  Michka  and  Lihopay,  and  -  went  to  the 
theatre;  The  play  confirmed  my  opinion  of  the  Russian  stage. 
The  stage  arid  fiction  are  always  more  or  less  a  reflection  of 


re^l  life;  t^ell,  I  do  not  congratulate  my  country.  It  possesses 
a  coarseness  at  once  naiv€  anil  depraved. 

People  kiss  each  other  on  the  lips  as  if  it  were  nothing, 
and  this  takes  place  between  lovers,  or  husband  and  wif^ 
and  then  they  kiss  each'  other  on"  the  neck,  cheeks,  etc.,  and 
the  audience  takes  no  notice  of  it.-'  And  there  are  situa- 
tions that  should 'Jbe  hissed.  Young*  ladies  •  of  the  upper 
classes,  the  sympathetic  ingifnues  of  th^'  play,  slap  young  gen- 
tlemen that  make  love  to  them,  and  whom  they  suspect  of 
loving  only  their  dowry.  To  sum  up— 4f  all  this  happened  m 
the  world  of  coiottes:,  or  in  the  kingdom  of  phantasy,  or  iri  the 
antiquity  of  Offenl^ach,  and  accompanied  with  all  the  usual 
follies  and  'jests,  it  might  pafes;  but  this  takes  place  anibng 
people  of  every-day  life  who  are  supposed  to  be  refined,  profile 
Hkefy^u  and  ^e,  a«d 'it  is  all  done  seriously. 

One  does  not  know  what  to  think  of  it. 

This  evening,  the  heroine  <>f  the  play  was  a  little  barbamn, 
an  ing4nu€^vi\\K^  \^  madly  in  love  with  a  married  man,  middle- 
aged,  depraved,  and  witt/(in  the  play);  every  time  that  they  are 
alone,  and  this  happens  constantly  in  the  course  of  the  piece, 
there  xio^xAzXA^tiodUMtum;  innocent  on  the  pdrt  of  the  ingenue^ 
but  with  him,  quite  a  different  thing;  then,  one  evening,  there 
comes  a  time  when  the  gentleman  draws^  back,  and  the  inginue 
says  to  him^  "  Why  'do  you  avoid  me?-  What  are  you  thinking  of? 
I  am  a  living  being,  after  all;  there  is  blood  in  my  Veins,**  etc. 
Finally,  she  yields  to  the  advances  of  a  young  nvan  who  is  in 
love  wit!h  her,  and  returns  to  say  to  the  elderly  man  and  his 
wife  (for  he  has  a  young* and  pretty  wife) 'that  he,  the  faithless 
husband,  is  to  blame  for  it  all,  for  he  had  excited  her  setlscs 
to  such  a  point  that  she  had  been  forced  into  the  step  she  bad 
taken.  The  young  man  j  marries  her  and,' calling  her  **my 
betrothed,**  imprints  suoh  a  furious  klis  upon  her  mouth,  that 
I  am  sure  her  li^s  innst  have  been  blacfc:  and  blue  the  i>cxt 
6k2cj.  This  "is  coarse,  but  it  is  not  immoral^  it  disgusts' you  with 
kAre;  and  it  arouses  absolutely  no  othet?  feeling  whaterer/ 
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Monday,  November  6th, — Doubtless  these  people  can  not 
understand  Paris,  elegance,  celebrity?  What  is  the  use  of  it 
all,  they  ask?  Actors  are  celebrated,  painters  are  known  but 
by  name;  and  in  that  respect,  after  all,  Raphael  alone  is 
known  and  cited;  and  then  there  are  the  chromos  of  the  Rus- 
sian daubers,  whose  talent  is  false,  pretentious,  and  empty  like 
their  character.  As  to  elegance,  they  only  believe  in  that  of 
the  dressmakers  of  Kharkoff,  "who  have  the  Paris  fashions," 
and  our  own  dresses  are  "outlandish,"  "exaggerated,"  and 
really,  coming  from  Paris,  we  are  not  well  dressed. 

How  then  do  you  think  that  these  people  can  understand 
what  I  suffer  fronj  staying  here  with  my  arms  folded! 

Wednesday,  November  %th, — Here  people  go  to  the  ball,  get 
tipsy  with  friends,  play  cards  and  sup  with  the  danseuses/ 
and  if  they  talk  to  the  ladies  it  is  because  they  are  in  lovc 
with  them. 

But  to  talk  to  everybody,  and  about  everything,  as  m 
France,  that  is  unknown  in  these  parts.  No  news  penetrates 
here,  and  there  is  410  conversation  but  the  vulgarest  and 
flattest  gossip.  The  hotel  is  the  great  distraction;  the  noble 
land-owners  of  the  vicinity  come  and  sometimes  spend  whole 
weeks  there,  exchange  visits  from  room  to  room,  drink  and 
play  cards.  The  theatre  is  deserted^  and  they  have  a  horror 
of  anything  that  has  the  shadow  of  resemblance  to  an  intel- 
ligent pastime. 

People  grovel  extraordinarily  before  the  aristocracy  in  this 
noble  country — ah!  I  want  to  go  away!  What  if  I  should 
become  that  way?  But  to  return  to  our  prince^  whom  I  insist, 
to  the  great  astonishment  of  the  Poltavians,  on  treating  as  I 
treat  all  people  in  society^  as  equals,  and  according  to  the 
usages  of  the  civilized  world — our  princes  do  not  please  me 
much.  Nevertheless,  the  younger  (the  one  who  beat  the 
coachman),  is  gay,  amiable,  and  not  stupid;  I  do  not  say  this 
because  he  played  at  wit  by  crawling  under  a  table  set  with 
fruits  and  champagne  to  upset  it     It  is  true  that  he  beat  the 
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coachman.  Yes,  but  this  can  be  explained  to  a  great  extent 
in  this  country  and  in  this  age.  Do  you  think  that  people  are 
astonished  or  shocked  here?  In  another  rt  would  be  perfectly 
natural,  in  Prince  R —  it  is  charming.     I  wish  to  leave! 

Paris ^  Wednesday^  November  \<^th. — I  am  in  Paris!  vWe 
started  Thursday  evening.  Uncle  Nicolas  and  Michka  accom- 
panied us  to  the  first  station,  and  Paul  and  his  wife  as  far  as 
Kharkoff.  We  stayed  twenty-four  hours  at  Kiew,  where  Julie 
(Uncle  Alexander's  daughter)  is  at  the  Institute.  She  is  four- 
teen years  old,  and  is  charming. 

Thursday^  November  i6th, — I  have  been  to  a  great  doctor, 
a  surgeon  in  the  hospital;  I  did  not  give  my  name  and  I  was 
very  simply  dressed,  for  I  wanted  him  to  tell  me  the  truth. 

Oh,  he  is  not  an  amiable  gentleman.  He  told  me  this  very 
plainly:  I  shall  never  be  cured.  But  my  condition  can 
improve  in  a  satisfactory  manner,  so  that  my  deafness  will  not 
be  terrible  to  bear.  Bah!  it  is  already  unbearable,  and  it  will 
be  more  so  as  time  goes  on.  If  I  do  not  follow  rigorously 
the 'treatment  which  he  prescribes,  it  will  increase,  r  He  also 
directed  me  to  a  doctor  who  will  look  after  me  for  six  months, 
for  he  himself  has  not  the  time  to  see  me  twice  a  week,  as  is 
necessary. 

For  the  first  time  I  had  the  courage  to  say:  "  Monsieur,  I 
am  becoming  deaf."  Hitherto,  I  have  said:  "I  do  not  hear 
well,  my  ears  are  stuffed  up,*'  etc. 

This  time  I  dared  to  say  that  horrible  word,  and  the  doctor 
replied  to  me  with  the  brutality  of  a  surgeon. 

I  hope  that  the  misfortunes  presaged  by  my  dreams  are 

this.    But  let  us  not  borrow  trouble  about  the  bolts  that  God 

holds  in  reserve  for  His  humble  servant.  At  present  I  am  only 

partially  deaf. 

.  The  surgeon  said  that  it  will  certainly,  improve.     As  long  as 

I  have  a  family  who  keep  guard  around  me  and  come  to  my 

aid  with  address  and  affection,  it  is  still  endurable;  but.^lone, 

in  the  midst  of  strangers! 
43 
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And  If  I  should  have  a  husband  'vrho  Would  be  ill-tempered  of 
baVe  little  delicacy  of  feeling?  Gn  the  otlier  hand  it  might 
be  redeemed  by  some  great  good  f ortrnie  by  which  I  would 
be  overpowered  withbut  meriting  it!  But: —  Why,  then,  do 
they  say  that  God  is  good,  that  God  is  just? 

Why  does  God  cause  suftering?'  If  it  were  He  Who  cfreated 
the  world,  why  did  He  create  evil,  suffering,  wickedness? 

Then  I  never  shall  be  fcured.  It  may  be  possible  to  bear  the 
misfortune;  but  there  will  be  a  veil  between  iifie  and  the  rest  of 
the  world.  The  voice  of  the  wirtd  irt  the  bfatiches,  the  mur^ 
mur  of  water*,  the  rain  which  beats  against  the -panes;  words 
spok6n  in'  a  IbW  tone— I  J?hall  hear -liothiing  of  all  this!  With 
the  K — -si  have  hot  found  myself  at'ftiult  oncfe,  nor  when  I 
have  been  kt  a  dinner  party;  when  the  conversation  is  a  little 
Animated,  I  have  nothing  to  complain  ofj-but^'atthe  theatre, 
1  ean  not  heat  all  that  the  actors  s^y,  and  with  the  models  at 
the  studio,  people  speak  very  low  in  order  not  to  disturb  the 
others;  Of  course  I'  have  anticipated  this  more  or  less  for 
over  a  year;  ought' I' to  haVe  grown  accUstottled  to  » the  idea? 
I  //We^^j'  gr6wh  accustomed  to  it;  but  all  the  same,  it  is  simply 
ffightful.   •        ^  ••       '••     •     ■■    ^i  ■••  ^  •:  ■       ...  ^    .  :-     ■ 

The  blow  has  struck  me  in  a  most  vital  part. 
'  Oh;  if  it  ohiy.stops  whfereitis!  '  '*  ^  ^  -  •  •  -  -^ 
'  Friday^  NaOember  x'lthJ-^^o,  then,!  I'shall  be  henceforth 'less 
than  the  most  worthless  of  human 'beitigs-^-^iiicomplete,  infirm: 
'I  ^hall  need  the 'sympathy  arid  aid  of  my  own  family  and 
the  consideration  'of  strangers.  IndependencJe^and  liberty  are 
ended  for  me.  -  .  .'     '    •• 

I;  who  hare  been  so  proud,  must'  blush  a^d  "hesitate  every 
moment.'  ■    -      '  ■  •'       .-.••.•.         j/t  ■  . .     : 

I  write  this  to  impress  the  fact  upon  my  mind;  but  I  do  not 
yet  b^elifeve  it,  it  ifesb  horrible'.  I  ean  not  yet  teaHze  it;  it  is  so 
hard,  so  cruel!  '      . 

•'The  sight  of 'my  freshj  rosy  face  In  the  mirror  fills  me  with 
pity.  ''•••.-.■. 


JOURNAL   OF   MA^IE  BASHKIRT^FF.  211 

Yes,  everybody  knows  it,iOr  .yf\\\  kno,w  it-r-all  tho^q  -who 
were  already  so  glad  to  decry  me.  She  U  de^f — but  jny  God, 
wby  have 'You , suddenly  inflicted  uppn  me  this  shocking, 
frightfuH  atrocious  thing!,    ,,  >      .•  ■       ,    * 

xTntsday^  November  2\st.'^\  began  aggiin  yesterday.  tQ.  work 
at  the  studio.  I  have  returned  tp  the  simplest  studies,  taking 
no  note  of  the/Choi)ce  of  the,  models  i.ts  beauty,  nor  anything 
else.  "Six  months  of  this  .system,"  says. Julian,  ."and  you 
can  do  whartever  you  want"  He  is  convinced  that  I .  have 
accomplished  nothing  in  the  last  three  ye^ifs,  .and;  I  shall 
eixd  by  believing  hlin;.  in  fact,  since  I  have  begun  painting,,  J 
have  made  but  little  progress,  •  Is  that  because  I  .work  less 
hard?  No!  I  have  worked  myself  to  dieath,  a^nd  for  .the  last 
two  years  I  have,  undertaken  too  difficult  things,  perhaps. 
.  RUit  Julian  insists  upon  it,  that  it  is  becaujie  I  do  not  wprk 
that  I  do  not  do  better. 

They  all  weary  me.  I  weary  myself.  •  I  shall  never  fecpver 
my  hearing;  Do  you  not  feel  how  horrible,  how  ^unjust^  bow 
maddening  this  is.^    .,  -      ■      .  ... 

I  bear  the  thought, calqily,  because  I  have  prep^rjsd  niyself 
for  it.  But  no,  it  is  not  or)  that  account;  ifc  is  because  I  can 
not  believe  that  it  will  be  forever-  ;: 

You  understand  what  it  means — all  my  life,  until  I  d^t.\  . 
.  It  will  have  ^n  iafluence  on  my  character  and  on  my  mind, 
without  counting  tbat,  because  qf  it,  my  hair  is  already  turn- 

i^g  gf^y.  •      .  ... 

I  repeat  it,  I  can  not  yet  believe  it.  It  is  impossible  that  there 
ia  nothirig^  nothing  to  be  :done>.  thatr  ftiif  is  to  b^  forever  so, 
and  th^t  I  shall  die  with  this  veil  bet\veen  the  world  and 
myself,  and  that  I  shall  never,  never, «never  bear  again! 
,  Is  it  not  true,  that  it  is, impossible  to  beiievp.  tn.a  sentence  so 
final,  so,  irrevocable?.  And  pot  the.shadpw  o^f.  a  hope,, not  the 
shadow,  not  the  shadow!  \   m   - 

I    It  makes  me  nervous  while  I  work.     I  ^fn,  always  thinking 
Jhat  itl^e  model,  or  somepne  in  the  studio,,  is  saying.ths^t  I  dp 
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not  hear;  or  that  they  are  ridiculing  me;  or  that  they  are  rais- 
ing their  voices  for  my  sake. 

And  with  the  model  at  home?  Can  I  not  say  squarely  that 
— that  what?  That  I  do  not  hear  well.  What!  Such  an 
avowal  of  infirmity!  and  an  infirmity  so  humiliating,  so  stupid, 
so  pitiable;  in  short,  an  infirmity! 

I  have  not  the  courage  to  confess  it,  and  I  have  always  the 
hope  that  no  one  will  perceive  it 

Do  you  know  I  am  simply  writing  words  here?  I  do  not 
believe  them.  How  can  I  realize  this  horrible  nightmare — 
this  shocking,  cruel,  atrocious  thing?  I,  so  full  of  youth  and 
life?  How  can  I  believe  that  it  is  possible,  that  it  is  not  a  bad 
dream,  that  it  is  eternal? 

Thursday^  November  23^^. — What  I  have  done  this  week  is  so 
bad  that  I  can  not  understand  it  myself.  Julian  called  me  to 
him,  and  spoke  such  useless,  such  cruel  words.  I  do  not 
understand  it!  Last  year  he  told  me  almost  the  same  thing, 
and  now,  when  he  sees  last  year's  studies,  he  says:  "  You  could 
not  do  as  well  as  that  now;  that  was  good  work."  To  believe 
him,  then,  I  have  made  no  progress  during  the  last  three  years; 
that  is  to  say,  he  began  his  reproaches,  lamentations,  and 
little  sarcastic  speeches  three  years  ago,  when  I  first  com- 
menced to  paint. 

He  thinks,  perhaps,  that  it  will  incite  me  to  work,  but  it  has 
quite  the  contrary  effect;  it  paralyzes  me.  I  was  good  for 
nothing  this  morning  for  more  than  three  hours;,  my  hands 
trembled,  and  my  arms  burned. 

Last  summer  I  painted  Irma  laughing,  and  everybody 
thought  it  very  good.  This  summer,  after  my  return  from 
Spain,  I  made  a  pastel,  which  everyone  thought  exceed- 
ingly good,  and  a  painting,  which  was  considered  good.  What 
have  I  done  since?  I  spoiled  my  angler.  Yes,  and  theft^  I 
went  to  Russia — six  weeks*  vacation.  I  returned,  and  chanced 
upon  a  model  I  did  not  like,  and  a  bad  position.  I  forced 
myself  to  work,  all  the  same,  although  against  my  will     I 
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produced  a  wretched  thing,  which  I  tore  to  pieces  and  tram- 
pled upon;  then  I  tried  to  paint  an  arm.  Julian  came  up  and 
found  it  very  bad,  and  told  me  so  privately.  I  know  that  I  am 
not  a  Breslau;  I  know  that  I  need  to  study;  but  between  that 
and  telling  me  that,  my  case  is  hopeless,  that  I  do  nothing 
well — upon  my  word,  one  would  say  that  I  knew  nothing  at  all.! 

It  is  not  my  fault.  After  my  illness  at  Nice,  he  character- 
ized all  my  efforts  as  horrors.  In  that  I  agree  with  him, 
but  it  was  not  right  to  tell  me  that  it  was  because  of  my  idle* 
ness  that  I  made  no  progress;  that  I  was  sure  of  myself,  that 
I  did  not  care,  that  I  believed  I  knew  it  all.  He  can  not 
really  think  that,  but  it  is  stupid  of  him  to  tell  me  so,  for  it 
paralyzes  me. 

If  I  do  not  make  such  rapid  progress  in  painting  as  I  did 
in  drawing,  that  is  no  reason  to  say  such  outrageous  things  to 
me. 

Monday f  November  2*1  th, — A  pupil  is  posing  for  me,  and 
very  gladly,  for  I  will  give  her  the  picture.  Crushed  by  Julian, 
I  scarcely  dared  to  ask  anyone  to  do  it,  believing  that  such  a 
request  would  be  ridiculous  from  one  who  has  no  talent,  who 
does  nothing  good,  etc. 

Now  that  he  can  no  longer  say  that  I  am  idle,  because  I  am 
working  in  his  studio,  he  says  that  I  am  pretending.  This  is 
becoming  monotonous.  The  day  before  yesterday  he  told  me 
that,  for  two  years,  I  had  made  no  progress.  Of  those  two 
years  I  was  ill  five  months  and  convalescing  six  more.  In  the 
rest  of  the  time  I  painted  my  Salon  picture,  a  woman,  life-size, 
painted  in  Russia;  the  **01d  Nicene,"  *^Th^rdse,*'  "Irma*'and 
"  Dina."  Those  were  the  large  pictures;  I  do  not  count  the 
numerous  small  ones.  This  n^ay  be  bad,  I  know,  but  I  do  not 
think  so  myself. 

I  suppose  he  thinks  that  what  he  says  will  stimulate  me,  and 
that  it  is  witty.  It  is  exasperating!  Of  course  I  am  not  so 
favorably  situated  as  Breslau,  who  lives  in  a  little  artistic  circle, 
where  each  word,  each  step,  has  something  to  do  with  art;  but 
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I  assure  you,  I  do  what  I  can,.considefitig  my  suitounding^s.' 
I  am  forced,  undoubtedly,  to  waste  my  time.  In  thie  evening, 
for  ihstahce,  wHidh  Breslau  employs  in  sketciiing  arid'com|)6s- 
ing,  my  attenftion  is  distracted  by  the  peoj3le  ait)und  me'  * 
.  Ohie's  surroundings  count  for  fuUy  one.  half,  when  one  i^  a 
stiidtot..'  AH  this  fills  nie  with  a  cold  rage,  ^ahd*  takes  away 
sontething  of  my  attachment  to  my  family.  If  I  did  not 
fear  to  draw  down  upon  myself  other  trout>les,  I  would  say 
that  God  was  not  ju^t.  Yet,  why?  NtK;- 1  hate  myself.  I  have 
gro^n  ifai^  and  my  should  drs  were  broad  enobgh  already.  My 
arms  are  rotinder,  and  my^ehest^  is  fuller  ihdh  before.  ■    • 

Suhday^  Be^eMer  3^.^Cfe;  fGod!-  give  ^ttie  the^'  strength  to 
pursue  my  studies,  that  I  may  become  mistress  of  thy  profes- 
sion; thea  I  can  do  what  I  like.  I  reason  so  well,  tod-I-have 
no  strength. '  When  one  is  ^thorOtfghly  conversant  *Jth  'ane'« 
profession,  everything  that  one  does  is  good,  or  almost  so, 
\thiie  with  me  now-^-  What  are  six  months?  Can  I  riot  wait 
patiently.  f(ir=  six  riionths?  Can  I  not  fii'get  that' it  would 
amuse  me  to  paint,  and  make 'only  studies  and  lose  no  time? 

Letttieonlypersevete,  and 'then  we  shall  see.  ■  ^''    '  '    '  . 

Tuesday^  December  ^th, — I  have  just  read  "  HoilOt^ft^-*^  at  a 
sitting,  and  I  would  tike  to  possess  such  sublime  elbquetice  of 
the  pen  so  as  to  make  my  readers  interested'ln  my  dull  life.  'It 
would  be  strange  if  thiS'  story  of  my*  failures,  and  my  obscu- 
rity, should  gfiVe  me  Whatj  Want,  and  wfeat  I  shall  always  want. 
But  I'  should  not. -know*  it;  and  'besides,  -in  order  that  one 
should  read  my  jotirnad,^  with  its'  intetmlnablei  pages,  i^^ould  it 
riot  be  necessary  foi^iiie'to  beGonle  Yanibtfs  first?  '  • 
:  TbeJtmceftairityand  discDuragement  itt^ke  me  idle,  that  is 
td  say;  I  read  all'  ihe  ^^riingv' and '"then  I  feuffer  terrible 
remorse.  But  still  I  am  idle,  whether  alone  of  with  my 
family,  and  it  i%  deniofaJteing:'  IWrite,  stopping  at  each' wofd, 
for  I  can- noti  depict  the  terrible  trouble,  pr4)stt:ati6n,  a(nd  terror 
which  ^seize' me  at  the  thought  that  Icari-not  devote  m/ alten- 
tioii  to  anything.:-  '    ,'';::••  -.•'■  j;  .i  ■    .i  ;•..•' 
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What  has>  happened?    Ndthing;:  :■  - 

I  would  joyfully  consent  .to  live  only  ten  years  longier^  if  I 
could  have  genius  at  once,  and  sp  realize  my  dreams. 

Two  ojTf  three  days  ,ag.o>  we,  went  to  the  H6tel  Drouot,  where 
there  was  an  exhibition  of  precious  stones.  Mamma,,  my  aunt, 
aj)d  Dma:admirfcd  many 'of  the  ornam^eatfe;  biut  I  did  lipt, care 
much  f.or  any  of. them: except  a, string  of  enormoufe .diamonds, 
which,  for  a  moment^Jilongedta  own;  to. have  two  would  be 
delightful;  bvit  there  was-no  use  4n- longing  for  a  mii'aCle,  so  I 
contented' myself  M?'ith  thinking  that  perhaps  som^.  dayi  when  I 
ma^rtieidia  miUioaaire,  X. could  have:  ear-ringS;  of.  iil^e  siaej  or 
an  .ag;ra£fid;  for  . stones  of.  that  ^wje-ight.  would  be  almost  .too 
heavy  forf^at-tings;  j  That  was  the  first  tinpie  I  had  ever  cared 
anything' fox. previous, iStqnjbji-:  Well),  yesterday  evening,- those 
two  diamonds  were  brought  to  me;  my  mother  and  my  auftti 
had  bought  them  for  me,  and  yet  I  had  only  said;  without  the 
least  hope  of  having,  .them, :,"  Those,  are  the  Only  jewds  I 
would  c^rej.to  have."  TJateyiare  worth  25,000  francs;  the 
stones  are  yellow,  otherwise^  they  would  have  cost  triple  that 
ataount.  -  t     .  ■   .         : 

I  .amused  myself  with  tbenTiall  evening,  and  kept  them  in. 
my  pocket  while  I  was  modeling.-  .  Dqsa-Utoy  played,  andBoji- 
dar>^nd  theotherstalked.-  Jkept  tihe.stones with  me  alleven- 
ingyarid  filially  took  them  to.bed  with  me- 
,  Ah'!  ifi  other  things  whioh  appear .inipossible' would. also 
come  .lx>' pass!  even  if  they  should- be  yellow^  and  cost  only 
4,000  instead  of  25,0001  L 

:  .B«t  thiis  discontent  is  ,absurd;  il  have  no  complaint  to  make 
of  anyone.  ..••■-        ;'••...•  .,  •  .•  .   •.  ■• 

Thursday^  jO^^rw^nyZ/^.r— If  talked*  a  little  while  to-day  with 
Julian,  but  we  no  longer  have  those  long  talkswe  used  to  have? 
we.have  -nothing  more  tcJrtalk  about;  '^11  has ; been-  said; ..  Wfe 
are  waiting,  until  I -work:  and  accoliiplish.  something.;  j  How-f 
evet,  I  iJeproached  him  with  hife  injustice  toward  me,  or^Bafther 
with  the  means ihci has  taken  to  spur  me  on.  1  •        n  i      •  w:  . 
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My  pastel  will  go  to  a  club,  and  then  to  the  Salon,  "  It  is 
-  an  admirable  thing,"  said  Father  Julian;  and  I  felt  like  throw- 
ing my  arms  around  his  neck. 

"  Well,  you  must  paint  a  picture  that  will  arrest  the  atten- 
tion of  artists." 

But,  I  can  not  do  that  just  yet.  Ah,  heaven!  if  I  could  believe 
that  by  working  I  could  accomplish  it;  it  would  give  me  cour- 
age.    But  it  seems  to  me  now  that  I  shall  never  be  able  to  do  it. 

I  work  badly;  yes,  I  know  I  do.  Since  I  painted  "  Irma,"  I 
have  dawdled  about  with  "  P^re  Charles,"  and  then  I  have  been 
to  Russia;  total,  three  months  of  demoralization.  And  three 
months  represent  a  dozen  studies,  a  dozen  torsos,  Jife-size,  or 
a  dozen  groups,  half-size.  I  have  never  in  my  life  made  four 
in  succession.  Julian  is  right,  and  I  ought  to  have  embraced 
him. 

But — but  I  was  ill  a  year. 

Thursday y  December  i^th. — This  morning  we  went  to  see  the 
pictures  which  the  real  Bastien  has  brought  back  with  him  from 
the  country.  We  found  him  altering  some  of  the  details  of  the 
pictures.  We  met  like  old  friends.  He  is  so  simple,  so  ami- 
able; Perhaps  he  is  not  all  that;  but  he  has  so  much  genius. 
And  yet — ^yes,  he  is  charming. 

And  the  poor  architect  is  entirely  effaced  by  his  brother's 
brilliancy.  Jules  brought  back  many  studies:  "  Evening  in 
the  Village  "  was  full  of  color,  poetry,  and  charm.  The  moon 
is  just  rising  and  the  windows  of  the  houses  are  lighted;  a 
man,  returning  from  his  labor  in  the  fields,  has  stopped  to  speak 
to  a  woman,  who  is  going  toward  a  house,  the  windows  of 
which  are  lighted;  the  effect  of  twilight  is  marvelously  ren- 
dered, and  you  can  feel  the  calm  pervading  everything;  every- 
thing is  still,  but  only  you  almost  fancy  you  can  hear  the 
distant  baying  of  a  dog.  It  is  in  the  style  of  Jules  Breton, 
but  better  than  anything  that  poetical  pigmy  ever  did. 

There  is  also  a  forge,  at  which  an  old  man  is  at  work.  It  is 
quite  small,  and  it  is  no  less  beautiful  than  those  marvelous 
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little  dark  pictures  one  sees  at  the  Louvre.  There  are  also 
landscapes  and  marine  views  of  Venice  and  London;  and  two 
large  pictures,  an  English  flower-girl,  and  a  little  girl  in  a 
field-  The  latter  are  life-size  and  they  filled  me  with  astonish- 
ment, for  they  seemed  to  me  so  inferior  to  anything  else  he 
has  done. 

At  first,  one  is  dazzled  by  the  versatility  and  power  of  his 
genius,  which  disdains  to  limit  itself  to  a  specialty,  but  does 
everything  in  a  masterly  manner. 

His  English  boy  is  far  above  the  two  girls  I  have  just  men- 
tioned; while  his  street  boy  of  last  year, oalled  ^' Pas-Mlche'* 
was  simply  a  masterpiece. 

Sunday,  December  x^th, — The  true,  the  only,  the  unique,  the 
great  Bastien-Lepage  came  to-day. 

I  received  him  in  an  awkward  and  confused  manner,  nervous 
and  humiliated  at  having  nothing  to  shpw  him. 

He  remained  more  than  two  hours,  and  looked  at  all  the 
pictures  in  all  the  corners,  although  I,  laughing  nervously, 
tried  to  prevent  him  from  seeing  them.  The  great  artist  was 
very  kind;  he  tried  to  calm  me,  and  we  spoke  of  Julian,  who 
is  the  cause  of  my  great  discouragement.  Bastien  does  not 
treat  me  like  a  society  girl,  he  speaks  to  me  as  Tony  Robert- 
Fleury  and  Julian  do,  only  without  those  horrible  pleasantries 
of  Julian,  who  says  that  it  is  all  over;  that  I  shall  never  do 
anything;  that  there  is  no  hope  for  me. 

That  is  what  makes  me  feel  so  badly. 

Bastien  is  adorable;  that  is  to  say,  I  adore  his  talent.  And 
I  think  my  very  nervousness  was  a  delicate  and  unexpected 
flattery  to  him.  He  made  a  sketch  in  Miss  Richards*  album, 
which  she  had  given  to  me  to  draw  something  in,  and  as  the 
paint  passed  through  and  stained  the  next  leaf,  he  wished  to 
put  a  piece  of  paper  between. 

**  No,  leave  it,  leave  it,"  I  exclaimed,  "she  will  then  have 
two  sketches."  I  don't  know  why  I  should  do  a  favor  to 
Miss  Richards,  but  it  sometimes  amuses  me  to  give  a  great 
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pleasure  to  someone  who  does  not  expect  it  and  'w!io  Is 
nothing  to  me. 

When  I  was  painting  at  Grande- Jaite^  there  came  one  day  to 
the  water's  edge  a  whole  family,  the  father  and  four  or  five 
children,  ralgged,  dirty;  arid  the  perfect  picture  of  misery.  I 
gave  them  2  francs.  You  should  have  seen  the  poor  wretches* 
surprise  and  delight.  I  ran  away  and  hid  myself  behind  the 
trees.  Heaven  has  never  treated  me  so  well!  Heaven  has 
never  shown  these  benevolent  fancies  to  me. 

Wednesday^  December  20th. — I  havfe  nbthihg  statted  for 
the  Salon  yet,  arid"  1  can  not  think  of  any  subject,  ft  Is 
torture!  '    \  '^    '- 

Saturday,  December  2 ^d:-^th\^^vtnmg  we  had  todinnerthe 
great,  the  true,  the  only,  the  incomparable  Bastien-Lepage  and 
his  brother.      .         -    -      =  '  . '       '',' 

We  had  invitied  no 'other  guests,  which  made  it  a  fittle 
embaTrassing;  th^y  dined  with  us  for  the  first  time,  and  it 
seeitied,  perhaps,  a  liitle  too  familiar,  arid  then  there  was  the 
fear  that  he  might  be  bored. 

His  brother,  of  course,  is  received  here  almost  as  intimately 
as  Bojidar,  but  the  great^  thi  only,  the  true,  etc.  However, 
the  gobd  little  man,  who,  if  he  w^re  made  of  gold,  would  not 
be  worth  what  his' talent  mafceJs  him,  was  pleasant,  and  flattered, 
I  think,  to  bi6'  considered  In  that  way;  no  one'  has  fki  called 
him  a  "  genius  "  nor  do  I:  But  I  treated  hini  as  One,  and  witli 
childlike  artifice  made  him  swallow  an  eft btriiotis' amount  of 
flattery.  '  Bojtdar  eam6  for  a  few  minutes  in  the  evening;^  he 
•was  in  an  amiable  mood  and  agreed  with  me  in  everything;  he 
is  a  friend  of  the  family  and  is  very  happy  to  ttidet  Bastien 
and'othercdebrities:  -  '   '  '    \ 

But,  ih  otder  that  Basti'eh  should  not  imagine  that  I  carry 
my  admiration  for  him  to  excess,  I  coupled  hi^  name  with  that 
of  Saint- Marceaux,  and  spoke  of  them  as  *^you  tWo."  He 
remained  uhtll  midniglit.  He  thought  a  bottle  I  had  painted 
Very  good^'and  added:    ."  It  is  like  that  triat  you  ririist  wot^; 
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hawe  patience  and  concentration,  do  your  best  and  try  to 
reproduce  nature  faithfully." 

Tuesday^  Dec^mb^r  26^.-^Well,  it  seems. that  I  am  ill,  the 
doctor  who  ^examin^  me : does  not  know  me  and  has  no  inter- 
est in. deceiving  me;  the  right  lung  is  affected,  and  will  never 
be  completely  cured;  but,  if  I  take  care  of  myself,  it  will  not 
grow  worse,  and  I  can  live  as  long  as  anyone.  Yes,  but  the 
progress  pf  the :  disease  must  be  arrested  by  violent  measures, 
burnings  and  blisterings,  everything  delightful,  in  short.  A 
blister  means  ar  yellow  staiafor  a  year.  :  I  shall  have  to  con- 
ceal the  mark  in  theeveoingby  wearing  a  bunch  of  flowers 
high  upon  the  right  shoulder. 

I  will  wait  a  week.  Ipngqr;  if  the  complication  continues  and 
I  ana: no  bettjer,  I  will  consent; tQ  the  outrage... 

God  i$.  wicked.       ■ 

Thursday f  December  2Ztk. — This  then,  is  what  the  matter 
is-T— I  am  a  consunflf^tive.  He  told  me  to-day:  "  We  must  try 
and  cure. you;  take  care  of  yourself  or  you  will  regret  it.** 
My  doctor  .is  a,  youpg  man, and  seems  very  intelligent;  to  my 
objections  to  the  blisters  and  the  other  atrocities,  he  answered, 
that  if  I  did  not  consent,  I  would  regret  it;  that  he  had  never 
in  his  life  se?n  so  extraprdioiary  an  invalid,  and  that  no  one 
would  ever  guess  from  my  appearance  the  nature  of  my  mal- 
ady; and,  indeed,  although  both  luijigs  are  affected,  the  right 
being  much  the  wofse  however,  I  look  as  healthy  as  pos- 
sible. ... 

The  first  time  that  I  felt  a  pain  in  my  left  lung  iiyas  when  I 
was  It^aving  the  holy  catacombs,  of  Kieff,  where  we  had  .gone 
to  ask  the  good  God  and.thie  reliqs  of  the  saints  to  cure  me, 
Qux  prayei:s. being  reinforced, by  money  and  masses. 

A  week  ago  there  was  scarcely;  anything  noticeably  the 
matter  with  my. left  lung.  The  doctor  asked  me. if  any  of  my 
family  had  jiad  co;)sumptf on. 

VYes,  my  grandpapa's,  father  and  his  twosisterfe,  the  Countess 
de  Toulouse-Lautrec  and  the  Baroness  Stralborne — a  ^reat^ 
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grandfather  and  two  great-aunts."    At  all  events,  I  have  con* 
sumption. 

I  tottered  a  little  as  I  descended  the  stairs  of  the  good  man, 
who  is  so  interested  in  such  an  original  invalid.  The  disease 
can  be  checked  if  I  do  what  is  necessary;  that  is  to  say,  be 
blistered  and  go  South,  disfigure  my  shoulders  for  a  year,  and 
exile  myself. 

What  is  a  year  in  comparison  with  a'  whole  lif^?  and  besides, 
my  life  is  so  beautiful! 

I  am  very  calm  and  I  am  a  little  astonished  at  being  the 
only  one  who  is  in  the  ^cret  of  my  misfortune.  And  the 
fortune-tellers  who  predicted  so  much  happiness  for  me? 
However,  the  Jacob  woman  foretold  an  illness,  and  here  it 
is.  For  her  prediction  to  be  entirely  realized,  there  are  lack- 
ing: Great  success,  money,  marriage,  and  then  the  love  of  a 
married  man.  This  trouble  with  the  left  lung  worries  me, 
though.  Potain  would  never  tell  me  that  my  lungs  were 
affected;  he  employed  the  words  customary  in  such  cases, 
the  bronchial  tubes,  bronchitis,  etc.  It  is  much  better  to 
know  the  truth,  and  I  will  do  everything,  except  go  away  this 
year. 

Next  winter,  I  can  have  my  picture  of  the  "  Holy  Women  " 
as  an  excuse  for  my  journey.  To  go  this  winter  would  be 
only  to  begin  over  again  the  follies  of  last  year.  I  will  do 
everything  except  go  South,  and  I  will  trust  in  the  grace  of  God. 

What  made,  this  doctor  say  so  much  is,  that,  since  he  has 
been  attending  me,  my  lungs  have  grown  worse.  He  was 
treating  me  for  my  ears;  I  spoke  to  him  of  my  lungs  only  by 
chance  and  in  a  laughing  way,  and  then  he  examined  me  and 
prescribed  for  me  (that  was  a  month  ago),  insisting  upon  blis- 
ters. I  could  not  bring  myself,  however,  to  agree  to  them,  as 
I  hoped  that  the  disease  would  not  advance  so  quickly.  So, 
then,  I  am  a  consumptive,  and  have  been  so  for  the  last  two 
or  three  years.  The  disease  is  not  enough  advanced  to  cause 
my  death,  but  it  is  very  annoying. 
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But  how,  then,  can  my  healthy  appearance  be  explained, 
and  the  fact  that  my  dresses,  made  before  I  was  ill^  and  before 
there  was  any  thought  of  anything  the  matter  with  me,  are 
too  tight  now?  I  suppose  I  shall  grow  thin  suddenly;  perhaps 
it  is  because  I  am  young  and  have  broad  shoulders  and  a  full 
chest.  All  my  troubles  do  not  seem  to  affect  my  personal 
appearance. 

If  I  am  granted  ten  years  morex)f  life,  and  during  those  ten 
years  fame  and  love,  I  shall  be  content  to  die  at  thirty.  If 
there  were  anyone  with  whom  J  could  make  the  bargain,  I 
would  propose  this:  To  die  at  thirty,  on  condition  of  a  happy, 
successful  life  from  now  till  then. 

But  I  would  like  to  get  well,  that  is  to  say,  to  have  the  mal- 
ady arrested;  it  can  never  be  cured,  but  one  can  live  with  it 
for  a  long  time,  as  long  as  anyone  else,  in  fact,  I  am  a  con- 
sumptive; that  is  settled.  I  will  apply  as  many  blisters  as 
they  please,  but  I  must  paint.  I  can  cover  up  the  stain  with 
flowers,  lace,  tulle,  and  a  thousand  pretty  things  that  are  used 
entirely  for  ornament.  Besides,  I  am  not  obliged  to  be  blis- 
tered all  my  life.  If  I  take  care  of  myself  for  a  year  or  two,  I 
shall  be  as  well  as  anybody;  I  shall  be  young;  still — I — 

Ah!  I  was  right  when  I  said  that  I  was  doomed  to  die  young. 
As  God  can  not.  give  me  what  would  make  life  bearable,  He 
evades  the  difficulty  by  killing  me.  After  loading  me  with 
misfortunes.  He  kills  me  to  crown  His  work.  I  was  right 
when  I  said  that  I  w^s  goiog  to  die;  things  could  not  go  on 
as  they  were;  this  thirst  for  everything,  these  colossal  aspira- 
tions, could  not  continue.  .  I  told  you  so  a  long  time  ago, 
years  ago,  at  Nice,  when  I  foresaw  vaguely  all  that  would  be 
necessary  to  make  life  possible  for  me;  but  others  have  even 
more  than  I  longed  for,  and  they  do  not  die! 

I  shall  tell  no  one,  except  Julian.  He  dined  here  to-night, 
and  .when  we  were,  alone  for  a  moment,  I  nodded  my  head 
significantly,  pointing  to  my  throat  and  chest.  He  would  not 
believe  it;  I  appeared  so  strong.     He  tri^d  to  comfort  me  by 
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mentioning  several  of  his  friends,  in  regard 'to  whose  condi- 
tion the  physicians  had  been  mistaken.  Incidentally,  he 
asked  me  what  my  ideas  were  regarding  heaven.-  l  told  him 
that  heaven  had  treated  me  very  badly.  "  As  to  my  ideas 
regarding  itj"'  I  added,  '*I  care  very  littj6  about  it."  He 
thinks,  however,  that  I  believe  there  is  another  life.  "Yes,  it 
is  possible."  I  read  to  him  then  Musset's  "  Hope  in  God," 
and  he  recited  to  me  Franck's  invocation^  or  imprecation,  "  I 
Must  Live."  •  '        '  '   '-^ 

I,  too,' wish  to  live.  This  position  of  being  sentenced  to 
death,  as  it  were,  has  something  of  the  ghastly  hamorous 
about  it.  It  is  an  emotion,  a  sensation,  a  chance  to  pose;  I 
am  a  mystery;  death  has  touched  me  with  his  finger;  there  is 
a  certain  charm  about  it,  and  it  is  a  novelty,  at  all  events. 

To  be  able  to  talk  $n  earnest  of  my  death  is  interesting  and 
it  amuses  me.'  It  is  a  shame  that  I  can  not  conveniently  have 
any  other  audiend^  than  my  cbnfessor,  Julian. 

Saturday^  •  Deamber  30M.— The  disease  is-  progressing. 
There!  I  commence  to  exaggerate  again;  yfet,  no,  it  is  true 
that  I  am  worse  and  shall  never  be  well^  a^ain,  and  thie  good 
God — no.  He  is  neither  just  nor  good,  although  He  Will  pirob- 
ably  punish  me  all  the  more  for  daring  to  say  it-^God  fright- 
en^ me  so,  that  I  am  going  to  submit  to  Hife  will,  although  He 
will  not  count  it  in  my  favor, '  because  it  is 'a  submission 
impelled  by  fear.  '  •   *   -  .     >      >   . 

'  I  cough  a  great'deal,  and- there  are  stranjge-  rumblings  in 
my  ;chest.  Well,  let  us  put  off  everything  until  the  14th. 
If  lean  only  keep  •  moderately 'well,  without  fever,  and  my 
face  with  a  healthy  color!  That  is  the  difficult  part  of  it. 
Perhaps  it  is  too  late;  this  particular  disease  makes  such  rapid 
progress.     Both  lungs;  think  of  it! 

Ah!  misery!  '     •  •  •     . 

Sunday^  December^  3 i^f.^^-It  w^s  to6  darkto  jiaint,  so  we  Went 
to  church,  and  afterward  to  the  exhibition  in  the  Rutf  de  S^e 
Of  »the 'works  of  Bastieh,-  Samt-Marceaux,  and 'Caizih.     It  was* 
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the  first  time  that  I  had  ever  seen  any  of  Cazin's  paintings, 
and  they  captivated  me  entirely. 

They  are  poetry  itself;  but  Bastien's  "Evening  in  the 
Village"  is  in  no  way  inferior  to  any  picture  by  this  poet- 
painter  named  Cazin;  and  ob^ijye  that  Bastien  has  often  been 
accused  of  excelling  in  exeiutioa  fcnly.  I  passed  a  delightful 
hour,  and  thoroughly  enjoyed  myself.  There  has  never  been 
a  sculptot  like  Saint-Marceadx.  ^he  ^cM^  s6.  often  used, 
and  which  have  therefore  become,  so  meaningless,'  "//  ts  as 
nafurai as  It/ey**  a.re  in  his  case  ab'SOlutely  true;  and  besides  ' 
his  power,  which  in  itself  would  ht-  sufficient  to  render  him 
famous,  there  is  itt  his  work  a  depfh=  of  thought,  an  intensity 
of  feeling,  a  certain  mysterious  sbniethittg,  which  stamps  him 
not  billy  tife  a  rtian  bf  endrmdus  tdleftt,  but  altoost  as  an  artist 
6f 'genfAs.  "         .--;■:/.     '.1:  ;•  • 

lie  is  ybuiig  still,  and'he  is'yet  living,  so  Of  course!  appeat 
to  be  gUiky  of  esfaggetation;'        ' 

'  Just  for  the  moment,  I'  am  indifted 'to  "tank  him  above 
Bastien.  ,'         '  '  :      i: 

'  I  -am  determined  uj)0n  one  thitig,  and  that  is,  that  I^will 
have  a  picture  by  one  o^f  them  and  a  statue  by  the  other. 
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Monday^  Janttary  ix/.-^Gambetta,  who  had  been  wounded 
and  ill  for  many  days,  has  just  died. 

I  can  give  you  no  idea  of  the  strange  effect  his  death  has 
produced.  It  is  almost  incredible.  He  was  so  much  a  part 
of  the  entire  country  that  one  can  not  imagine  the  country 
existing  without  him.  Triumph,  defeat,  caricature,  accusa- 
tion, praise,  blame — he  experienced  them  all.  The  papers 
speak  of  his  fall;  he  never  fell!  And  his  ministry!  Is  it  fair 
to  judge  of  a  ministry  which  lasted  only  six  weeks?  What 
folly  and  what  injustice!  People  expect  a  man  to  be  a  Sully 
in  forty  days,  and  when  constantly  threatened  with  an  over- 
throw for  some  totally  absurd  reason. 

.  He  is  dead,  in  spite  of  his  seven  physicians  and  all  the 
hopes  dependent  upon  him  and  the  eager  desires  to  save  him. 
Why  should  I  take  care  of  myself?  Why  should  I  worry? 
Why  should  I  suffer?  Death  frightens  me,  now  that  I  see  it 
face  to  face.  \ 

Yes,  it  seems  to  me  that  I  am  going  to  die — soon.  Ah, 
how  I  feel  my  littleness!  And  yet,  what  is  the  use?  .Why 
should  I  feel  it?  There  must  be  something  beyond  this  world; 
this  transitory  existence  is  not  enough,  it  is  out  of  all  propor- 
tion to  our  thoughts  and  aspirations.  There  must  be  something 
beyond;  if  there  is  not,  this  life  would  be  inexplicable  and 
God  would  be  absurd. 

The  life  to  come — there  are  moments  when  one  catches 
glimpses  of  it  that  are  both  strange  and  terrifying 

Wednesday y  January  ^d. — I  have  been  reading  the  papers, 
which  are  full  of  Gambetta,  and  it  seems  as  if  my  head  were 
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encircled  by  a  band  of  fire.  The  patriotic  tirades,  with  the 
sonorous  words,  patriot,  great  citizen,  national  mourning, 
have  powerfully  affected  me.  I  can  ^not  work;  I  have  tried 
to  force  myself  to  do  so,  and  it  was  this  false  coolness  the 
first  day  after  his  death  that  made  me  commit  the  irreparable 
and  always-to-be-regretted  mistake  of  remaining  in  Paris 
instead  of  hastening  to  Ville  d*  Avray  as  soon  as  the  news 
was  received,  and  seeing  the  death-chaVnber  and  making  a 
sketch  of  it.    I  shall  never  learn  how  to  seize  my  opportunities. 

Thursdayy  January  i^h. — They  brought  the  coffin  to  the 
Palace  and  the  President  of  the  Chamber  received  it.  "  I 
thank  you  for  having  brought  him  here,"  he  said  to  Spuller, 
with  the  tears  running^down  his  cheeks.  The  aui^tere,  cold, 
grave  Brisson  in  tears!  He  was  not  his  friend.  "I  thank 
you  for  having  brought  him  here!"  There  was  in  that  speech 
more  pathos  than  will  ever  be  found  in  any  drama. 

We  could  not  get  in,  although  we  waited  in  line  for  two 
hours.  The  crowd  was  respectful  enough,  if  one  takes  into 
consideration  the  French  character,  the  elbowing,  the  jam, 
the  talking,  the  perpetual  temptation  to  be  witty  apropos  of 
everything,  and  the  funny  things  that  inevitably  happened  in 
such  a  mixed  multitude. 

But  when  there  was  any  loud  laughter,  there  were  people 
who  imposed  silence  by  crying:  "  It  is  indecent;  respect  his 
memory!**  Everywhere  were  sold  photographs,  medals,  the 
illustrated  papers,  and  a  book  called  **  The  Life  and  Death 
of  Gambetta.*'  It  hurt  me  to  see  the  brutal  publication  of 
the  event  and  the  clamor  over'  it,  natural  as  it  was,  however. 

Saturday,  January  6th, — We  viewed  the  funeral  procession 
from  the  windows  of  No.  240  Rue  de  Rivoli,  the  house  of  the 
Servian  minister,  Marinovitch,  the  brother-in-law  of  the  Prin- 
cess Karageorgevitch.  It  would  have  been  difficult  to  have 
had  a  better  place. 

At  10  o'clock  the  cannon  announced  the  starting  of  the 
procession,  and  we  Went  to  our  places. 

15 
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../"f^\t^  fnn^tal  car,  prepeded  by  military  buglers  oa  I^orse<» 
back,  musicians  playing  a  funeral  nuirch,  and  three  wagons 
covered  with  wreaths,  was  very  imposing,  and  did  great  credit 
t9  the  two  Bastien-Lepages,  who  designed,  it.  Through,  tjie 
tears  tha,t  the  spectacle  .drew  from  me,  I  recognized  the  twp 
bXiOthers  walking  quite,  near  thpir .  work,  t»he  architect  almost 
holding, one  gf  the  cords  of  the  pall.  His  brother  b4d' gener- 
ously yielded  to.hjm  the  pl^CQ  of  hopor.  Th^  c^r  y^a^.  low,  as 
if  weighed  down  with  sorrow,  covered,  with  a  cloth  of.  black 
velvet,  upon  which  were  ,.flun^  .here  and .  there  "wreaths;  the 
coffin  was  wrapped  ia  flags,  I  would  hav^  liked  something 
more  majestic,  perhaps  because  f  am  accustomed  to  the  pomps 
of  the  church,  gut  tfaey.  wished,  ^nd  rightly,  to  avoid  the 
regular;  hearse  and  to  imitate  a  -siort  of  antique  car,  ^^hiqh 
made  one  think  of  t^he  fcody  of  .^<r/i?r  .brougtit  back  to  Troy. 

After  thre^  wagon-loads  of  .  flowers  and  many  gigantic 
wreath;^  carried  by  men  on  foot,,  one  might  think  that  it  was 
enough;  but  the  three  wagon-lpads  were  .almost  forgotten  in 
whajt  followed,  for  never,  as  everyone  ?ays,  has  there  been 
sfuch  a  procession  of  fl9wers,  flags,. and  wreaths. 

I  acknowledge,  without  .any  fe;eling.of  shaine,  that. I  T^as 
completely  overwhelmed  by  the  magnificencie,  pf  it  al|..  I.  was 
moved,  unnerved,,  excited,  .  Again  and  ^g<ain  went,by  wreaths 
of  all  sorts,  colors,  and  sizes,  bantiers^ap4  streapiefs  with  patri- 
otic inscriptions  and  fringes  of  gold  Y^biphgUttf red. 'through 
the  crape  v.eilingsj  avalanches  of  iflpwers,  whole,  gardens,  of 
roses,  mountains  of  violets  ai^djmniprtelles,  and  another  band 
whose  funeral  rnarcb,  played. top  quickly,  died 4W,ay  ia  the  dis- 
tance in  the  saddest  of  notes.  The  sound  of  the  footsteps  on 
the  smooth  pavement  of  the  streets  made  ,me  think  of  a 
shower  of-  tears.  Delegation,  after  delegation  passed,  com- 
mittees, associations,  Pari$,  Prance,  Europe,  the  industries, 
the  arts,  the  schools,  the  flower  of  civilizatioij  ^ud  intelli- 
gence.     ^^^,^;    _    •  .    ,      ,      ,^         .    ,j.  ,.      ....  .;,      .       ,         • 

And  again  came  drum?  veilpd  in  cra,pe,  and  buglers. 
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The  men  of  the'iife-savmg^«tatibn&welr«^applaud&d,*as  were 
also  tlJe  students,  who  saluted' as  if  t6  sdy:  •'^ There  is^  perhaps, 
another  among- us."  Theti^  art  other-  funeral  march  and  moife 
wreaiths.  Tfte  handsomest  »florial-piec«6  Were  sainted  with 
murmurs  of  admiration.  Algiers  wai  applauded.  When  the 
deputation  from  Belleville  passed,  ^with  <;hat  faowlty  of  assimi- 
lation which  I  possess  to  such  a<Jegree,'I  felt  a  sort  bf  tender 
pride,  which  made  me  sha^JC'  ttiy  eyes.  ^ ^ya^t  when  the  liionu- 
mental  wreathe  6f  the  cities  of  Alfehce-Lorraine  appeiared,  and 
the  tri-cblors  di^aped  with  bl-ack,  th€re*was:  a  shudder  in  the 
crowd  \irhifch  drove  back  the  t«ars.  '  The 'procession 'still  weixt 
on,  wreaths  succeeded*  wreath^' and*  the  banners  and' fiowerB 
flashed  in  the  sunshine  through  veifla^' of  crdpe.  '     '       ♦.  •    :;  • 

II!  was'  not  a  f uheral  procession,  but  a  triumphal  march.  I 
do  riot  fanow^why  I  may  not  say  an  apotheosis.  A  whole 
nation  ttiarched  behind  that  casket,  and  all  the  flowers  of 
France  were  cut  to  honor  the  genius  atrociously  murdered  at 
the  age  of  forty-four,  and  i^ho  ^iribracedrin  his  town  person 
all  the  generous  aspirations  of  this  generation;  who  repre- 
sented' the  entire  life  of  the  young  Cooiitry;  who  was  in  himself 
the  head  and  the?  hope  of  a  regenerated  nation. '    i    .    ..:    sf 

Dead 'at  forty-four  1  And  With-  only  time  to  prepare -the 
gro^rid  for  hf6  work  of  retAliatibn  atid  greatness.  •  - 
'*  Th^  wottderftrl  procefesiOn»laSted  more^  than  two  houTs  and 
a'fistif, 'airtd  finally  the  crdwdj  or  at  least  the  thoughtless  arid 
indifferent  portion  of  the  crowd,  broke  in  upon  it,  thinking 
flo  liyn^er  of  anything,  except  to  laugh  at  the  fright  of  the 
hdries  in  the  tail  end  of  the  pageant.  Thei^e  has  never  been 
anythinglike  it;  the  music,' the  fIo\irers,«thfe  corpofations,  and 
the '  childrert,  seeitiiiig,  in  the  pial^  golden  misti,  to  be  like  the 
figures '  of '  ^n  apothe^Osis.  '  The  sun',  pier ciri^  thr^rugh  the  fog, 
and  the  flowers,  made- one  thitik  it  the  triamfphal  progress  of 
some  young  god. '    •    -      '    •  ''  '      '  '  '  "^ ' 

'  Ptitting  politics  Entirely  •  OUt   of  the  question,^ everybody 
Jtrled  to  3h0w  respect  and  lender  regrets- to  the  dead  j  'He  ;Was 
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the  friend  and  intdlectual  comrade  of  all  this  generation. 
He  represented  youth,  the  arts,  the  republic,  Paris/ France. 
The  world  without  him,  seems  to  me  like  a  piece  pf  embroid- 
ered cloth,  out  of  which  the  chief  ornament  has  be^n  cut, 
leaving  only  a  mark  and  some  frayed  threads. 

Ah,  overwhelm  him  with  flowers,  wreaths,  funeral  marches, 
flags,  delegations,  and  honors,  oh,  impatient,  ungrateful,  unjust 
people!  It  is  ended  now.  Wrap  in  tri-color^d  bunting  the 
mournful  box  which  holds  the  remains  of  that  man  of  brilliant 
intellect!  You  are  so  worthy  to  honor  that  mutilated  body, 
you  who  did  your  best  to  poison  the  last  year  of  the  great 
man's  life.  All  is  ended.  Nothing  remains  but  petty  men 
stupefied  before  the  yawning  grave  of  the  one  who  annoyed 
them  so  by  his  superiority.  How  many  are  there  who  have 
been  accustomed  to  say  beneath  their  breath,  that  Gambetta, 
by  his  absorbing  genius,  prevented  them  from  making  a  place 
for  themselves?  Step  forward!  There  is  plenty  of  roQ»  for 
you  now!  Oh,  common-place,  jealous  fools,  his  death  will  not 
transform  you. 

We  returned  home  about  3  o'clock.  Thp  Champ$  Elys^es 
were  gray  and  deserted,  where,  so  short  a  time  ago,  he  drove 
-t-gay,  young,  living,  in  that  very  simple  carriage,  for  which 
he  was  so  much  reproached.  What  folly!  for,  intelligent  men, 
far-seeing,  educated  Frenchmen  and  patriots,  cau/d  mt^  on 
their  soul  and  conscience y  believe  in  the  infamies  with  which 
Gambetta  was  charged. 

They  say  that  his  seat  is  already  taken  by  an  insect  of  the  Cham- 
ber. •  There  is,  then,  no  one  to  oppose  this  gross  insult  to  the 
memory  of  the  one  who  made  illustrious  the  tribune  of  that 
Chamber,  the  portico  of  which  is  hung  with  wreaths,  and  veiled 
like  a;  widow  with. an  enormous  crape  scarf,  which  is  draped 
above  it,  and  envelopes  it  in  its  transparent  folds. . 

That  veil  is  an  inspiration  of  genius,  and  no  more  striking 
.decoration  could,  have,  been  invented.  The  effect  is  .wonder- 
ful, and  it  strikes  a  cold  chill  ^o,  the.heajrt,  as  if.  it.,v^re.a 
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black  flag  flung  out  as  a  token  that  the  fatherland  was  in 
danger. 

Mondayy  January  %th. — Really,  that  man  dominated  France, 
and  almost  Europe.  The  whole  world  must  feel  a  sense  of 
loss;  it  seems  as  though  there  was  nothing  more  to  read  in 
the  papers,  nothing  more  to  be  done  in  the  Chamber. 

There  are,  doubtless,  more  useful  men,  obscure  workers,  and 
inventors,  patient  administrators,  but  they  will  never  have  his 
prestige,  his  magic,  his  power.  And  yet,  to  excite  enthusiasm 
and  devotion,  to  group  and  unite  parties,  to  be  the  heroic 
spokesman  of  the  country,  is  not  that  to  be  useful,  skillful, 
admirable?  To  be  the  personification  of  his  country,  to  be  the 
flag  toward  which  all  eyes  are  turned  at  the  moment  of  danger, 
is  not  that  worth  more  than  all  the  virtues  and  wise  plannings 
of  over-ripe  politicians?  Heavens!  If  Victor  Hugo  should 
die  this  evening,  it  would  do  no  harm  to  anyone;  his  work 
will  remain,  whatever  happens,  and  it  matters  little  whether 
he  dies  to-day,  or  died  ten  years  ago;  his  career  is  accom- 
plished. But  Gambetta  was  the  life  and  the  light  of  each  new 
day ;  he  was  the  soul  of  the  republic,he  was  the  glory  or  the  down- 
fall, the  triumph  or  the  ridicule  of  the  whole  country.  Never 
again  shall  we  hear  an  inflection  of  the  voice,  nor  see  a  gesture 
of  the  hand  of  that  man  who  was  unsurpassed  both  in  speech 
and  action.  He  was  the  wonderful  incarnation  of  a  party 
which  embraces  almost  all  France;  he  was  the  dispenser  of 
all  that  makes  hearts  vibrate  with  sympathy,  fear,  envy,  admi- 
ration, or  hatred;  and  it  is  all  ended  forever! 

Tiiesdayy  January  glA, — If  it  were  possible  to  describe  my 
feelings,  I  would  say  that  I  was  in  despair  at  Gambetta's 
death.  ^  I  wept  for  the  little  prince  'as  one  weeps  over  an 
affecting  melodrama;  the  fate  of  that  boy,  killed  so  far  away 
in  a  foreign  land,  was  tragic  and  touching.  But,  to  express 
what  I  mourn  for  now,  I  should  have  to  have  the  honor  of 
being  French,  and  the  happiness  of  being  a  man. 

7\fesdiaN.   ^amtar^  i6M.-»Emile  Bastien  took  us  to  Gam- 
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betta*s  house, -^t  Ville  d'Avray,  where  his -brother^  is  working. 
If  I  had  not  seen  it  myself,  I  would  not  believe  that  the 
house  could. b^fio  miserable,  for  modest  should  not  describe  it 
at  all.    The  kitchen  is  the  only  ^ec!E;Bt  place  in  the  whole  house. 

The  dining-ropm  is  so  small  and  so  low,  that  I  wondered 
how  there  was  room  to  place  the  coffin. there^  and  how  it  was 
possible  for  his  famous*  friends  to  gather  round  it. 

The  salon  is  a  little  larger,  but  bare  and  uncomfortable.  A 
wretched  staircase  leads  to  the  bedrchamber,  which  filled  me 
with  astonishment  and  indignation.  What!  It  was  ia  that 
miserable  cage,  the  ceiling  of  which  I  could  literally  touch 
with,  my  handi  that  .they  l^ft,  for  six  months,,  a;  si<;k.man  of 
Gambetta's  build,  and  in  winter,,  with  the  windows  closed! 
Think  of  it!   .A  l^rge,  asthmatic,  wounded. man!  ■  . 

He  died  in  that  chamber,  with  miserable,  cheap  paper  on 
the  walls,  and  furnished  with  a  black  bed,  two  desks,  cracked 
mirrors  between  the  windows,  and  old,  ragged,  red  curtains, 
A  poor  student  would  have  been  'bejtter.  lodged. , 

This  man,  who  has.  been  so  deeply  mourned^  was  never 
k>ved.  Surrounded,  ;  as  he  was,  by  JeWs,  speculators,  and 
schemers,. he  had  90  one  who  loved  him:  for  himself.,,  or  even 
for  his  fame. 

But  he  should  not.  hay  e  beeo  left  ,f  or  an  hour  in  that 
unhealthy,  miserable  plaqe.     ... 

.What!  Could  the  dangers  of  an  hour[s  journey,  be  com- 
pared to  the  dangers  of  remairiij;ig,:witbout  air,  in  thatthorttble 
little  room?  Carried  on  a  mattress,  be  cpuld  .harve  been  trans* 
ported  without  disturbing  him  jfi  the  l^ast. 

Lo,  itbis.isyille  d'Avray,:  which  wasd.epicted-to.usin  the 
jqurnal^  as  ai^ecopd.^dition  ,of  Barras'iresideqce:;  and  they 
said  that  Gaipbetta  was  entirely  given  up  to  easei  and  luxury^ 
What  an  outrage  it  was!  •       .-     ;  J   •     .  <  i 

Bastien-Lcjpage  was  working  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Every- 
thing remains  as  it  wasr-^the  sheets,  the  .eider-down  tjuilt, 
which  still  r:etaias.tbe,impfessiof  (the  hody^  and  the  .flowers,  on 
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the  bed.  The  engravings  do  not  gite  any  idea  of  the  dimea- 
st*6hs  of  the  room,  a  large  part  of  which  is  taken  up  by  the 
bed.  Bastien*s  picture  is  truth  Itself.  The  head  thrown  back 
is  shown  in  a  three-quarter  view,  and  the  face  has  that  seren- 
ity which  conies ' after '  great  suffering-— a  serenity  which  has 
in  it  something  both  of  this  world  and  the  world  beyond.  You 
fancy  you  see  before  ybu  the  body  Itself,  stretched  motionless 
upon  the  bc5d,  with  the  breath  just  departed.  It  is  very  impress- 
ive. '  I  felt  my  limbs  tremble' with  emotion  as  I  gazed  at  it. 
^  Bastien  must  be  a' very  happy  man.  I  am  a  litile  ill-at-ease 
1i?]f  hi*  pf6sfeh<ie!  AHhotigh  he  has' 'the  physique  of  at  you  rig 
man  of  twenty-five,  he  has  that  amiable,  unaffected  serenity 
that  is  a  characteristic  of  great  men^of  Victor  ttugo,  for 
ex!ample.  I  shall'end  by  triink tftg  him  handsome.  At. all 
events,  he  possesses  that  infinite  charni  of  pedpie  who  are 
strong' and  bri!liarit,  and  Mi6  are  av^are  of  it.  Without  arro- 
gance or  conceit. 

'    i  watched  him  working;  while  he  talked  with  Dina.     The 
others  remained  in  another  room.' 

Updh  the  wall  can  still  be  sei^n  the  matk  of  the  bullet  that 
killed!  Gatabctta.  Bastien  pointed  it  out  to  us;:  and  then  the 
cdlm  of  the  i'oom,  the  faded  ftowefs,'the  stinshinethrouglithe 
wirtdo^-^all  this  affected  me  to 'tedrs.  He  had  his  back 
tarn(5d,'and  w'as  absorbed  iiv his' paintiWg,  so.  In  order  hot^to 
lose  the  benefit  of  my  sensitiveness,  I  abruptly  heW  out  my 
hand  to  hini,  and  left  the  room  quickly,  with  my  face  bathed 
4n  tears.'  ,1  hope  that  he  noticed  ft;  It  is  hbfrid — yes,  hor- 
rid— ^to  have  to  confess  that  Orteaiv^^ays  thinks  of  the  effect. 

Monday:,  Januafj  22^.-^F6r  two  months  I  have  gone  twice 
a  week  to  the  doctor  recoramerided  bj  Monsieur  Duplay, 
who,  as  ybu  will  remember,  had  riot  the  tJm^  to  attend  to  me 
himself.  The  treatment,  which  was  certain  to  bring  about 
such  good  results,  has  not  done  sb.  I  am  no  belter;  but  they 
h{jfe\\i3X:  I  will  be  no  worse?  "  And  if  you  are  no  worse,  you 
may  consider  yourself  fbrtuilate."'    It  is  hard. 
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Wednesday y  January  2^th. — After  a  wearisome  day  of  paint- 
ing, we  went  to  Etincelle*s,  where  there  were  Monsieur  Bocher, 
the  business  man  of  the  Orleans  family,  and  two  others^  one  of 
whom  was  a  tall,  strong  man,  almost  a  Cassagnac,  but  spoiled 
by  the  eye-glasses  he  wore.  I  listened  in  silence  for  twenty- 
five  minutes,  while  they  talked  of  the  horrors  of  the  Rev- 
olution, the  crimes  of  France  since  '89,  etc.  It  would  have 
been  only  too  easy  to  have  answered  them,  especially  as  I 
read  every  night,  before  going  to  sleep,  two  chapters  of 
Michelet's  Revolution.  However,  when  old  Bocher  went,  I 
made  the  mistake,  probably,  of  declaring  that  I  held  abomi- 
nable opinions. 

"  What!  Republican?" 

How  could  I  declare  myself  a  Republican  in  that  Louis 
XVI.  salon^  with  Etincelle  in  a  gown  of  royal-purple  velvet, 
enthroned  in  a  white  and  gold  arm-chair?  I  like  her  odd, 
charming  face  very  much. 

I  managed  to  withdraw  from  the  difficulty  by  saying  that 
the  intentions  of  Republicans  were  admirable,  their  impulses 
most  generous,  etc. ;  that  all  parties  committed  crimes,  with  the 
excuse  that  they  had  the  future  welfare  of  the  vast  major- 
ity in  view;  that  it  was  natural  to  be  mistaken  as  to  what 
was  right — in  short,  I  made  a  modest  but  determined  apology 
for  the  Revolution,  laying  much  stress  on  the  sentimental 
side  of  it.  Etincelle  strove  to  console  mamma,  who  was  dis- 
tressed at  my  outbreak,  by  saying  that  what  was  generous  and 
heroic  in  it  all  would  naturally  find  an  echo  in  my  young 
heart,  etc.  The  gentleman  with  the  eye-glasses  had  listened  to 
me,  uttering  now  and  then  a  word  or  a  phrase  in  the  Cassag- 
nac style,  and,  when  we  left,  he  said  how  much  he  regretted 
not  to  have  been  able  to  pome  to  our  reception  (he  had 
received  an  invitation  through  Saint-Amand).  He  exchanged 
several  polite  speeches  with  mamma,  and  expressed  to  me 
how  honored,  flattered,  and  delighted  he  was  to  have  made 
my  acquaintance.     I  replied  by  a  simple  bow. 
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Thursday y  Febrtuiry  22d, — The  head  of  the  smallest  of  the 
boys  is  entirely  painted. 

I  played  Chopin  upon  the  piano,  and  Rossini  upon  the  harp, 
all  alone,  by  myself,  in  the  studio.  It  was  a  beautiful  moon- 
light night,  and  through  the  large  window  could  be  seen  the 
clear,  blue,  exquisite  sky.  I  thought  of  my  picture  of  the  "Holy 
Women,"  and  I  became  so  enthusiastic  over  what  my  imagi- 
nation conjured  up,  that  I  was  afraid  someone  else  would  do 
a  similar  picture  before  me,  and  that  thought  troubled  the  pro- 
found tranquillity  of  the  evening. 

There  are  certain  delights  which  surpass  everything  else.  I 
have  been  very  happy  this  evening,  for  I  have  read  "  Hamlet" 
in  English  and  reveled  in  Ambroise  Thomas*  music. 

There  are  dramas  which  can  always  move  one,  and  which 
contain  immortal  characters.  Ophelia^  pale  and  fair,  goes 
to  one's  heart.  Ophelia!  It  makes  one  long  to  experience  an 
unhappy  love  affair.  Ophelia^  with  her  arms  full  of  flowers; 
Ophelia  dead^ — it  is  all  so  beautiful. 

There  should  be  some  way  of  preserving  reveries  like  mine 
of  this  evening,  that  is  to  say,  all  the  poetical  thoughts  that 
pass  through  one's  head  should  not  be  lost,  but  should  be  col- 
lected in  some  way.  Does  this  journal  answer  the  purpose? 
No;  it  is  too  long.  Ah,  if  God  would  permit  me  to  paint  a 
picture;  a  real,  a  great  picture!  This  year,  I  shall  exhibit 
again  only  a  sort  of  study. 

A  study  inspired  by  Bastien? 

Why,  of  course;  his  painting  is  so  like  nature,  that  if  one 
copies  nature  faithfully,  one's  pictures  are  certain  to  resemble 
his. 

His  faces  are  living  ones,  not  fine  specimens  of  painting, 
like  those  of  Carolus  Duran.  They  are  flesh,  human  flesh; 
they  live,  they  breathe.  It  is  not  a  question  of  skill  nor  of  a 
fine  touchi     It  is  nature  itself,  and  it  is  sublime. 

Saturday^  Februaty  24M. — Do  you  know  that  my  thoughts 
are  continually  occupied  with  Bastien-Lepage?    I  am  accus- 
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totnad,  wh^o  by  myself,  to  constantly  repeat  this  name;  but,  in 
the  presence  of  others,  I  avoid  doing  bq— ras  i£  it  were  some^- 
thing  to  be  ashamed  of.  And  when  J  do  sp^k  of  him^  i|t  is 
with  a  tender  familiarity  whioh  aeems  to  me  wtural-r-taking 
into. consideration  hii«  fcalent--^but  i which  might  be  wrongly 
iaterpreted*  i  ..  .. 

What  a: shame  that  he  can  not  come  here  as.hls  brother  does! 

And  what  should  J  do  with  him  if  be  idid?  :>Make  a  jfriend 
of  him,  of  course.  What!.  You  do  not  believe:  in  friendship? 
Why,  I  would  worship  my  friends  who  had  attained  celebrity^ 
and  not  out  of  vanity;  but  because  I  realily  prefer  such  p^^pple, 
because  of  their  gifts,  their  mind,  their  tal^ijttiQirj.geoma 
Artists  of  alJ  kinds  are  a  race  apart.  When  wef  have  passdd.  a 
certain  mediocrity,  we  find  ourselves  in. a  pi^rfcr^m4>sphpre; 
in  a  circle  of  the  eieot  where  we  can  take  hands  and  dance 
around. in  honor  of-rrwhat  am  I  paying?  .The  truth  is,  Ba^tien 
has  a  fascinating  face.    -    . 

lam  very  much  afraid  that  my  paintipg.  resembles  his.  '  I 
copy  nature  very  carefully,  I  know;  but  stiU  likeep  thinking 
of  his  pietutes..  Besides,  a  talented  artist,  who  qar^s  sincerely 
for  nature,  find  who  wishes  to  copy  it^  would  certaiAlyi  i^seinr 
ble  Bastien,:  ... 

If  all  goes  well,  I  shall  have  uifypiGtAre  finished  jn  if  our  or 
five  days.     Yes,  but—  '     ,    ..     ;_:     .    i:    :  ;. 

Sunday,  February  2^th. — I  have  really  though jt  for; ft, moment 
that  I  had  painted  something,  and  I  was  satisfied,  with  myself 
for  that  moment..  Now,  I  am  oppressed  witlt  fear,  (gr  i{  it  is 
not  very  good,  it  will  be  doubly  painfuj. 

Tuesday,  February  27M. — This  is  a  series  of  gay  days  for 
me.  I  sing,  laugh,  and  talk,  and  Bastien-Lep^ge  is  the  con- 
tinual, refrain  of  .all.  Not  his  person,  nor  scarcely  his  talent, 
nothing  ejcoept  his  name;,  but  I.api  worried  l^sti.my. picture 
shall  resemble  his^  He  h^s  painted  lately  :S«ch  a  lpt.of  boys 
and  girls;  rhis  f^  Piis-M^he,"-  for  ijistance.  What.  pQuld  be 
more  beautiful  than  that?, 


1 . 1 1        /  .  •    'ill 
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•  Well/ nly  picture  represents  two 'little  [boys  walking  hand- 
tn-hand  alottg  the  sidewalk.  The^ elder  -is  seven* years  old, 
and  is  looking  straight  before  Him  with  a  leaf  between  his 
teeth.'  The  smaller  one  is  looking  at  the  vpassers-by.  and  has 
one  hand  thrust  into  the  pocket  of  his  tittle  trousers;  I  do 
not  know  what  to  think,  for  I  was  really  satisfied  with  it  this 
everiin^.^  '  '         ' 

*  But  this  evening  I  had  an  hdurpf  int^hse  delight/  "What/' 
you  ask  me,  "did  Saint-Marceaiux  or  BastJen  come  to  sec 
you>''     No,  bu,t  I  made  a  model  of  Piy  siatue, 

'•Do  you  understand?  I  intend,  immediately  after  the  15th.  of 
Mardh,to  make  a  statue.  During  my  life,  I  have  modeled 
two  groups  and  two  or  three  busts,  all  of  which  I  abandoned 
before  they  were  half  finished;  because,  when  working  alone 
and  without  instruction,  I  could  only  work-  at.  something  in 
which  I  was  interested,  into  Which' I  to.iild  xhrow  liiy  whole 
'life  and  soul,  and  not  a  mere  studio-exercise.'      '    ^      ■ 

I  have  conceived  a  figure  and  I  have  an  intense  longing  to 
e^iecute  it.  ■  :  .•  .'  \ 

It  will  be  bad,  but  what  does  that  matten?.  I  was  born  a 
sculptor.  I  adore  the  human  figure.  Color  can  never  impress 
me  as  the  figure  can,  although.!  abr also  very  fond  of  color. 
Imagine,  in  sculpture,  a  fine  gfesture;  a  beautiful  attitude. 
Look  at  it  from  whatever  point  you  like,  the  outlines  change, 
but  the  meaning  of  the  figure^ is  the  same^  :, 

Oh,  happiness!     Oh,  delight!  • 

My  figure  is  a  weeping  womaw,  staiiding,  with  her  face 
buried  in  her  hands.  You 'know  that  movement  of  thd  shoul- 
ders there  :is,  when  one  weeps.    : 

■  I  wanted  to  ktieel.  down  before  iti  :  I  said  a  thousand  f o.olish 
things.  The  model  is  ten  inches  high,  but  the  statue  will-  be 
life-size.     It  will,  .be  an  outragi  on  aommon -sense.    And  yet, 

why?'..:  ..  ;..-.:     i    ..'       ;  .'••  •'.     .q 

^FinaBy-y  J  tore  up'  a  fine-^/Zi/if  chemise  Jto  wrap  up  the  frail 
statuette.     I  love  this  clay' better  than  my  own  flesh; 
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And  then,  as  my  eyes  are  not  particularly  good,  if  I  could 
not  see  to  paint,  I  could  model.  The  white,  wet  cloth  is 
beautiful  as  it  covers  and  drapes,  in  graceful  folds,  the  little 
statuette.  As  I  look  at  it,  I  can  imagine  what  it  ought  to  be. 
I  wrapped  it  up  with  respect;  it  is  fine,  delicate,  noble! 

Wednesday y  February  28M. — The  picture  will  be  finished 
to-morrow.  I  shall  have  spent  nineteen  days  on  it.  If  I  had  not 
painted  out  one  of  the  boys,  because  he  looked  too  old,  it 
would  have  been  finished  in  fifteen  days. 

Saturday,  March  ^d, — Tony  came  to  see  the  picture.  He  is 
very  much  pleased,  and  praised  one  of  the  heads  very  highly. 

"  You  have  never  done  anything  so  good.  It  is  well  drawn 
and  the  coloring  is  good.  It  is  really  excellent.  Brava, 
Mademoiselle!" 

And  so  he  went  on  for  some  time,  so  it  really  must  be  very 
good.  I  can  scarcely  believe  it.  I  have  the  clothes  to  paint, 
and  I  want  also  to  touch  up  the  face  of  the  smaller  boy,  which 
is  not  bad,  but  not  so  good  as  the  other.  Tony  really  seemed 
to  think  it  good,  and  yet  I  am  not  satisfied;  it  does  not  make 
me  happy.  Ordinarily,  I  should  have  danced  with  joy  all  day 
long. 

What  is  the  reason  that  I  am  not  delighted,  for  he  has  never 
said  so  much  to  me  before?  Do  I  suspect  him  of  flattery?  Oh, 
no.  I  might  have  done  better  still,  or  at  least  it  seems  to  me 
so,  and  I  am  going  to  try  to  accomplish  more  with  the  other 
figure. 

He  is  satisfied,  that  is  evident  I  would  like  to  know  what 
he  said  to  the  others. 

Is  it  only  relatively  very  good,  very  good  for  me;  or  is  it 
really  good?  I  can  imagine  it  different,  I  would  like  to  paint 
it  over  again.     I  can  do  better. 

Wednesday y  March  i^h, — Julian  came  at  last  to  see  the 
picture.  I  had  not  asked  him  to  do  so,  but  we  had  exchanged 
letters,  very  diplomatic  on  both  sides.  He  feels  that  he  haf 
been  to  blame,  and  I  triumph  modestly. 
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He  finds  it  very  good. 

I  kept  him  to  breakfast — a  stroke  of  policy  worthy  of 
Monsieur  Gr6vy. 

Thursday^  March  \%th, — There!  It  is  ended!  At  3  o'clock 
I  was  still  working,  but  we  had  several  callers  and  I  had  to 
stop.  There  were  Madame  and  Mademoiselle  Canrobert, 
Alice,  Bojidar,  Alexis,  the  Princess,  Abbema,  and  Madame 
Kanchine.  Robert-Fleury  came  in  the  morning.  We  all  went 
to  B^stien's  to  see  his  picture  of  "  Love  in  the  Village."  A 
young  girl  is  standing  in  an  orchard  with  her  back  to  the 
spectator;  she  is  leaning  against  a  hedge,  with  her  head  bent, 
and  holding  a  flower  in  her  hand;  on  the  other  side  of  the 
hedge  is  a  young  man,  facing  the  spectator;  his  eyes  are  cast 
down  and  he  is  looking  at  his  fingers,  which  he  is  twisting 
nervously  about.  It  is  full  of  poetry  and  exquisite  in  senti- 
ment. 

As  for  the  execution,  it  is  nature  itself.  There  is  also  a 
little  portrait  of  old  Madame  Drouet  (Victor  Hugo's  guardian 
angel),  which  is  a  miracle  in  point  of  truth,  sentiment,  and 
resemblance.  None  of  his  pictures  resemble  each  other;  they 
are  like  living  beings.  He  is  a  painter,  a  poet,  a  psychologist, 
a  metaphysician,  a  creator. 

His  portrait  of  himself,  which  was  in  a  corner,  is  a  master- 
piece. And  he  has  not  reached  his  highest  point  yet;  I  do  not 
mean  that  anyone  could  work  harder  or  do  better  than  he  has 
done,  but  we  expect  from  him  a  great  picture  in  which  he  will 
attain  such  heights  that  no  one  will  dare  to  deny  his  genius. 

The  young  girl  with  the  braided  hair  and  the  flower  in  her 
hand,  is  a  poem. 

No  one. has  ever  entered  more  into  the  reality  of  life  than 
Bastien.  Nothing  can  be  more  elevated  and  more  wonderfully 
human  than  his  pictures.  The  life-size  dimensions  of  them 
contribute  also  toward  rendering  their  truth  more  striking. 
Who  would  you  cite  to  me  as  his  superiors?  The  Italians? 
They  are  painters  of  religious,  and  therefore  conventional. 
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subjects.  There  are  some  sublime  artists  •  among :  them' but 
they  fallow  in  th?  same  rut,  and  theydo  not  touch  the  heart  or 
the  intelligence.  The  Spaniards?  Brilliant  and  charming. 
The  French  arie  brilliant;  di'amatlc,  or  academic,  , 

>  Millet  and  Breton  are  doubtless  poetical:  But  Bastien  unites 
everything.  He  is  king  of  all,  'not  only  by  his  miraculous 
execution,  but  iby  the  depth  and  intensity  of  his  feeling. 
Observation  cQuld  not  be  carried  further,  and  BaUacsay^  that 
the  genius  of  observation  is  almost  the  sum  total  of  human 
genius.        '        .  •  .  .  .: 

I  am  writing,  seated  on  -  the  floor,  just  before  going  to  bed, 
I  could  not  pest  until  I.  had  told  aH  this.  ... 

Thursday^  March  ^zd. — I  sent  for  two  workmen  yesterday, 
and  they  confitructe^il.  the  frame- work  foir  the  liferfeizet  >5tatue  I 
shall  make  after  the  little  clay  model..  To-day  I.w<:irked  on 
it,  and  gave  it  the  desired  pose.  My  mind  is  full  of  my  pic- 
ture of  the  *<  Holy '  Women./?  ^  I  shall. 'try  to  paint  next  sum- 
mer, and  in  sculpture  ^ly  great  ambition  is  an  **  Ariadne." 
'Meanwhile,  I  will  do  this^  woman,  which  is,  in  fact,  the  other 
Mary  of  the  picture*  In  sculptuije,  and  without  drapery,  tak- 
ing a  young  girl  for  a  model,  it  «would  make  a  charming 
"Nausicaa."  She  has  let  her  head  fall  upon-her  hai)ds  and 
^e  is  weeping.  There  is  in  the  pose  such  real  abapdoh,  a 
despdic  s6  girlish,  so  sincere^  and^so  sad,  that- 1  am  delighted 
with  it.       '         -  :     <■  i'  J     . 

!  Nausicaaytht  daughter  of  the  King  of  tlje  Phoeacians,  is 
one  of  the  most  charming  figures-  in  the  classics;  a  secondary 
character,  to  h6  sUre,  but  still  attractive,  touching,' and  inter- 
esting. 

I  entirely  agree  with  Ouida,  who  wishes  o\A  I^enelope  had 
been  strangled  and'  Ulysses 'rtidttx\&6.  to  the  lovely  young  girl 
whb  leaned  against  the  rose-colored  marble  column  of«jher 
father*i3- palace  atid'feH  in  love  with  the  crafty  Ulysse^^os  he 
recited  i  bis' iad ventures*  No  word  was  exchanged  betw^een 
thena^and'he  went  away  to  seek  once  more  his  qwn  oouiitry. 
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Arid  Nausicaa  remained  upon  the  shore,  watching' the  great 
white  isait  fade  away' in  the  distand^,  and  when  there  was  rto 
longer  anything  tobe  seen  upon  the  blue  hoHzon,  she  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands  and  wept  bitterly. 

Sufidayy  March  25M.— Evdr  shrce  2  o'clock  yesterday,  I  have 
been  in  a  sort  of  trance,  which  you  will  understabd  when*  I 
tell  you  the  reason;         -  '  :    ..• 

VilievieHk  csfme  to  seie  me  and  askerd  me'  if*  I  had  hfeard  any 
news  from  the  Sahn.  "Why,  nb/'  <<What,  you  don't  know 
Anything?.**  "  Nothing/*  <*  Vou  hav%  passed.**  "  I  have  hot 
heard  of  it.**'  "  There  can  b^  ito  dodbt' about  it,  bec*ause  they 
have  reached  the  letter  C**  And  that  Was  all  I  can  scarcely 
write,  liiy  hands  ttemble  and  I  feel  conipletely  disorganized. 
.Theii  Alicedame  and  said:  ^^Your  picture  is  acfeepted.** ' 

"Accepted 'h6w?    Without  a  riuftiberr*  ■ '    '      •'    ''       '"    ■: 
■  '*it is  not  known  ya.**  "■' 

I  had  no  doubt  but  that  it  would  be  accepted.       -  '  ' 

•   And  then  mdmma,  my  aunt»  and  evlsrybody  werein'sudh  a 

^tate  of  excitement  that  it  annoyed  me  in  the  highest  degi^ee. 

I  made  an  heroic  effort  to  appear  as  Usual  and  to  see  visitors: 

Monsieur  Laporte  came,  but  I  was  dressing.       ■'''■ 

I  sent  forty  dispatches;  ahd  ifive  njinutesi  afterward,  I  received 
a  message  which.  I  copy  word  lor  word.  "Oh,  ingenuous- 
ness! Ohj  sublime  ignorance!  I  am  going  to  enlighten  you 
at  last  Yourpidture  is  accepted  with  a  number  three  at  least, 
for  I  know  some  one  who  wished  a  number,  two  for  you.  And 
now,  conqueror,!  salute  you  and  offer  you  my  congratulations." 
:    It  is  not  joy  that  i'feel,  but  it  is  tranquitti'ty: 

I  do  not  think  that  a  number  one  would  give  me  pleasure, 
a^fte#  these  twienty- four  hours 'of  humiliating  anxiety.  They 
say  that  joy  is  keener  than  suffering.  Not  with  me.  Diffi- 
culties, anxieties,  and  Sufferings  spoil  everything  for  me. 

Tuesday,  Marich  z'jth.-^  \  have  been  lookibg  through  the 
"Odyssey,**,  and  Homer  does  not  give  the  scene  that  1  imagined. 
Of'cott^fifent'riiuj*  be  the  logical  and  inevitable  conclusion  of 
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the  events  preceding;  but  still  he  does  not  give  it.  But 
Naustcaa*s  words,  full  of  praise  and  admiration  of  Ulysses^ 
show  that  he  must  have  made  a  vivid  impression  upon  her. 
She  took  him  for  a  god,  and  he  returned  the  compliment  by 
imagining  her  to  be  a  goddess.  Of  course,  it  must  have  hap- 
pened as  I  said. 

I  will  read  once  more  the  words  of  Ulysses,  When  he 
appeared  naked  before  the  young  Phoeacians,  they  all  fled, 
except  Nausicaa:  Minerva  gave  her  courage.  The  old  fox, 
very  handsome,  however,  needed  garments  and  protection, 
and  he  compared  Nausicaa  to  Diana.  Then  she  must  have 
been  tall  and  graceful.  And  his  eyes,  he  said,  had  never 
beheld  such  a  mortal.  He  compared  her  also  to  a  palm-tree, 
which  he  saw  once  at  Delos,  near  the  altar  of  Apollo,  during  a 
journey  he  made  there  accompanied  by  a  large  multitude,  a 
journey  which  was  for  him  the  source  of  the  greatest  misfort- 
unes. 

He  loaded  her  with  flatteries,  and  presented  himself  before 
her  in  a  poetical  and  majestic^  light  as  one  worthy  of  the  deep- 
est interest  because  of  his  misfortunes;  he  seemed  persecuted 
by  the  gods. 

In  my  opinion,  it  is  impossibly  that  this  young  girl,  whose 
beauty  and  intelligence  rendered  her  the  equal  of  the  immor- 
tals, should  not  have  been  inspired  with  a  very  strong  senti- 
ment, especially  prepared  as  she  was  for  it  by  her  dream. 

Friday^  March  ^oth. — To-day,  I  worked  till  6  o'clock;  at  6, 
as  it  was  still  light,  I  opened  the  window  qf  my  balcony  to 
hear  the  church  bells,  and  to  breathe  the  air  of  spring  as  I 
played  upon  the  harp. 

I  am  calm.  I  worked  hard  all  day,  then  I  took  a  bath, 
dressed  myself  in  white,  and  played  on  the  piano,  and  now 
I  am  writing;  I  am  calm,  satisfied,  and  happy  in  this  apart- 
ment arranged  by  myself,  where  I  have  everything  close  to 
my  hand;  it  would  be  so  pleasant  to  live  this  life,  while  wait- 
ing for  fame.    And  even  if  fame  were  to  come,.  I  would  devote 
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but  two  months  in  the  year  to  the  enjoyment  of  it,  and  the 
other  ten  I  would  shut  myself  up  and  work.  Moreover,  that 
is  the  only  means  to  procure  the  two  months  in  question. 
What  troubles  me  is  that  I  ought  to  marry,  for  marriage  would 
be  a  way  of  escape  from  all  these  wounds  to  my  pride. 

"  Why  doesn't  she  marry?*'  people  ask,  and  they  credit  me 
with  being  twenty-five  years  old  which  enrages  me.  If  I  were 
once  married,  it  would  be  all  different.  Yes,  but  to  whom?  If 
I  were  only  well,  as  I  once  was!  But  now  I  must  have  a 
man  who  is  kind-hearted,  and  who  has  delicacy  of  feeling. 
He  must  love  me,  for  I  am  not  rich  enough  to  marry  one  who 
would  leave  me  to  follow  my  own  devices. 

In  all  this,  I  do  not  speak  from  my  heart.  One  can  not 
foresee  everything,  and  it  all  depends  upon  circumstances. 
Besides,  it  may  never  happen. 

I  have  received  the  following  letter: 

'*  Palace  of  the  Champs  Elysees,  Association  of  French  ) 
Artists  for  the  Annual  Exhibition  of  Fine  Arts.  ) 

**  Mademoiselle: — I  write  to  you  on  the  table  of  the  committee-room 
to  tell  you  that  your  Pastel  Head  has  had  a  genuine  success  with  the  com- 
mittee. I  have  no  need  to  tell  you  that  your  paintings  have  been  well 
received. 

"  This  year  is  a  real  success  for  you,  and  I  am  very  glad. 
'•  With  my  most  friendly  regards, 

'*  Tony  Robert-Fleury." 

Well,  and  what  then?  The  letter  itself  I  shall  pin  in  these 
pages,  but  I  want  to  show  it  to  a  few  friends  first.  Do  you 
think  I  am  wild  with  delight?  Not  in  the  least;  I  am  very 
calm.  Without  doubt,  I  do  not  deserve  to  experience  great 
delight,  since  such  a  happy  piece  of  news  does  not  disturb  my 
equanimity  in  the  least.  And  then,  the  fact  that  the  letter  is 
addressed  to  me  makes  it  lose  all  its  value.  If  I  knew  that 
such  a  letter  had  been  sent  to  Breslau,  or  to  any  one  else,  I 
should  be  excessively  annoyed.  It  is  not  because  I  value  only 
what  I  do  not  possess,  but  because  of  my  excessive  modesty. 
I  have  no  confidence  in  myself.  If  I  believed  that  letter,  I 
45 
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should  be  too  happy.  So  I  am  afraid  to  believe  in  good  fortune. 
1  am  afraid  to  rejoice  too  soon,  even  when  the  cause  for 
rejoicing  is  nothing  wonderful. 

Saturday^  March  ^ist. — I  went  to  see  Julian  this  morning  to 
hear  him  say  fluttering  things  to  me.  It  seems  that  Bouguer- 
eau  said  to  him:  "You  have  a  Russian  girl  who  has  sent 
something  which  is  not  bad— not  bad  at  all."  "And  you 
know,**  added  Julian,  "  that  that  is  a  great  deal  for  Bouguer- 
eau  to  say  of  anyone  who  is  not  his  pupil.**  In  short,  it 
appears  that  I  shall  have  some  sort  of  a  mention. 

Sunday y  April  u/.— 1  went  to  the  Louvre  this  morning  with 
Alice  Brisbane.  She  is  not  very  interesting,  as  Breslau  would 
have  been,  for  instance;  and  there  was  no  exchange  of  ideas 
between  us;  but  she  is  a  nice  girl,  of  sufficient  intelligence; 
she  listened  to  me  and  I  thought  alotid.  It  was  a  sort  of 
mental  exercise.  I  spoke  of  all  that  was  occupying  my 
thoughts,  and  all  that  I  desired;  of  Bastien,  of  course,  who 
always  figures  largely  in  my  conversations  with  Julian  and 
Alice.  I  ^m  very,  very  fond  of  his  paintings,  and  I  shall 
appear  to  you  very  blinded  if  I  tell  you  that,  after  those  old 
smoky  canvases  of  the  Louvre,  my  mind  turned  with  pleasure 
to  his  pictures,  bright  and  full  of  life  as  they  are. 

That  was  the  impression  that  I  felt  this  morning;  I  do  not 
say  it  will  be  a  lasting  one. 

I  cough  continually,  and  although  I  do  not  seem  to  grow 
thin,  I  begin  to  feel  that  I  am  ill.  But.  I  do  not  want  to 
think  about  it.  And  why  is  my  whole  appearance  so  healthy, 
not  only  my  color  but  my  weight? 

1  try  to  find  some  cause  for  my  sadness;  but  I  can  discover 
none,  unless  it  be  that  1  have  done  scarcely  anything  for  the 
last  two  weeks. 

My  statue  is  falling  to  pieces,  and  this  makes  me  lose  a 
gre^t  deal  of  time. 

To-morrow,  at  i,  I  will  begin  to  work  again  in  earnest. 

What  vexes  me  a  little  is  that  the  oastel  is  so  crood  and  the 
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paintings  are  simply  fair.  I  feel,  however,  that  I  am  capable 
now  of  producing  a  painting  equally  as  good  as  the  pastel— 
and  you  shall  see. 

I  am  not  sad;  X  am  simply  feverish,  and  I  hav^  a  difficulty  in 
breathing.     The  right  lung  is  growing  worse. 

Ah  I  fool  that  you  are!  you  see  yourself,  so  to  speak,  wast- 
ing away,  and  you  do  nothing!  Why  do  you  not  use  the 
blisters?  It  will  be  only  a  yellow  stain  for  a  year  or  two;  and 
what  is  a  year  or  two  in  comparison  with  life,  beauty,  work? 
1  have  no  great  need  of  that  shoulder,  and  I  can  so  easily 
cover  up  the  markd. 

Well,  then?  Well,  then,  one  never  really  thinks  one's  self 
seriously  ill. 

Tuesday,  April  ^d. — The  weather  is  delightful.  I  feel  the 
strength  and  the  power  to  paint  a  beautiful  picture.  I  believe, 
I  know  I  can  do  it. 

It  is  spring,  and  that  is  owe  reason  for-i-my  belief.  In  sum- 
mer it  is  too  hot  to  be  out  of  doors  and  in  winter  it  is  too 
cold.  In  summer,  only  the  mornings  and  evenings  are  pleas- 
ant; but  now,  every  hour  is  a  Paradise,  and  if  I  do  not  take 
advantage  of  it  to  paint  in  the  open  air,  I  shall  be  very  culpable. 

So,  to-morrow,  I  will  begin. 

I  feel  within  me  the  power  to  reproduce  whatever  appeals 
to  my  feelings.  I  feel  a  new  strength)  a  confidence  in  myself, 
which  trebles  my  ability.  To-morrow  I  am  going  to  begin  a 
picture,  the  subject  of  which  delights  me;-  then  I  have,  for  the 
bad  weather  in  autumn,  another  very  interesting  subject.  It 
seems  to  me  now  that  all  my  ideas  will  bear  good  fruit,  and  I 
am  intoxicated  at  the  thought. 

Red-letter  Day,  Wednesday,  April  ^h.-r-My  picture  is  to  rep- 
resent  a  group  of  six  little  boys,  with  their  heads  close  to- 
gether, half-length  only.  The  oldest  is  twelve  years  and  the 
youngest  six.  The  oldest,  who  has  his  back  partially  turned, 
holds  a  nest  in  his  hands — a  nest  which  the  others  are  exam- 
ining.   Th^  attitudes  are  varied  and  natural.    The  youngest 
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has  his  back  completely  turned,  his  head  erect,  and  his  arms 
crossed. 

This  seems  common-place  in  the  description;  but,  in  reality, 
all  the  heads  together  will  make  an  exceedingly  interesting 
picture. 

Sunday^  April  i$th, — My  disease  has  plunged  me  into  a 
state  of  prostration  which  renders  me  indifferent  to  every- 
thing. Julian  writes  me  that  my  picture  is  not  yet  hung;  that 
Tony  Robert-Fleury  can  not  promise  (sic)  to  have  it  hung  on 
the  line;  but,  as  it  is  not  yet  hung,  what  can  be  done  will  be 
done;  that  Tony  Robert-Fleury  hopes  strongly  \sic)  that  both 
painting  and  pastel  will  be  well  placed.  I  did  not  hope  any- 
thing like  this  two  months  ago,  and  now  I  am  as  indifferent  as 
if  I  were  not  concerned  in  the  matter  at  all.  This  idea  of  a 
mention,  which  ought  to  make  me  faint  with  joy,  now  that 
they  tell  me  "  it  is  probable,  certain  even,"  causes  me  no  sur- 
prise whatever.  Life  is  logical,  and  we  are  prepared  for  all 
events.  I  regret  that  fact.  I  would  like  avthunderbolt,  so  to 
speak,  a  medal  falling  from  the  sky  without  a  word  of  warn- 
ing, and  plunging  me  into  an  ocean  of  felicity. 

Wednesday^  April  i8M. — Do  you  know  what  I  am  dping? 
I  am  attending  a  competition  at  Julian's  studio.  The  model 
is  a  draped  woman.  It  is  very  ugly;  but,  as  the  men's  studios 
are  to  do  the  same  subject,  I  have  entered  the  competition  in 
the  vain  hope  of  surpassing  the  men. 

The  decree  will  be  made  in  four  weeks,  for  the  four  studios 
are  to  do  the  same  figure,  each  in  its  turn. 

If  I  receive  a  mention  this  year,  I  shall  have  progressed 
more  rapidly  than  Breslau,  who  had  taken  many  lessonssbefore 
going  to  Julian's. 

I  have  been  playing  the  piano.  I  began  with  the  two  divine 
marches  of  Chopin  and  Beethoven,  and  then  I  played  at  ran- 
dom all  sorts  of  things,  so  exquisite  that  I  fancy  I  can  hear 
them  now.  And  yet,  is  it  not  strange?  I  can  not  really  recall 
a  single  note,  and,  if  I  desired  to  improvise  now,  I. could  not 
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do  SO.  The  hour,  the  mood,  a  certain  indescribable  some- 
thing is  necessary,  and  yet  there  are  running  through  my 
head  the  most  divine  melodies.  If  I  had  the  voice,  I  could 
sing  ravishing,  original,  dramatic  things.  Ah!  life  is  too 
short.  We  have  no  time  to  do  anything.  I  would  like  to  be 
a  sculptor  and  to  paint  at  the  same  time.  It  is  not.  because  I 
have  an  ambition  to  be  a  sculptor,  but  because  I  see  beautiful 
things,  and  I  feel  an  imperious  necessity  of  reproducing  what 
I  see. 

I  have  learned  to  paint,  but  I  have  not  painted  because  I  had 
a  desire  to  make  such  or  such  a  picture.  Henceforth,  I  am 
going  to  mold  clay  to  give  a  body  to  my  visions. 

Sunday^  April  22d, — There  were  only  two  pastels  accepted 
with  a  number  one — Breslau's  and  mine.  Breslau's  is  not  on  the 
line,  but  her  portrait  of  the  daughter  of  the  editor  of  Figaro 
is.  My  pastel  is  not  on  the  line  either,  but  Tony  Robert- 
Fleury  assures  me  that  it  looks  well,  and  that  the  picture  below 
it  is  not  a  large  one.  The  head  of  Irma  is  on  the  line,  and  in 
a  corner — consequently  in  a  place  of  honor.  In  short,  he  says 
that  my  pictures  are  well  hung. 

We  have  people  to  dine  with  us  almost  every  evening.  I 
listen  to  their  conversation,  and  I  say  to  myself :  **  Here  are 
people  who  do  nothing,  and  who  spend  their  time  in  making 
silly  and  trivial  remarks.  Are  they  happier  than  I?"  Their 
cares  are  of  a  different  nature,  but  they  suffer  as  much, 
although  they  do  not  enjoy  everything  as  much  as  I  do.  Many 
things  escape  their  notice;  nothings,  shadings,  reflections, 
which  open  a  field  of  thought  to  me,  and  are  a  source  of 
pleasure  unknown  to  the  vulgar.  But,  perhaps,  I  am  more  apt 
than  many  to  notice  the  beauties  of  nature,  as  well  as  the 
thousand  details  of  Paris — a  passing  word,  an  expression  in 
the  eyes  of  a  child  or  a  woman,  a  gesture,  all  sorts  of  things. 
When  I  go  to  the  Louvre,  cross  the  court,  niount  the  staircase 
in  the  furrow  worn  by  millions  of  feet,  open  the  door,  see  the 
people  there,  study  them,  try  to  discover  something  of  their 
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inner  liVes^  then  I  have  a  thousand  varied  arid  enchanting 
thoughts  atid  impressions.  If  it  be  true,  because  I  hear  sooid^ 
titnes  less  well  thdn  othek-s  do,  that  I  am  inferior  to  the  rest  of 
th^  world,  I  h^i^e,  perhaps,  some  compensations  for  it. 

Ah,  nb.  Everyone  knows  it,  and  it  is  the  first  thing  they 
fcay  when  rtiy  nanife  is  mentioned:  "She  is  a  little  deaf,  you 
kclow»"  I  d6  not  understand  how  I  can  write  iU  Does  one 
fev^r  become  accusltomed  to  such  a  trouble?  It  is  all  very 
well  when  it  happens  to  an  old  man,  an  old  woman,  ot 
^OTht  unhappy  creature;  but  nbt  to  a  young  g;irl  like  me^  full 
of  llfe^  energy,  ^nd  enthusiasm^ 

Friday^  April  2jtk,^^Tony  Rdbert^FleUry  Catoe  to  see  me 
yesterday  arid  remained  an  houn  We  spoke  of  my  great 
picturd^  and  he  showed  plainly  that  he  had  serious  fears  in 
regard  to  it. 

He  dncourfeg^d  me  greatly  to  persevere  with  my  groujJ  of  six 
boys.  It  is  very  difficult,  but  I  have  only  to  copy*  One  has 
always  only  to  copy.  Td  copy?  Thdt  is  easy  to  say;  but  to 
copy  Without  &ny  artistic  senbe,  without  any  brain  work,  is 
stupid!  One  should  copy  with  the  soul  as  well  as  with  the 
eyes.  I  did  not  say  all  this  to  Robert-Fleury,  He  would 
understand  It;  but  he  would  add  .to  it  his  ideas  Of  classical 
interpretation,  which  I  repudiate  With  all  the  strength  of  my 
beihg.  Finaily>  he  said  thdt  in  a  picture  of  this  bort  (my 
•*  Holy  Women  ")  it  Would  be  necessary  to  know  things  of 
whiich  i  have  not  the  faihteat  idea.'   For  eiiample,  drapery. 

"Well>  Monsieur,  I  will  paint  my  drapery,  since  drapery 
there  Is,  ab  I  paint  my  modern  garment*." 

"Thdt  would  be  frightful.** 

"  Why?  Were  not  the  people  that  I  aih  gfoing  to  pdint  liviug 
and  tHodern  at  one  tim(S?" 

"  Yfefi;  but  there  are  thingfe  in  art  which  should  ht  known. 
You  can  not  paint  drapery  by  chance.  It  must  be  arranged 
belfOr^hand  " 
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**  Well,  do  not  I,  as  an  artist,  arrange  my  garments  of  1883 
according  to  my  own  ideas?  Do  I  copy  them  without  chocs- 
log  them?    Is  not  choice  one  of  the  powers  of  an  artist?'* 

"Certainly;  you  will  not  find  in  nature  your  picture  ready- 
made  for  you," 

I  did  not  reply,  for  I  should  have  been  betrayed  into  saying 
things  I  would  rather  have  left  unsaid.  But  I  shall  not  find 
my  picture  ready-made  in  nature. 

What  does  that  signify? 

My  picture  is  in  my  head,  and  nature  will  furnish  me  the 
means  of  executing  it. 

It  is  evident  that  a  certain  sentiment  must  be  the  governing 
power  in  all  this.  If  I  possess  this  sentiment  all  will  go  well; 
but  if  I  do  not  possess  it,  studies  of  drapery  will  not  give  it 
to  me. 

I  must  find  a  landscape  as  near  as  possible  like  the  one  I 
have  imagined,  and  that  will  not  be  difficult 

And  I  want  two  women  models,  whom  I  h^ave  already  founds 
both  good,  and  one  surprisingly  so. 

And  then?  And  then  I  want  a  place  somewhere  in  the 
country,  and  fine  weather  to  paint  my  figures. 

The  difficulty  is  that  I  shall  not  paint  it  this  year.  I  shall 
not  be  able  to  go  South  until  November;  and,  unless  I  do  it 
entirely  there,  I  shall  have  to  wait  until  next  summer  to 
finish  it. 

I  have  a  deep,  enthusiastic,  enormous  conviction  that  it 
will  he  beautiful.  I  am  also  certain  that  the  strength  is 
increased  tenfold  when  one  is  in  love  with  one's  work. 

It  even  seems  to  me  that  a  certain  enthusiasm  can  supply 
the  lack  of  almost  everything.  I  will  give  you  a  proof  of  it. 
For  five  or  six  years  I  have  ceased  to  play  upon  the  piano; 
that  is  to  say,  for  months  I  would  not  touch  the  keys,  and 
then,  perhaps,  some  day  I  would  play.five  or  six  hours.  Under 
such  circumstances,  the  fingers  become  stiff;  therefore,  I  no 
longer  play  before  people,  and  the  merest  $chool-girl  qould 
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surpass  me.  But  let  me  only  hear  a  masterpiece,  a  march  of 
Chopin's  for  example,  or  Beethoven's  march,  and  I  am  pos- 
sessed with  the  desire  to  play  it,  and  in  two  or  three  days,  if 
I  play  only  an  hour  a  day,  I  can  play  it  very  well  indeed — as 
well  as  Dusantois,  for  instance,  who  took  the  first  prize  at  the 
Conservatoire y  and  who  practiced  all  the  time. 

Saturday^  April  28///. — Russian  Easter. 

Sunday^  April  29M. — To-morrow  is  varnishing-day.  My 
picture  is  not  on  the  line  and  my  gown  is  ugly,  and —  Bah! 
that  is  silly  and  unworthy  of  me.  This  is  the  truth.  I  have 
to  paint  my  six  boys,  full  size,  standing  at  the  corner  of  a 
street  near  a  lamp-post.  I  shall  be  interrupted  for  a  month 
by  my  Russian  trip,  and  shall  return  and  finish  the  picture, 
which  will  probably  bring  me  into  October.  In  October  I 
shall  go  to  Jerusalem,  and  if  I  can  paint  my  picture  there,  1 
shall  remain  there  three  or  four  months;  if  not,  I  shall  remain 
a  month,  return  here  and  go  to  the  South,  where  I  can  paint 
my  figures,  and  for  the  background  make  use  of  the  sketches 
made  in  Jerusalem.  In  January  I  shall  return  to  Paris  and 
paint  a  picture  of  an  interior,  not  so  large  as  life,  after  the 
idea  I  brought  from  Mont  Dore:  "  The  Choir-Boy." 

At  the  same  time,  I  shall  work  on  my  statue,  and  I  will  be 
able  to  devote  all  my  attention  to  it  in  Paris;  that  is  to  say,  in 
July,  August,  and  September,  and  January,  February,  and 
March.  Yet  I  do  not  think  "  The  Choir-Boy  "  will  be  painted 
if  I  paint  the  "  Holy  Women  "  and  vice  versa. 

They  are  right  to  say  that  I  waste  my  energies,  that  I 
expend  my  nervous  strength  for  nothing,  and  that  it  is  a 
shame.   What!   It  depends  upon  me  to  succeed,  and  I  can  not? 

We  shall  see! 

I  must  try  and  concentrate  my  abilities. 

Monday^  April  ^oth, — I  have  had  the  honor  of  talking  to 
Bastien-Lepage,  and  he  has  explained  to  me  his  "Ophelia." 

He  is  an  artist  of  no  ordinary  talent.  He  looks  at  his  art 
from  all  points  of  view.  What  he  said  to  me  showed  the  deepest 
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knowledge  of  the  human  soul.  It  is  really  beautiful  to 
understand  art  as  he  does,  to  feel  it  as  he  feels  it.  He  does 
not  see  in  Ophelia  only  a  mad  girl,  but  one  miserably  unhappy 
in  love  also — so  unhappy  that  it  has  partially  affected  her 
bra,in.  She  is  the  incarnation  of  disenchantment,  bitterness, 
despair,  the  end  of  everything.  His  Ophelia  is  most  touch- 
ing, sad,  and  heartrending.  I  am  wild  over  it.  What  a  mag- 
nificent thing  genius  is!  This  ugly  little  man  appears  to  me 
more  beautiful  and  more  attractive  than  an  angel.  One  longs 
to  pass  one's  life  in  hearing  him  and  watching  him  in  his  sub- 
lime labors.  And  then  he  speaks  so  simply.  He  answered  to 
something  that  was  said  to  him:  "I  find  so  much  poetry  in 
nature,"  with  such^a  frank  accent  of  sincerity  that  I  was  inex- 
pressibly charmed. 

I  exaggerate — I  feel  that  I  exaggerate;  but  there  is  much 
truth  in  it  all,  nevertheless. 

We  went  out  together,  and  there  was  one  supreme  moment 
when  1  found  myself  in  a  group  containing  Carolus,  Robert- 
Fleury,  Jules  Bastien,  Emile  Bastien,  Carrier-Belleuse,  Edel- 
felt,  and  Saint-Marceaux. 

Tuesday^  May  \st — And  the  Salon?    It  is  worse  than  usual. 

Dagnan  does  not  exhibit;  Sargent  is  mediocre;  Gervex 
common-place;  but  Henner  is  charming.  His  gicture  is  the 
figure  of  a  nude  woman  reading.  The  light  is  artificial,  and 
everything  is  bathed  in  a  mist  of  such  an  exquisite  tone  that 
you  feel  as  if  you,  yourself,  were  being  gradually  enveloped  in 
the  magic  vapor.  Jules  Bastien  admires  it  enormously.  There 
is  a  painting  of  Cazin*s  which  I  lilfe  less  than  his  landscapes; 
it  represents  Judith  as  she  is  leaving  the  city  to  meet  Holo- 
fernes.  I  did  not  look  at  it  long  enough  to  feel  the  fascina- 
tion which  it  is  said  to  possess;  but  what  did  strike  me  was 
that  Judith's  appearance  offered  no  excuse  for  Holofernes' 
infatuation. 

Bastien-Lepage's  picture  did  not  completely  carry  me  away. 
The  two  figures  are  irreproachable.     The  figure  of  the  girl 
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standing  with  her  back  to  the  spectator  and  of  whose  face 
only  t%6  cheek  is  seen,  the  hand  playingwith  a  flower,  evinces 
poetry,  sentiment,  and  observation  of  the  highest  degree. 

The  back  is  a  poem.  The  band,  of  which  only  a  glimpse 
is  seen,  is  a  masterpiece.  You  can  feel  what  the  artist  wished 
to  express.  The  girl  has  her  head  bent,  and  does  not  know 
what  to  do  with  her  feet,  which  have  assumed  a  charming  atti- 
tude of  embarrassment.  The  young  man  is  Tety  good  also, 
but  the  giri  i«  grace,  youth,  poetry  itself.  It  is  true,  just, 
feeling,  delicate,  and  fine. 

The  landscape,  however,  is  th6roughiy  disagreeable.  It  is 
of  too  vivid  a*  green  and  it  is  too  obtrusive.  'Some  say  that 
tht  colors  are  laid  on  too  thidcly.  At  all  events  there  is  a 
lack  of  atmosphere,  and  the  background  is  heavyi 

And  Br^slau?  Breslau's  picture  is  good, but  it  does  not  entirely 
please  me.  It  is  well  executed,  but  it  tefls  no  story;  the  coloring 
is  pretty,  but  common-plaice.  It  represents  a  group-^^two  girls, 
one  brunette  and  one  blonde,  and  a  youtig  liian — taking  tea 
by  the  fireside  in  a  bourgeois^  characterless  interior.  They 
are  all  too  serious,  and  they  do  not  seem  to  be  enjoying  them- 
selves. The  whole  picture  Ts  meaningless.  She  who  talks  so 
much  about  feeling  does  not  seem  to  be  richly  endowed  with 
it.    Her  portrait  is  good,  but  that  is  all. 

And  I? 

Well,  the  head  of  Irma  is  pleasing,  and  the  execution  pos- 
sesses sufficient  boldness.  However,  it  is  an  unpretentious 
thing. 

The  painting  seemed  to  me  to  have  a  sombre  look,  and, 
although  it  is  a  scene  in  the  open  air,  there  is  no  atmospheric 
effect.  The  wall  does  not  look  like  a  wall;  it  might  be  a  sky, 
a  bit  of  painted  canvas,  or  anything  you  choose.  The  figures 
are  good,  but  the  background  is  disastrous;  and  yet  it  deserves 
a  better  place,  especially  as  thipgs  infinitely  inferior  have  been 
hung  on  the  line.  Everybody  is  agreed  in  saying  that  the 
heads,  especially  that  of  the  elder  boy,  are  excellent.     It  is 
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probablQ  that  I  CQuld  have  improved  thq  rest,  »si  it  i^  a  gomi- 
paratively  easy  task,  but  I  hs^d  oot  time. 

Looking  at  my  picture  haagin^  th«r6  before  me»  I.  learned 
iQgmtely  more -than  I  OQuld  bive  tearoi^fl  at  XkQ  studio  ii)  ^is 
B^ontha.  v\     .  . .. 

Wednesday^  May  2d. — I  ought  to  go  to  the  opera^bttt  for 

what  reasQtx?  I  mtm^  I  thought  for  ao^amei^of  going,  ^  that 

my  beauty  might  be  remarked  and  Bastien  bi5ar..of..it.     But 

wby  should  I  dotfeis?  I  do  not  know,  Jt  i&  a  stupid  id^a, 
after  all,  Ib  it  nol  a  >9haine'.  that  I  please  people  for  whom  I 
oare  nothing  at  all»  and^on  the  other  hand,  when  I  really  want 
to  make  an  iffipre3aion,  I  can  not? 

I  shall  think  of  the  opera,  however;  for,  aft^r  ii:U,,it  would  be 
simply  for  the-  ptoa^ufe  of  going,  aa  I'  am  really  not  aerioualy 
provoked  with  that: great  artist.  Would!  marry. him?  No. 
Well,  then,  what  do  I  want?  Why  am  I  so  given  to  analysing 
ever5ii:lbiftg?  I  aja  very. eager  to  please  thi$  great  man,  and  that 
is  all.  And  Saint- Marceaux  also.  Which  one  most?  It  does 
not  matter^  either  would  satisfy  n^e.  It  would  give  me 
an  interest  in  life,  My  feeling  for  these  men  has  changed  my 
face.  I  am  much  prettier;  my  complexion  is  fresh,  clear,  and 
velvety,  and  my  eyeg  ai-e  bright  artd  sparkling.  It  is  curious. 
What  must  true  love  aocompHsb,  if  silly,  fancies  produce  an 
effect  like  this? 

Friday y  May  ^k,^-A.iii^f  all,  that  is  not  the  question,  Jules 
Bastien  dinfid  hQre  this. evening.  J. posed  neither.  a$  a  child 
nor  a  mad  girl ;  I  was  neither  aiUy  nor  pouting. .  He,  on  bis 
sid.^,  was  simple,  bright,  and  charming,  and  we  joked  inces, 
santty.  There  was^  not  an  instant  of  embarrassment.  He  is 
very  inteHlgenti  and  the^n  I  do  not  believe  in  specialties  for 
m^en  of  genius;  a  man  of  genius  can  be  ajnd  ought  to  be  ev.ery- 
thing  he  chooses. 

He  is  lively,  too;  J  feared  that  be  would  be  insensible  to^ 
that  humor,  which,  to  be  really  delicate,  roust  be  something 
midwaycbfitwe«<i  witaiid  ?i<>nsenae,    In  abort,  Uke  Roland's 
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mare,  he  possesses  all  qualities.    He  is  insensible  to  love,  how- 
ever, or  almost  so.     Isn't  it  stupid? 

Sunday y  May  6th. — There  has  been  a  great  deal  of  talk  about 
young  Rochegrosse^s  picture.  It  represents  Astyanax  beings 
snatched  from  Andromache* s  arms  to  be  thrown  over  the 
ramparts.' 

It  is  an  antique  subject,  but  treated  in  an  original  and 
modern  manner. 

He  is  no  imitator,  and  he  draws  his  inspiration  from  no  one. 
The  coloring  and  the  execution  are  both  wonderfully  vigor- 
ous. There  is  no  one  now  who  can  equal  him  in  those 
respects.  And  then,  he  is  the  son-in-law  of  Monsieur  Th:  de 
Banville — so  the  press  is  favorable  to  him. 

Notwithstanding  this  latter  detail,  however,  he  is  wonder- 
fully talented.  He  is  only  twenty-four,  and  this  is  the  second 
picture  he  has  exhibited. 

That  is  the  way  one  ought  to  paint — composition,  drawing, 
coloring,  are  all  marvelously  spirited. 

His  talents  are  well  expressed  by  his  name.  Listeri:  Roche- 
grosse — Georges  Rochegrosse,  It  is  like  a  peal  of  thunder. 
And  then  the  idyllic  sounding — BasHen-Lepage!  Rochegrosse 
has  made  his  d^but  in  art  like  a  torrent;  it  is  possible  that, 
later,  his  talent  will  take  a  more  concentrated  form,  and  he 
will  seek  sentiment  and  psychology  like  Bastien-Lepas^e. 

And  I?  What  does  my  name  express?  Marie  Bashkirtseff'. 
I  would  like  to  change  it,  for  it  sounds  like  something  odd 
and  harsh,  although  it  has  a  certain  promise  of  triumph,  too; 
it  has  even  a  certain  charm,  something  denoting  pride  and 
renown;  but  it  has  also  a  quarrelsome  and  jerky  sound.  Tony 
Robert'Fleury  is  as  cold  as  an  epitaph.  And  Bonnaty  correct, 
vigorous;  but  short  and  without  brilliancy.  Manet  sounds 
like  an  incomplete  being,  a  pupil  who  promises  much  when 
he  reaches  fifty,  Breslau  is  sonorous,  calm,  powerful.  Saint- 
Marceaux  is  like  Bashkirtseff ^  very  nervous,  but  less  harsh. 
Henner  is  mysterious  and  calm,  with  something  graceful,  like 
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the  antique.  Caroius  Duran  is  a  disguise.  Dagnan  is  subtle, 
veiled,  delicate,  sweet,  and  strong.  Sarg€nt  makes  me  think 
of  his  painting,  of  a  false  Velasquez,  of  a  false  Garolus^  less 
than  Velasquez,  and  yet  good. 

Monday^  May  *ith. — I  have  begun  my  boys  all  over  again;  I 
am  drawing  them  full  length  on  a  larger  canvas;  it  will  be  more 
interesting. 

Tuesday,  May  Sth, — I  live  in  my  art,  going  down  only  to 
dine,  and  talking  to  no  one. 

I  feel  as  though  this  was  a  new  phase  of  existence.  Every- 
thing outside  of  my  art  seems  petty  and  uninteresting.  A 
life,  such  as  I  am  living  now,  might  be  beautiful. 

Wednesday y  May  9M. — This  evening  we  entertained  some 
odd  people,  who  would  have  greatly  shocked  the  society  in 
which  we  move,  but  whom  I  found  exceedingly  amusing. 

Jules  Bastien,  who  is  always  preaching  the  economy  of  one's 
strength,  and  the  concentration  of  everything  upon  one  point, 
does  not  expend  his  energy  uselessly.  Well,  with  me,  there  is 
such  an  exuberance  of  everything  that  it  is  an  absolute  neces- 
sity for  me  to  have  some  outlet  for  my  energy.  Of  course,  if 
conversation  or.  laughter  fatigue  you,  it  is  better  to  abstain  from 
them,  but — he  must  be  right,  however. 

We  went  up  to  my  studio,  and,  of  course,  my  large  picture 
was  turned  to  the  wall;  and  when  Bastien  attempted  to  see  it, 
I  almost  quarreled  with  him  in  my  endeavor  to  prevent  him 
doing  so. 

I  was  extravagant  in  my  praises  of  Saint-Marceaux;  and 
Bastien  said  he  was  jealous  of  him,  and  he  was  going  to 
attempt  gradually  to  supplant  him. 

He  has  s^id  this  many  times  before;  and,  although  it  may  be 
only  a  jest,  it  delights  me. 

I  must  make  him  believe  that  I  admire  Saint-Marceaux  more 
than  him — artistically,  of  course.  I  said  to  him:  "You  like 
him,  do  you  not?    You  must  like  him." 

"  Ye»;  very  much." 
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"  Do  you  like  him  as  much  as  I  do?'* 

**  Oh,  no;  I  ani  not  a  woman.    I  like  him,  but'—** 
'    <*  Bot^  it  U  not  Us  a  woman  that  I  like  him." 

"Oh,  yes;  there  is  a  little  of  that  in  ybilr  adfiiiration  for 
him." 

"No^  I  assure  you/' 

"  Yes;  and  I  am  jealous  of  it.  I  am  not  dark  and  h&hd* 
6dmb,  as  he  Is." 

"  He  looks  like  Shakespeare." 

"There— »irou  gee  I" 

The  r^  Bastion  in  going  to  dttt*t  ttd.  Why?  I  don-t  kiioW, 
but  I  fear  that  he  wilL  Wfe  are  he&tilfe  tb  one  ahbthef  t  theffe^ 
are  several  ineicplicalJle  little  thitigg  that  m^d  md  feel  it.  We 
are  not  in  syrtipithy,  and  I  hesitate  to  say  certain  thiiig$  bfefoffe 
him  which  might  make  him-^tike  fne  a  little. 

We  hold  exactly  the  same  Opinion  in  regatd  to  art,  and  yet 
I  do  not  dare  to  declare  my  opinions  in  his  p|-esenc6.  U  it 
because  I  feel  that  he  does  not  like  me? 

In  short)  there  is  a  'SoHuthfng-^ 

^tt/^i&j/)  il/^zy  iBM.-^I:pafided  the  mofnifig  at  the  StoidiO, 
chatting. With  the  V&dAt%  there;  and  I  daughi  Julian  a  hionfient, 
and  begged  him  to  come  and  see  the  picture  of  the  b6yS. 

Yon .  understand,  I  do  hot  wish  Im  advle^,but  iimply  the 
impressioil  likely  to  be  made  oii  the  public^  ahd  Juliian  i^  a 
fair:  representative  of  general  opinioh; 

He  came  to  dinner,  and  I  had  both  canvases  brought  fOt  his 
ihspection;  First,  th^  gfoup  of  boy«,  Thefe  af6  ^ix  of  thetn; 
the  ^llesit,  with  his;  back  tumid,  Is  showing  softiathing  to  the 
other  five  grouped  about  him*  Quite  A  ipace  of  the  street  is 
sefen,  and  ih  the  digt^n^e.two  of  thf66  litll6  gtfl^  afe  walking 
away.  He  told  me  very  decidedly  to  tak^d  6Ut  the  Iai6p-p6^t 
which  was  in  the  left-hand  doi-ri€f>  and  h^  W&«  right*:  Other- 
wise he  thinks  that  it  Is  original,  Intef feStiftg,  ^hd.  thit  It  is 
almost  certain  of  success,  beittg  mudh  bfettei"  th&ft  the  tWb' 
boys  exhibited  in  the  Salon;  he  likes  esp^elfeily'thfe Hobble- 


^W>y  i^ppe^an^^  of  the  principal  hoy,  ,\y(ho.  is  begimjiin^  tq 
grow  li^U  ^^  is.  wh^t  li^le  bqy^  qali  a  ^-^  big  fellow." 

I^  shqyt,  Jv^UaA  thijfij  ev^i^i^g  was  p^^rfect-^thougU^ful, 
^eU^^lie,  and  kind,  ^e  ^either  ^e^is^e^  nor  $col4ed  me.  I 
remarked  it,  and  he  said  that  he  spoke  to  me  accardi,i:^g  tq 
wJpat  I  Jia4  tP  shqw  \hWi  W^  ^^^J  was.  i,n  a  (^ir  way  to  w^ke 
^.p  all  t^t  Ij  bad  lost. 

We  sppke  of  the  "  Poiy  Won^en^'*  aud  I  explained  to  hin^ 
pay.icj^^^.in  r€^%r4  tq  ^h©  picti^^^,  We  l^ugfc^ed  tqg^her  p,ver 
'Jo^y  Rob^Tt-I^^^ury's  4rap€ri^»  Is.  it  prob^bje  that  th^sQ 
lit^oifien  iYqi'6  t^^autifu^  dr^^eries  of  blue  ^x^d  pifimson  cash- 
mere? Thciy  h^d  beenfoliqviQg  Je$HS  fqr  months;  they  were 
Fevqlutiqnist^,  I^ouise  Mii:he\$»  s(Ci^  aM  ^ciety  frowned  upon 
them.     They  had  nothing  \i>  do.  vfitfe  elegance  and  fashion. 

Aq4  ilur^ng  the  dayg;  that  the  ^reat  drama  lasted,  the  trial 
and  the  crucifixion^  mu^t  npt  |hey  h^ve  U^en  almost  'n\  xs^gs? 
Jviliaq  says  that,  t^e  piqture  ^^il)  b^e  eit|;ier  sublime  or  a  failure; 
and  tlpjat  I  ^lust  be  y^ry  p^refu^  of  th^  Magdalen,  for  I  w^nt 
to  <io  too  m^cli  with  it,  and  I  must  reipeipi\)er  th^t  in  picti^res 
of  this  class  t^e  greatest  arti^t^  HayQ  V^g\  de^^at. 

Hqwever,  I  ai?i  ^tarte4  -pi|i  it.  I  can  fancy  my  picture  just 
as  it  will  be  wh^p  it  i?  fii^i^hec}.  Nothing  in  the  world  cap 
m^ke  me  change  any  cj^tail  of  it — no  journey,  po  n^qdel,  no 
advice.  The  effect  of  the  pr^liipiq^ry  sketch  pleases  Julian; 
but  it  is  not  yet  wh^t  J  wqn)4  wi§h.  I  know  the  time  qf  day 
I  desire  to  represent — an  e^ly  twiUgl\t;  a  calpi  in  pontrast  with 
what  has  ju^tpags^d^  |o  the  dist^nc<^  figures. retreat jng  softer 
having  placed  Christ  in  the  s^pulcl\ye;  the  two  wo^i^en  alone 
haye  remained,  QY^rwh§l}Bed  \^y  the  ca^st^Qphe.  M^g^^len 
is  represented  in  profile,  her  elbow  upon  her  right  knee,  her 
chin  in  her  hand,  her  eye  fixed  vppp  the  entrance  of  the 
sepulchre.  She  is  kneeling  on  her  left  Hft^e,  and  tjie  Iqft  a.r\t\ 
ha^ga  down  by  her  ^Jde,  The  other  Mary  is  standing  a  little 
in  the  rear,  hey  he^d  buried  ii>  her  han^s  and  her  shoulders 

raised;  the  f^ceean  not  be  seen,  ^nd  th^  pp^e  m^§t  reveal  the 
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very  acme  of  grief,  weariness,  and  despair;  one  must  feel 
her  hopelessness  and  the  giving  out  of  all  her  strength.  All 
is  finished!  Julian  thinks  the  position  a  very  fine  one.  She  is 
thinking  nothing  of  any  one  else;  she  has  abandoned  herself 
to  her  misery. 

The  Magdalen  will  be  the  most  difficult.  She  must  be 
made  to  express  stupor,  horror,  despair,  prostration,  and 
revolt.     The  revolt  will  be  the  hardest  thing  to  depict. 

And  I  have  undertaken  such  a  picture  as  this.  Well,  yes, 
I  have,  and  of  my  own  accord,  and,  God  willing!  I  shall 
accomplish  my  purpose.  Ah!  He  must  know  that  I  fear 
Him,  and  I  will  fall  on  my  knees  to  implore  Him  to  permit  me 
to  work.  I  deserve  neither  favors  nor  aid,  but  ask  only  that 
He  may  allow  me  to  paint  this  picture. 

But  it  may  be  a  failure — a  failure  in  the  eyes  of  the  public;  it 
will  none  the  less  be  a  fine  picture,  though. 

And  I  shall  have  my  street  boys  to  console  me.  If  the 
**  Holy  Women  *'  is  a  failure,  it  will  be  because  it  is  too  fine. 

My  Sa/on  picture  does  not  interest  me.  I  did  it  for  lack  of 
anything  better,  and  I  did  not  have  enough  time. 

Tuesday^  May  i^th. — This  is  all  that  I  can  think  of  to-night. 
The  moon  is  beautiful,  the  skies  are  clear,  the  stars  make  me 
think  of  one  of  Cazin's  pictures,  and  there  is  only  art.  I  am 
contented  not  to  have  to  go  away  again,  to  be  able  to  finish 
the  boys,  and  then  the  angler,  and  then  the  boy  reading  upon 
a  bench,  and  then  twenty-five  or  thirty  sunsets. 

Wednesday^  May  i6fA. — It  is  so  warm  that  life  is  possible 
only  in  the  evenmg.  I  go  up  to  my  own  room,  very  happy  to 
be  alone  on  this  quiet  floor,  with  the  infinite  heavens  above 
me. 

But  in  the  spring-time  one's  thoughts  do  not  turn  to  senti- 
ment, but  to  childishness. 

I  can  hear  the  whistle  of  the  locomotive  and  the  bell  of  the 
church  in  the  Rue  Br^montier.     It  is  very  poetical. 

On  these  beautiful  evenings,  one  ought  to  make  excursions 
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into  the  country,  upon  the  water  or  somewhere,  with  some* 
body.     What  somebody? 

I  think  of  all  this  Paris,  of  the  Champs  Elys6es  and  the 
Bois,  so  full  of  life,  while,  as  far  as  any  participation  in  its 
gaiety  is  concerned,  I  might  as  well  be  in  America.  Do  I  do 
well  or  badly  to  devote  my  youth  to  ambitions  which — in 
short,  shall  I  receive  a  fair  interest  for  the  capital  employed? 

The  whistle  is  very  harmonious  at  night.  A  multitude  of 
people  are  returning  from  the  country,  fatigued,  dreamy, 
happy,  worn  out.     The  whistle  again. 

When  I  am  celebrated,  and  that  will  be,  perhaps,  in  a  yeai 
— I  am  very  patient,  as  if  I  were  sure  that — 

The  whistle  again.  They  say  that  when  the  whistle  can  be 
heard  so  distinctly,  there  is  a  storm  brewing;  and  that  makes 
me  think  of  Domingue  in  **  Paul  and  Virginia,"  and  what  he 
says  of  the  impending  storm. 

It  is  very  difficult  to  read  Balzac  in  my  present  state  of 
mind;  but  I  will  read  nothing  else,  as  I  do  not  wish  to 
become  excited. 

Again  the  bell  and  the  whistle. 

Friday,  May  \Zth, — To  greatly  desire  the  friendship  of 
Bastien- Lepage  would  be  to  attach  too  much  importance  to 
that  sentiment;  to  distort  it,  so  to  speak,  and  to  place  him  in 
a  false  and  unnatural  position.  His  friendship  would  have 
been  agreeable  to  me,  as  Cazin's  or  Saint-Marceaux's  would 
be;  but  I  am  vexed  that  I  have  thought  of  him  as  a  private 
individual  He  is  not — not  great  enough  for  that.  He  is 
not  a  god  in  art,  like  Wagner.  Only  under  such  conditions 
would  it  be  admissible  to  entertain  a  profound  admiration 
for  him.  What  I  desire  is  to  be  the  mistress  of  an  inter- 
esting Salon;  and  every  time  that  it  seems  as  if  this  hope  were 
about  to  be  realized,  something  happens  to  prevent  it — here 
is  mamma  gone  away  and  papa  dying,  perhaps. 

I  had  a  plan  of  giving  every  week  a  dinner,  followed  by  a 
reception,  for  society  people,  say  on  Thursday,  for  instance, 

17 


.] 
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jmdoiA  Sattifd^y  another  dinner  for  artists;  the  naoat  distjw- 
guished  of  the  artists,  who  had  dined  v^fith  me  on  tine  prevkw,!^ 
Satia^cdiay,  m^ht  also  appear  at  lb€>  Thursday  eyeniftg  lecep- 
tiofts.. 

And  thefts  tfee  whole  thin^  had  to  be  giveft  9:p;  \)wi  J  wiM 
try  agai9»  next  yeai,  as  catoly  a$  if  I  were  3Jiire  Qf  *iy  pqwer, 
as  patiently  as  if  I  were  to  liye  forevej?,  and  a§  p^fft^verin^ly 
as  if  my  suece^s  ^juetrei  »s&ur^, 

Nqw,  «w»y  God  siwply  remait^  newtial,  and  I  will  be  as 
grateful  to  Him  as  if  He  had  eiQiQleric4  some  benefit  ^{]|QP 
»e- 

Friday,  May  \Ztk.^\  9J»  going'  tq  pamt  a  decorative  panel 
t— ^^  Spring,"  A  ^otOMtn  lea»ii\g  ag aift$t  a  tree,  her  eyes  closed, 
a^d  amiiing  a&  if  in  a  beautiful  dreana;  all  about  hef  a  deli^ale 
landsoape,  tender  grcQm^  pale  rose-tints,  applQ  and  peacb 
blossoms,  fresh  young  shoots,  all  that  give^  to.  spring  its 
enchanting  coloring. ' 

This  haa  never,  been  done  in  a  reaUsdc:  fashion.  Several 
spring  landscapes  have  been  painted  lately,  but  the  figures 
have  been  old  people,  or  washerwomen,  or  lepers.  I  want 
sonkething  quite  diSerent. 

A  thousand  springs  have  been  painted,  but  there  has  been 
nothing  real  about  the  landscapes.  Bastien  alone  is  capable 
of  having  my  idea,  and  he  has  done  nothing  like  it  yet.  The 
woman  must  seem  to  be  enjoying  the  harmony  of  colors,  the 
perfumes  of  the  air,  and  the  song  of  the  birds.  There  n^ust 
be  sunlight  in  the  picture.  Bastien  has  painted  only  gray  and 
shadowy  atmospheres- 

I  want  sunshine  in  my  picture,  and  I  will  paint  it  at  Nice,  in 
an  orchards  If  I  find  a  very  poetic  orchard,  my  woman  shall 
he  nude. 

One  must  seem  to  hear  the  murmur  of  a  brook^  which  flows 
at  her  feet,  between  banks  sprinl^led  with  violets,  and  with 
here  and  there  patches  of  sunshine. 

I  want.thq^e  spring  tone&  whiqh  tpqch  the  very  aoi^l;    I 
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want  tender  grefens,  enchanting  pale  rose-tints,  slM  not  wishy- 
washy  yellows. 

It  must  be  an  orgy  of  sWeet  notes;  all  the  tolors  must  be 
tatishiflgi  with  spots  of  sunlight  hefe  and  thefe  to  give  liffe 
to  the  picture  and  a  certain  suggestion  of  mystery  in  the 
shadows. 

Do  y6«  understand? 

But  Bastien  is  doing,  or  is  going  to  do,  the  bUfial  of  k 
young  girl.  Now,  if  he  is  intelligent,  he  wUl  use  fdf  it  sUch 
a  landscape  h^  I  haV'^  imagined-.  I  /^<»^!that  he  will  not  think 
Of  it,  and  that  he  will  use  a  landscape  of  a  vile  greeh;  and 
yet,  I  should  be  sorry  if  he  did  not  make  a  sublime  piclUfe  of 
the  subject. 

I  Want  hltti  to  have  the  same  id^as  as  rnyfeelf,  and  yet  I  do 
hot  want  him  to.  I  can  see  hife  burial  of  a  young  girl  in  a 
flowery  path,  With  frult  trees  in  blossom  and  budding  rose 
bushes,  and,  in  contrast,  rough  peasants*  heads*  All  the  pOetry 
should  rest  in  the  coffin  and  in  nature. 

1  Will  not  say  anything  to  him  about  it. 

SUnddy,  May  ioth, — Mamma  arrived  early  Friday  morning, 
and  Saturday  we  received  a  dispatch  saying  that  my  father 
was  in  a  deplorable  state.  To-day,  his  Valet  writes  that  his 
condition  is  desperate.  He  says,  also,  that  he  suffers  greatly, 
and  I  am  glad  that  mamma  arrived  in  time. 

To-morrow,  they  close  the  Salon  for  three  days  that  the 
priz6i  may  be  awarded.     It  will  be  reopened  on  Thursday.* 

I  dreamed  that  a  coffin  was  placed  Upon  my  bed  and  I  was 
told  that  there  was  a  young  girl  lying  in  it.  Through  the 
darknesi  glowed  a  phosphorescent  light. 

Tuesday,  May  22d.^^l  worked  until  haif-^past  7;  but  at 
every  noise,  every  time  the  bell  rang  or  Coco  barked,  my 
heart  Sank  doWn  into  my  boots.*  How  expressive  that  phrase 
is!     We  have  the  Same  in  RusSiari.     It  is  9  o'clock  in  the 


t  ■  1 ; 


*  Mon  dme  s*en  va  dans  Us  talons. 
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evening,  and  no  news  yet.  How  many  emotions  I  undergo! 
If  I  receive  nothing,  it  will  be  outrageous.  They  are  so  very 
confident  at  the  studio — Julian,  Lefebvre,  Tony,  and  all  of 
them — that  it  seems  impossible  that  I  shall  not  be  mentioned 
in  some  way.  It  is  not  kind  of  them  at  all;  some  one  might 
have  telegraphed  me.   One  never  can  hear  good  news  too  soon. 

Ah!  if  I  had  received  anything,  I  should  have  heard  of  it 
before  now. 

I  have  a  slight  headache. 

And  my  heart  is  beating,  beating.  Miserable  life!  This, 
and  the  rest,  and  everything,  and  all  for  what?  To  end  in 
death! 

Madame  X — expired,  after  terrible  suffering,  in  the  midst  of 
her  sorrowing  family.     Monsieur  Z —  died  suddenly  at  his 

residence  in ;  nothing  foretold  so  premature  an  end.     Or 

again,  Madame  Y —  was  taken  away  from  her  loving  relatives, 
at  the  age  of  ninety-nine. 

And  no  one  escapes!^   The  end  is  the  same  for  all. 

To  end!  To  end  and  be  no  more — that  is  the  horror  of  it! 
If  one  only  had  enough  genius  to  live  forever — and  I  write 
stupid  things  with  a  trembling  hand,  because  I  have  not  yet 
heard  the  news  of  a  miserable  mention. 

They  just  brought  me  a  letter,  and  my  heart  almost  stopped 
beating.  It  was  from  Doucet,  to  ask  something  about  the 
waist  of  a  gown.  , 

I  am  going  to  take  a  little  syrup  of  opium  to  calm  my 
nerves.  One  would  judge  from  my  agitation  that  I  had  been 
thinking  of  my  "  Holy  Women.**  The  picture  is  all  sketched 
in.  When  I  work  at  it  or  think  of  it,  I  am  in  the  same  over- 
wrought condition  that  I  am  this  evening. 

I  can  not  occupy  my  mind  with  anything. 

A  quarter  past  9.  It  can  not  be  possible  that  the  prudent 
Julian  would  have  committed  himself  as  he  has  done,  if  I  had 
not  been  certain  of  a  mention!  And  yet,  what  can  this  silence 
mean? 


^ 
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A  flame  seems  to  have  enveloped  all  my  body,  and  my 
cheeks  are  burning.  I  have  had  bad  dreams  when  I  felt  just 
as  I  do  now. 

It  is  only  twenty-five  minutes  past  9. 

Julian  ought  to  have  come.  He  knew  it  about  6  o'clock, 
and  he  would  have  come  to  dinner,  if  he  had  had  any  good 
news  for  me.     Then,  I  have  received  nothing.  _^^ 

I  thought  my  picture  would  be  refused,  when  there  was  no 
possibility  of  that  being  the  case.  But  it  is  quite  possible  that 
I  should  receive  no  mention. 

I  have  been  watching  the  carriages  pass  by.  Oh,  it  is  too 
late  now. 

There  is  no  medal  of  honor  for  painting.  Dalou  will  have 
the  one  for  sculpture. 

What  does  that  matter  to  me? 

Would  I  have  given  Bastien  the  medal  of  honor?  No!  He 
can  do  better  than  that  "  Love  in  the  Village,"  and  conse- 
quently he  does  not  deserve  it.  They  might  have  given  it  to 
him  for  his  sublime  "  Joan  of  Arc,"  the  landscape  of  which  I 
did  not  like  three  years  ago. 

I  would  like  to  see  it  again. 

Thursday^  May  2/^th. — I  have  received  it!  And  I  am  reas- 
sured and  tranquil  once  more,  although  I  can  not  say  happy. 

I  learned  it  through  the.newspapers.  Those  gentlemen  did 
not  take  the  trouble  to  write  me  a  word. 

I  have  considerable  belief  in  the  saying  that  "  nothing  ever 
happens  exactly  as  one  fears,  or  as  one  hopes." 

I  had  been  wondering  what  was  going  to  happen.  I  should 
either  have  it,  or  I  should  not  have  it.  In  the  latter  case,  I 
knew  what  the  effect  would  have  been  upon  me,  because  yes- 
terday and  the  day  before,  I  thought  I  was  not  going  to  get 
it.  And  in  case  I  received  it,  I  imagined  exactly  how  I 
should  feel.  What  has  happened?  What  was  the  surprise  in 
store  for  me?  .Well,  in  one  sense  I  have  won,  and  in  another 
I  have  lost,  beyond  all  hope* 
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At  half-past  9  we  went  to  the  SalotL  Just  as  we  were  leav- 
ing the  house,  we  met  Bojidar,  who  was  beaming  with  delight, 
and  who  had  brought  his  father  to  congratulate  me.  We  took 
the  young  man  with  us.  When  we  reached  the  room  in  which 
my  picture  was  hung,  I  saw  that  its  place  had  bc^n  changed, 
that  it  had  been  hung  higher,  above  a  large  canvas  represent- 
ing tulips  of  a  blinding  color,  and.  signed  by  a  tenth -rate 
artist  .  It  was  probable,  then,  that  JioncraMe  Mfnti^n  would  be 
found  attached  to  *'  Irraa/'  and  I  hastened  to  see.  But  no, 
it  was  not. 

I  went  finally  to  that  odious  pastel,  and  there  I  found  the 
thing  I  was  in  search  of. 

I  rushed  off  at  once  to  find  Julian,  and  I  remained  with 
him  for  more  than  half  an  hour,  but  I  could  npt  say  much.  *  I 
could  easily  have  cried.  Julian  appeared  very  much  aston- 
ished. He  said  that  since  the  opening  of  the  Saiatiy  since  my 
paintings  had  been  seen,,  there  was  no  longer,  any  question  of 
the  pastel,  and  he  was  sure  that  my  painting  would  be  changed 
again,  and  placed  upon  the  line. 

In  short,  an  honorable  mention,  even  when  granted  to 
another  department,  ought  to  prevent  one  of  my  pictures 
being  skyed  in  thi^  way.  Julian  was  very  sympathetic,  and 
he  wrote  pressing  and  persuasive  dispatches  to  Cot,  Lefebvre, 
and  Tony  Robert-Fleury.  But  I  am  afraid  that  it  is  too  late 
for  anything  to  be  done. 

;  A  mention  for  the  pastel  is  idiotic,  but  let  that  pass.  The 
worst  thing  is  to  have  my  painting  skyed.  Tears  of  anger  are 
falling  from  my  eyes  at  this  very  moment. 
'  I  call  God  and  all  honest  men  to  witness  that  last  year  they 
gave  second-class  medals  to  things  which  were  far  from  being 
as  good  as  my  picture,  and  this  year  it  is  the  same  thing  for 
that  matter.  Everybody  will  tell  you  that  what  I  say  is  true. 
After  all,  it  is  nonsensical  to  be  angry  about  it. 

But  I  detest  all  this  unfairness  and  wire-pulling.  £  can  not 
understand  this  artistic-electoral  mee^s.  1  Itisianfi^moiisI  :  When 
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shall  I  be  able  to  do  th-e  low  Ihtngs  that  the  others  do,  and  so 
haVe  no  tause  for  anger? 

Of  course,  I  would  like  to  have  what  talent  I  possess  speak 
for  itself.  But  a  beginner  must  be  floated  by  influence. 
Bastien-Lepage,  himself,  was  helped  in  the  beginning  by  his 
teacher,  Monsieur  Cabanel.  When  a  pupil  shows  any  prom- 
ise, his  teacher  ought  to  hold  his  head  out  of  the  water,  so  to 
speak,  for  a  short  time,  and  then,  if  he  carl  keep  himself 
afloat,  it  shows  that  he  has  some  ability;  if  not,  so  much  the 
worse  for  him.     Oh,  I  shall  reach  the  goal  in  time!     But  I  am 

> 

delayed,  and  it  is  not  my  fault.     I  am  revolted  at  the  injustice 
of  it  all. 

Bojidar  and  Dina  went  to  the  board  of  management  to 
demand  justice  for  me,  but  of  course  without  accomplishing 
anything.  Bojidar  stole  the  famous  inscription,  and  brought 
me  a  bit  of  cardboard  with  the  words:  Honorable  Mention 
printed  upon  it.  I  immediately  tied  it  to  Coco's  tail,  and  the 
poor  dog  was  so  frightened  that  he  did  not  dare  to  move.  In 
sbort,  I  am  vexed,  miserable,  unhappy!  That  skyed  picture 
breaks  my  heart.  But  my  despair  furnished  an  amusing  spec- 
tacle to.  those  around  me,  for  when  I  feel  like  crying  I  always 
say  droll  things.  There  is  no  use  in  annoying  people;  it  is 
better  to  try  to  amuse  them. 

Friday^  June  i^/.-^Those  idiotic  boys  that  are  posing  for 
me  exasperate  me  to  tnadness.  I  have  the  permission  of  their 
parents  to  punish  them,  and  to-day  I  seized  one  of  them  and 
flung  him  on  the  floor  as  if  he  had  been  a  package. 

Well,  what  good  did  it  do?    Why,  none  at  all. 

Wedkesday,  June  6t9t. — My  'earg  spoil  everything  for  me. 
You  will  understand  my  sufferings  when  I  tell  you  that  the 
days  I  hear  well  are  red-letter  ones.  Can  you  understand 
the  horror  of  it?      ' 

And  my  nerves  are  excited  to  an  absolutely  extraordinary 
degree.  My  work  suffers  from  it  and  I  paint  devoured  by 
chimerical  fears.     I  imagine  all  sorts  of   horrors;  I   fancy 
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myself  subjected  to  every  kind  of  infamy.  I  invent  insults 
to  myself,  fearing  all  the  time  that  they  will  become  realities. 
I  start  in  at  my  painting,  and  I  begin  to  think  of  what  may 
be  said  of  me.  I  invent  such  horrors  that  I  leap  up  and  rush 
like  a  mad  girl  to  the  other  end  of  the  garden,  uttering,  mean- 
while, indignant  exclamations. 

Ah!  this  will  help  me  to  produce  a  fine  picture!  I  must  try 
douches  for  my.  ears.  And  this  evening  I  will  write  to  mamma 
that  she  must  come  home  or  I  shall  go  mad.  I  will  write  at 
once. 

Sunday^  June  loth. — As  on  Sunday  there  is  no  risk  of  meet- 
ing any  one  there,  I  went  to  the  Salon  this  morning. 

The  distribution  of  prizes  has  really  been  abominably  unjust. 

There  is  always  a  crowd  before  young  Rochegrosse's  pic- 
ture. It  is  certainly  very  powerful,  but  it  does  not  cause  me 
any  emotion.  But  then  what  is  there  that  does  cause  me  any 
emotion? 

To  feel  emotion  I  have  to  begin  by  simulating  it,  and  then, 
by  working  hard,  I  manage  to  reach  great  excitement — ficti- 
tious, of  course. 

And  yet  "  Joan  of  Arc "  affected  me.  Yes,  and  a  few 
other  things  besides. 

Is  there  nothing  at  the  Louvre  I  care  for?  I  do  not  like  the 
ancient  machine-made  pictures,  but  I  ^dore  the  portraits  and 
the  delicious  things  of  the  French  school. 

And  at  the  last  exhibition  of  this  century's  portraits,  I  liked 
those  of  Lawrence,  and  two  or  three  of  Bastien's — his  brother, 
Andr^  Theuriet,  and  Sarah  Bernhardt. 

And  what  else?  Well,  who  tells  you  that  I  am  both  a  great 
critic  and  a  great  painter? 

By  the  exercise  of  will  and  intelligence,  I  should  have 
done  just  as  well  in  any  other  direction,  except  in  that  of 
mathematics. 

But  I  have  a  passion  for  music,  and  I  could  easily  compose. 
Then  why  have  I  taken  up  painting,  and  why  should  not  I 
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devote  myself  to  something  else?  Sugh  thoughts  make  me 
miserable. 

I  want  to  make  a  great  picture — great  in  size,  I  mean. 

I  have  been  seeking  'for  a  subject,  and  I  have  found  a 
classical  one — Ulysses  relating  his  adventures  to  the  King  of 
the  Phoeacians,  AlcinoUs.  Alcinoils  and  his  queen  are  seated 
upon  a  throne,  surrounded  by  princes,  youths  of  both  sexes 
and  the  members  of  their  household.  The  scene  is  a  sort  of 
gallery  with  columns  of  rose-colored  marble.  Nausicaa^  leaning 
against  one  of  the  columns,  a  little  behind  her  parents,  is  listen- 
ing to  the  hero.  It  is  just  after  the  festival  and  the  song  of 
the  poet,  DemodocuSy  who  is  in  the  foreground,  and  with  his  lute 
on  his  knees  is  gazing  absently  into  the  distance  as  if  chagrined 
to  be  no  longer  listened  to.  I  shall  pay  great  attention  to  the 
attitudes  apd  the  groupings. 

The  conception  of  the  picture  will  be  good,  but  the  hard 
thing  will  be  to  realize  that  conception. 

I  know  nothing,  nothing,  nothing  of  furniture,  costumes,  or 
accessories.  And  then  immense  research  is  necessary  to  paint 
an  enormous  picture  like  this.  I  must  learn  what  Tony  Robert- 
Fleury  calls — what  does  he  call  it? 

Monday y  June  nth. — My  father  is  dead. 

We  received  the  dispatch  at  lo  o'clock;  that  is  to  say,  a  few 
minutes  ago.  My  aunt  and  Dina  both  said  that  mamma 
ought  to  return  at  once  without  waiting  for  the  funeral.  I 
came  up  here  to  my  own  room,  very  much  moved,  but  shedding 
no  tears.  But  when  Rosalie  came  to  consult  me  about  one  of 
my  gowns,  I  said  to  her:  "  It  does  not  matter;  Monsieur  is 
dead,"  and  I  burst  into  an  uncontrollable  fit  of  weeping. 

Have  I  anything  to  reproach  myself  with  concerning  him? 
I  think  not.  I  have  always  tried  to  treat  him  properly.  But 
in  such  a  moment  one  always  believes  one's  self  to  have  been 
in  some  way  to  blame.     I  ought  to  have  gone  with  mamma. 

He  was  only  fifty  years  old.  He  suffered  so  much,  and  he 
had   never  injured  anyone.     He  was  very  much  beloved  by 
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his  intimates;  he  )Vas  perfectly  honorable,  upright,  an  enemy 
to  all  trickery,  and  a  very  good  fellow. 

Wednesday y  June  i^ih, — I  think  that  if  I  should  have  the 
misfortune  to  lose  mamma  I  should  be  filled  with  remorse,  for 
I  have  been  very  rough  and  violent  with  her.  My  motives 
were  good,  I  know;  but  all  the  same  I  should  reproach  myself 
for  ray  extravagant  words. 

Besides,  to  lose  mamma  would  bt  a  terrible  grief  to  me;  the 
very  thought  of  it  brings  the  tears  ioto  my  eyes.  There  is  no 
use  in  taking  any  notice  of  her  fauk?. 

She  is  good  and  kind,  but  she  do^s  not  understand  any- 
thing, and  she  has  no  confidence  in  my  opinions.  She  always 
thinks  that  everything  will  turnout  all  right,  and  that  it  is 
better  **  not  to  make  a  fuss." 

I  think  that  the  death  that  would  cause  me  the  greatest 
sorrow  would  be  that  of  my  aunt,,  who  has  devoted  all  her 
life  to  the  welfare  of  other  people,  and  who  has  never  lived 
for  herself -a  single  moment,  unless,  {Mrkaps,  the  time,  spent  at 
the  r<7j^/f//^  tables  of  Baden  and  Monaco. 

Mamma  is  the  only  one  who  is  kind  to  her;  I  have  not 
kissed  her  for  a  month,  and  I  say  to  her  only  indifferent 
things,  or  reproach  her  for  all  sorts  of  nonsensical  occurrences. 
It  is  npt  because  I  wish  to  be  disagreeable,  but  because  \  am  ' 
90  very  unhappy,  and  all  these  discussions  of  our  affairs  with 
my  family  have  accustomed,  me  to  speak  in  a  short,  sharp  man- 
ner. If  I  should  try  to  say  tender  or  affectionate  things  I 
shoftld  burst  into  tears  like  a  f ooK  But^  without  being  affec- 
tionate, I  could  be  more  amiable^  and  smile  and  talk  sometimes; 
that  would  make  my  aunt  so  happy,  and  would  cost  me  nothing; 
but  the  change  in  my  manner  would  be  so  marked  that,  through 
a  feeling  of  fal^e  shame^  I  do  not  dare  to  attempt  it 

And  yet,  I  am  very  fond  of  that  poor  woman,  whose  life  can 
be  summed  up  in  one  word,  ^*  devotion;**  and  I  would  like  to 
be  kind  to  her.  If  she  were  to  die,  I  should  feel  the  most 
poignant  remorse. 
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Tak(S  ^Andpapd)  who  made  me  impatient  sometimes  with 
his  childish  Wayg,  but  wh6s6  iigt  shbuld  have  Commanded  my 
respect.  I  often  spoke  crossly  to  him^  atld  when  he  wai^  par- 
alyzed t  felt  So  rtiuch  reniOrse  that  I  was  with  him,  and  waited 
upoti  him  nearly  ail  the  time  in  order  td  expikte  my  offenses 

And  then  grandp&pa  was  verjr  fond  of  me;  and  there!  the 
very  thought  of  hiibhas  mdde  me  cry.^ 

Friday^  Junt  :t5/>l,— The  Canroberts  havfe  wHtten.  me  a 
charming  letter,  and,  indeed^  everyone  has  been  full  of 
sympathy. 

This  ihorning,  hoping  to  meet  no  one  I  knew,  I  risked 
going  to  the  Petit  Hall)  where  there  is  an  exhibiti6h  of  loo 
masterpieces  for  the  benefit  of  sbme  one  or  Other.  There  are 
pictures  by  Decampil,  Delacroix^  Fortuny,  Rembrandt,  Rous- 
seau, Millet,  MeissOnier  (the  only  living  one),  and  others.  And, 
in  the  first  plbce^  I  Wish  to  make  my  apologies  to  Meissonier, 
of  whom  I  knew  little,  and  Whio  had  only  inferior  things  at  the 
last  eithibition  of  portraits.  Yes,  his  pictures  are  literally 
marvels* 

But  what  had  chiefly  induced  me  to  leaVe  the  seclusion  my 
mourning  imi^osed  upon  me  was  the  desire  to  see  Millet,  of 
whom  I  knew  nothing,  and  whose  praises  had  been  constantly 
diAned  into  my  earsv  **  Bastlen  is  only  a  weak  imitator  of 
him,"  they  Siid.  In  ishort,  I -longed  to  see  for  myself.  I  looked 
at  all  hig  pictdf^s,  and  1  stiall  return  to  look  at  them  again. 
Bastiett  imilaies  him,  if  you  chbose  to  have  it  so,  because  both 
paint  peasaiit^  both  are  great  artiste,  and  all  real  masterpieces 
have  ^  faffiity  liktnesst 

Cazih's  lafidtM:apes  ane  mcitsh  more  lik^  Millet's  than  Bastien's 
are.  Milled s  greatest  ments,  as  far  as  I  can  judge,  from  the 
six  pictUfefe  I  saw  to*day^  are  the  general  effect,  the  harmoni- 
ous arrangement,  the  atmosphere,  and  the  tranlspatendy  cf 
hiscotofihg.  His  figures  are  tt«iiftipDrtant,  treated  in  an  off- 
hand maAner,  but  broadly  and  naturally.  And  what  makes 
fiastien  anequaled  to-day  is  the  careful,  spirited^  and  life-like 
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execution  of  his  human  figures;  it  is  a  perfect  imitation  of 
nature— in  fact,  life  itself.  His  "  Evening  in  the  Village," 
which  is  only  a  small  picture,  is  certainly  equal  to  Millet;  there 
are  only  two  figures  in  it,  half  hidden  in  the  twilight.  But 
the  memory  of  his  **  Love  in  the  Village  "  irritates  me.  How 
faulty  the  background  is!  How  can  one  help  recognizing  that 
fact?  Yes,  in  his  large  pictures,  he  is  lacking  in  that  atmos- 
phere and  that  harmonious  arrangement  which  make  Millet's 
small  pictures  so  extraordinary.  Whatever  anyone  may  say, 
the  figures  should  always  be  the  chief  thing  of  a  picture. 

"  P^re  Jacques,"  in  its  general  effect,  is  superior  to  "  Love 
in  the  Village";  so  is  "Haymaking";  "  Pdre  Jacques"  is 
full  of  poetry;  the  little  girl  picking  flowers  is  a  charming 
figure,  and  the  old  man  is  well  done.  I  know  that  it  is  more 
difficult  to  give  to  a  large  picture  that  combination  of  delicacy 
and  strength  which  is  so  characteristic  of  Millet,  but  no  picture 
can  be  considered  a  great  one  if  it  does  not  possess  it.  In  a 
small  picture,  many  things  may  be  suggested  only.  I  speak  of 
small  pictures, where  the  general  effect  is  chiefly  considered  (not 
the  microscopic  fidelity  of  Meissonier),  like  those  of  Cazin,  for 
instance,  who  is  Millet's  disciple.  In  a  small  picture,  that 
strange  quality  called  charm,  which  is  due  to  the  general  effect 
rather  than  to  any  particular  detail,  can  be  given  with  a  few 
strokes  of  the  pencil;  while,  in  the  case  of  a  large  picture,  it 
becomes  a  very  different  thing,  and  it  is  exceedingly  difficult  to 
accomplish,  for  sentiment  must  rest  on  a  basis  of  science,  and 
these  are  often  as  difficult  to  combine  as  love  and  money. 

Saturday^  June  i6th. — I  refuse  any  longer  to  give  to  Bas- 
tien's  pictures  the  title  of  masterpieces.  Why  so?  Is  it 
because  I  can  not  endure  his  "  Love  in  the  Village,"  or 
because  T  have  not  the  courage  of  my  opinions?  A  man  must 
be  dead  before  we  dare  to  deify  him;  if  Millet  were  living 
what  would  people  say  of  him?  And  then  we  have  only  six  of 
Millet's  pictures  here;  can  we  not  find  six  of  equal  merit  in 
thr  Rue  Legendre?    "  Fas-MlchCy*  i;  "  Joan  of  Arc,"  2;  The 


JOURNAL   OF  MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF.  269 

portrait  of  his  brother,  3;  "  Evening  in  the  Village,"  4;  "  Hay- 
making," 5.  I  do  not  know  all  his  pictures,  and  he  is  not 
dead  yet.  Bastien  is  not  so  much  Millet's  disciple  as  is  Cazin, 
who  resembles  without  equaling  him.  Bastien  is  original  and 
himself.  One  always  imitates  some  one  in  the  beginning,  but 
one's  own  personality  soon  asserts  itself.  And,  moreover, 
poetry,  strength,  and  charm  are  always  the  same;  and,  if  to 
seek  these  is  imitation,  it  is  disheartening  indeed.  A  picture 
by  Millet  impresses  one  deeply,  and  Bastien  produces  the 
same  effect.    What  does  that  prove? 

Shallow  people  will  say  it  proves  imitation,  but  they  are 
wrong;  two  different  actors  can  move  us  in  the  same  way, 
because  real,  intense,  human  sentiments  are  always  the  same. 

Etincelle  devotes  a  dozen  very  pleasant  lines  to  me.  I  am 
a  remarkable  painter,  a  beautiful  young  girl,  and  a  pupil  of 
Bastien-Lepage.     What  do  you  think  of  that? 

I  saw  a  bust  of  Ernest  Renan  at  Sadnt-Marceaux's  studio, 
and  yesterday  I  saw  Renan  pass  in  a  cab,  and  recognized  him 
at  once.     So  the  likeness  must  be  good,  at  least. 

Monday^  June  18///. — Attention!  I  have  quite  an  important 
event  to  narrate.  I  granted  an  interview  at  1 1  o'clock  this 
morning  to  the  correspondent  of  the  Nouveau  Temps  (of  St. 
Petersburg),  who  had  written  requesting  it.  It  is  a  very 
important  paper,  and  this  Monsieur  B —  is  sending  to  it, 
among  other  things,  some  studies  upon  the  painters  of  Paris, 
and  as  "  you  occupy  among  them  a  notable  place,  you  will 
permit  me,  I  hope,"  etc. 

Before  going  down-stairs,  I  left  him  alone  for  a  few  minutes 
with  my  aunt,  that  she  might  make  my  entrance  more  effect- 
ive by  telling  him  how  young  I  was,  and  all  sorts  of  things. 
He  looked  at  all  the  pictures  and  took  notes:  When  did  I 
begin?  Where?  At  what  age  and  under  what  circumstances? 
Give  me  some  details!  etc.  I  am  an  artist  whom  the  corre- 
spondent of  a  great  journal  is  going  to  write  an  article  about. 

it  is  a  beginning,  and  one  that  the  mention  has  procured 
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for  me.  I  only  hope. that  the  article  will  be  a  good  one;  I  am 
not  quite  sure  that  the  correspondent's  notes  were  correct,  tor 
I  did  not  hear  all  that  was  said,  and  then  it  was  a  very  embar- 
rassing position  for  me.  It  was  my  aunt  and  Dina  who  told 
him  everything.  I  shall  await  the  article  with  the  greatest 
anxiety,  and  it  will  be  a  fortnight  before  it  will  appear. 

They  laid  special  weight  upon  my  youth.  . 

Thursday y  June  21st, — To-morrow,  the  distribution  of  prizes 
takes  place,  and  they  have  sent  me  a  list  which  includes  my 
name  (section  of  painting).  This  is  all  very  well,  but  I  hesi- 
1  tatc  to  go  J  it  is  notVorth  the  trouble,  and  then— 

What  makes  me  afraid?    I  do  not  know. 

Fridayy  June  ^a^.-^-Bojidar  has  been  here  since  9  o'clock. 
He  is  a  very  curioui3  being.  The'principal  trait  of  his  fantas- 
tic, careless,  Slav  character  is  his  love  of  improvisation. 
When  he  is  a  friend  of  any  one,  moreover,  his  imagination  is 
used  to  glorify  hie  fniend,  and  he  becomes  passionately 
attached  to  people  for  a  certain  length  of  time. 

Those  poor  artists!  Among  them  were  pale,  sensitive 
men,  of  forty-five  or  so,  with  shabby,  ill-made  clothes,  who 
went  to  receive  their  prizes  and  to  shake  the  hand  of  the  min- 
ister, Jules  Ferry. 

A  good  old  sculptor,  as  soon  as  he  received  his  little  box, 
bejgan  tp  open  it,  with  a  happy  smile,  like  that  of  a  child. 

I  was  a  little  nervous  as  I  looked  at  all  the  people  there, 
amd  I  thought  for  a  moment  th^t  it  would  be  a  frightful 
thing  to  rise  and  approach  that  table. 

iSy  aunt  and  Dina  were  seated  behind  me  on  a  beach,  for 
only  those  who  were  to  receive  prizes  had  a  right  to  chairs. 

Weil,  the  day  for  the  distribution  of  prizes  is  over,  and  it 
was  not  at  all  that  I  thought  it  would  be. 

Oh,  if  I  only  receive  a  medal  next  yeaV,  and  realize  my 
dreams  at  last!     To  be- applauded,  to  triumph! 

That  would  be  too  beantiful,  but  I  am  so  unlucky;  and  if  I 
should  receive  a  second  medal^  I  jshould  doubdiless  df^ire  a  first. 
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And  then  the  cross?  Why  not?  And  after  that?  Well, 
after  that,  I  should  like  to  enjoy  the  fruit  of -my  labor,  work 
constantly,  so  as  not  to  retrograde,  and  try  to  be  happy  and 
love  some  one.  ^ 

We  shall  see.  There  is  plenty  of  time.  I  shall  be  no 
uglier,  nor  look  any  older  five  years  from  now  than  I  do 
to-day.  And  if  I  should  marry  now,  I  might  regret  it,  per- 
haps. But  I  must  marry;  I  am  twenty-two  years  old,  and 
people  think  me  older,  not  that  I  look  very  aged;  but  When  I 
was  thirteen  at  Nice,  they  took  mc  for  seventeen,  and  I 
appeared  so. 

In  short,  I  must  marry  some  one  who  truly  Ick^es  me;  other- 
wise, I  should  be  the  most  unhappy  of  women.  But  it  would 
have  to  be  also  some  one  who  was  a  suitable  match  for  me. 

If  I  were  celebrated,  illustrious,  that  would  settle  evety- 
thing.  No;  I  must  not  count  upon  meeting  an  ideal  being, 
who  will  respect  and  love  me,  aud  who  is  at  the  same  time  a 
good  match.  Famous  wotnen  frighten  ordinary  men,  and 
geniuses  are  rare. 

Sunday,  /uft-e  2 ^tk.^^l  h&ve  been  thinking  of  the  silly  things 
I  wrote  to  Pietro.  For  instance,  when  I  said  that  1  thought  of 
him  every  evening,  that  I  was  constantly  longing  for  him,  and 
that  if  he  should  come  to  Nice  unexpectedly,  I  would  throw 
myself  into  his  arms.  And  people  thought  I  was  in  iove  with 
him;  my  readers  will  believe  it. 

But  never,  never,  never  was  this  the  case— no,  never! 

But  often,  on  a  summer  evening,  when  one  is  bored  and 
weary,  one  longs  to  cast  one's  self  into  the  arms  of  a  lover.  I 
have  had  such  longings  a  hundred  times;  and  then  I  had  a 
name  to  w^-ite,  a  real  being,  whom"  1  could  call  Pietro.  Bah! 
Pietro,  indeed! 

I  had  a  fancy  to  become  the  niece  of  a  great  Cardinal,  who 
might  some  day  be  Pope,  but  there  was  nothing  beyond  that. 

No;  I  have  never  been  in  love,  and  now  I  never  shall  be.  A 
3ian  must  be  very  superior  to  please  me,  now  that  I  have 
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become  so  exacting.  It  would  never  be  possible  for  me  to 
fall  in  love  with  some  young  fellow  simply  because  his  appear- 
ance and  manners  were  attractive. 

Thursday^  June  28///. — It  seems  to  me,  at  times,  that  this 
interminable  journal  contains  treasures  of  original  thoughts 
and  sentiments.  For  years,  my  journal  has  been  a  sort  of 
store-house,  and  I  keep  always  a  sheet  or  two  of  paper  with 
me  to  take  notes  for  it.  It  is  as  much  a  part  of  my  existence 
as  is  breathing.  I  must  either  win  peace  by  marrying,  or  by 
devoting  myself  entirely  to  work. 

Tuesday^  July  ^d. — The  picture  does  not  progress,  and  I  am 
in  despair.     I  have  no  consolation,  whatever. 

At  last  I  have  received  the  Nouveau  Temps^  containing  the 
article  on  the  artists  of  Paris.  It  is  very  good,  but  it  causes 
me  some  embarrassment,  because  it  says  that  I  am  only  nine- 
teen, when  I  am  older,  and  pass  for  even  older  than  I  am. 

But  it  will  produce  a  great  effect  in  Russia. 

Thursday^  July  12th, — The  Canroberts  came  to  breakfast, 
and  then  we  went  to  the  exhibition  in  the  Rue  de  S6ze.  What 
I  want  is  to  have  talent.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  there  were 
nothing  in  the  world  worth  having  except  that. 

Dressing  and  flirting  amount  to  nothing.  I  pay  consider- 
able attention  to  my  personal  appearance,  because  that  is  a 
form  of  art,  and  I  could  not  be  dowdy. 

This  constant  worry  is  making  me  ugly.  I  live  the  most 
secluded  and  solitary  life,  and  what  good  will  it  do  me? 

It  is  fine  to  tell  of  trials  and  privations  after  one's  genius 
has  been  recognized.  But  meanwhile?  I  do  not  think  it  was 
anything  so  wonderful  for  Benvenuto  Cellini  to  burn  the  work 
of  his  hands.  I  cast  into  the  flames  something  finer  and  more 
costly  than  that.  And  what  will  be  the  result?  He  knew 
what  it  would  be;  but  I? 

If  I  could  get  done  with  that  picture  of  the  street  boys,  I 
would  go  into  the  country,  into  the  real  country  with  broad 
horizons,  and  grassy  fields,  and  no  hills;  where  there  would  be 
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beautiful  sunsets,  meadows,  bushes,  roses,  wild  flowers,  and 
space — space!  and  I  would  paint  a  large  picture,  with  a  broad 
expanse  of  sky,  bushes,  and  wild  flowers. 

Friday^  July  13M. — Am  I  romantic  in  the  ridiculous  sense 
of  the  word?  or  am  I  really  superior  to  the  ordinary  run  of 
people,  for  my  sentiments  are  in  accord  only  with  what  is 
most  elevated  and  purest  in  literature;  and  Balzac  acknowl- 
edges that  writers,  as  a  rule,  are  guilty  of'  over-ornamenta- 
tion. 

And  what  of  love? 

What  is  love?  I  have  never  felt  it;  for  those  passing  fancies, 
inspired  by  vanity,  can  not  be  regarded  as  love.  I  have  shown 
preferences  for  certain  persons,  because  my  imagination 
needed  an  object  to  weave  its  fancies  about,  and  these  people 
were  preferred  by  me  because  it  was  a  necessity  of  my  **  great 
soul,"  and  not  because  of  their  own  good  qualities.  That  is 
all  the  difference,  and  it  is  an  enormous  one. 

Let  us  turn  abruptly  to  another  subject — art.  I  can  not 
tell  how  I  am  getting  on  with  my  painting.  I  copy  Bastien- 
Lepage,  and  that  is  deplorable.  A  copyist  can  never  equal 
the  original.  ^ 

One  can  never  be  great  until  one  has  discovered  a  new  and 
original  means  to  render  one*s  own  impressions. 

I  have  no  art. 

I  can  see  something  of  originality,  however,  in  my  "  Holy 
Women."  And  in  anything  else?  In  sculpture  it  is  different; 
but  in  painting! 

In  the  "  Holy  Women  "  I  imitate  no  one,  and  I  think  I 
shall  make  it  very  effective;  for  I  am  trying  to  put  great  sin- 
cerity into  the  mere  executfon  of  the  picture,  and  also  to 
express  all  the  emotion  with  which  the  subject  inspires  me. 

The  picture  of  the  boys  makes  me  think  of  Bastien-Lepage, 
although  I  have  taken  the  subject  from  the  streets,  and  it  is  a 
very  common-place,  every-day  one.     But  then,  the  fear  that  I 
am  imitaling  that  painter  is  always  a  worry  to.  me. 
47 
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Saturday^  July  i\th. — We  took  a  drive  to  see'  the  decora- 
tions, and  I  was  very  much  entertained. 

I  will  continue  niy  subject  of  yesterday. 

Have  you  read  Stendhal's  "  Love  *7 

1  am  reading  it  now. 

I  have  never  been  in  love  in  my  life,  or  else  I  have  never 
ceased  to  be  in  love  with  an  imaginary  'being.  Liet  us  see 
which' it  is. 

Read  this  book.  It  is  even  more  delicate  than  Balzac — 
more  true,  more  harmonious,  more  poetical. 

Ai;iid  it  expresses  exquisitely  what  all  the  world,  has  felt, 
even  I.  fiut  I  have  always  been  too  much  given  to  self- 
analysis.  '  ' 

I  have  never  been  really  in  love,  except  at  Nice,  when  I 
was  an  ignorant  child. 

And  then  I  had  a  sickly  fancy  for  that  horror  of  a  Pietro. 

I  can  remember  really  deli^cious  'moments  at  Naples,^when  I 
was  alone  oh  the  balcony  in  the  evening  listening  to  a  ser- 
enade; when  I  felt  transported  and  was  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy, 
with  no  other  reason  than  was  to  be  found  in  the  place,  the 
^hour^  and  the  music. 

1  have  never  had  such  sensations  in  Paris,  nor  anywhere 
else  except  in  Italy. 

If  I  did  not  fear  the  gossip  it  would  cause,  t  would  get 
married  at  once;  I  should  be  free  and  peaceful. while  await- 
ing the  coming  of  the  one.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  to  marry 
an  average  man,  who,  irreproachable  as  he  might  be,  would 
render  me  unhappy  or  would  bore  me  to  death ! 

Monday  J  July  i6th. — Crystallization  interests  me  extremely, 
and  I  am  convinced  that  there  is  yet  a  book  to  be  written 
upon  those  innocent  crystallizations,  which  really  never 
amohnt  to  anything.  ' 

Take  myself,  for  instance,  with  whom  complete  love  would 
be  possible  only  in  marriage,  or  some  other  'right-minded 
young  girl,  or  even  a  married  wonian  of  good  principles— we 
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are  not  exempt  from  the  shocks  which  c^use  crystallwations; 
but  these  pry^tallliations  Have  no  results,  and  permit  jnfe  to 
say  here  that  I  do  not  like  the  word  crystallization  |  biit  by 
the  use  of  it  you  can  avoid,  as  Stendhal  says,  a  long  explana- 
tory sentence,  and  therefor^  I^mplpy  it.  Crystallization  com- 
mences. If  the  "object "  possesses  aJt  perfection  imaginabfe, 
we  are  impelled  gemly  forward  and  we  reach  love;  the  essefi- 
tial  thing  is  to  love,  and  not  to-practice  the  thing  W[hich  Mon- 
sieur Alexraitdre  Duftias,  the  younger,  calls  ^^r»^.  If  th6 
"object"  is  not  perfect^  if  we  disoover  a  fault?,  be  It  ugliness, 
a  ridiculous  peculiarity,  a  lack  of  int^Uigertce,  or  anything, 
the  thing  stops  half-way.  I  believe, "also,  that  the:  progress  of 
love  can  be  arrested  by  an  effort  pf  will. 

Tuesday;  July  I'lth.-r-l  am  still  full  of  thoughts  of  crystalli- 
zations, which,  alas!  have  no  object. 

My  painting  is  improving  a  little.  Oh,  to  have  genius!  To 
efface  that  miserable  mention!  l^o  exhibit  the  picture  of  the 
boys;  and  the  \'  Holy  Women  *'  in  an  entirely  bla6k  frame,  and 
below,  the  texti  "  And  he*  rolled  a" great  stone  to  thexloor  of 
the  sepulchre  and  departed;  and  there  was  Mary  Magdalen, 
and  the  other  Mary,.sitting' over  against  the  sepulchre.'*  And 
a  statue,  **Nausicaa"  or  "Ariadne;**  the  casts  are  all  made 
and  "Ariadne'*  would  crpate  a  sensatiop:  They  would  say  that 
i^  was  I,  myself,; abandoned  by — ^whom?  And  "  Nausicaa?"  I 
love  them  both.  -  .      •  •  ■ 

There  are  three  things  (two  pictures  and  a  statue)  that  I 
desire  so  strongly  to  do  that!  have  become  really  supersti- 
tious about  the  matter. 

Love  can  not  absorb  me  completely;  it  will  be  a  charm- 
ing accessory,  the  crowning  of  the  edifice*  Well,  we  shall 
see.  ■    ^     ■  • 

Sunday,  July  Z2d.^^l  had  a  burning  pain  last  night  in  my 
right  side,  at  the  place  where  the  lung  is  affected.  I  have 
cjecidpd  at  last  to  submit  to  a  yeliow  stain  for  three  or  four 
montlas,  for  I  do  not  wtet  to  die  of  consumption.  ' 
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Wedfusdayy  July  25M. — Monsieur  X —  brought  us  the  two 
busts,  which  we  had  purchased  for  100  francs  apiece.  We 
kept  him  to  dinner. 

He  seemed  very  ill-at-ease,  although  he  affected  an  air  of 
composure;  I  felt  for  him,  imagining  that  he  must  be  longing 
to  get  away.  They  say  that  he  is  poor;  that  thought  pained 
me,  and  made  me  ashamed  that  I  had  paid  for  two  works 
of  art  only  about  as  much  as  a  new  hat  would  have  cost. 
Instead  of  making  me  more  amiable, all  this  gave  my  manners 
a  seeming  lack  of  cordiality,  and  I  was  angry  at  myself  for  it. 
The  poor  fellow  brought  his  overcoat  into  the  salon  and 
placed  it  upon  the  divan.  He  scarcely  uttered  a  word;  we 
had  a  little  music,  and  that  produced  a  certain  diversion;  he 
must  have  suffered  terribly  from  timidity.  I  can  not  see  that 
he  has  much  brains,  yet,  with  his  talents,  he  must  be  intelli: 
gent;  but  we  did  not  know  how  to  put  him  at  his  ease;  besides, 
his  is  a  wild  sort  of  nature;  he  must  be  very  proud  and  very 
unhappy.  At  all  events,  it  is  certain  that  he  is  poor  and  that  I 
bought  two  busts  of  him  for  200  francs.  It  makes  me  ashamed. 
I  should  like  to  send  him  100  francs  more;  for  I  have  150 
francs  in  my  purse,  but  I  don't  know  how. 

Thursday^  July  26M.^-The  weather  is  so  uncertain  that  I 
have  been  forced  to  stop  work  on  my  picture,  and  I  destroyed 
all  my  groups  in  clay  except  one,  which  is  not  yet  entirely 
finished;  and  then,  of  course,  Saint-Marceaux  came  to  call. 

What  heart-beatings,  crystallization,  etc. !  I  put  on,  took 
off,  and  put  on  again  two  or  three  dresses,  made  him  wait  a 
long  time,  and,  finally,  went  down  to  see  him,  badly  dressed 
and  very  red. 

He  is  very  amusing,  with  his  indignation  against  the  mod- 
ern school  and  the  disciples  of  realism.  He  says  one  must 
seek  a  certain  something,  which  is  art,  and  which  can  not  be 
explained  in  words. 

I  understand  what  he  means,  but —  He  saw  only  that  paltry 
group,  and,  from  that  he  told  me  to  continue.    It  is  disconcert- 
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ing;  the  reclining  man,  of  which  C —  advised  me  to  have  a  cast 
made  in  order  to  preserve  it,  was  in  the  hands  of  the  work- 
men, and  so  Saint-Marceaux  did  not  see  it.  I  have  had  no 
compliments  except  for  that  everlasting  portrait  of  Dina, 
which  everybody  thinks  so  good.  Saint-Marceaux  is  charm- 
ing, original,  clever,  and  very  nervous;  he  does  not  hesitate 
to  criticise  everything,  which  is  better  than  that  hypocrisy 
which  praises  everything  and  eveiybody.  He  saw  my  picture 
of  the  street  boys,  and  said  that  it  was  easy  to  paint  ordinary, 
common-place  things — ^peasants  and  such  things — but  the 
difficult  thing  was  to  paint  beautiful,  delicate  things,  full  of 
character. 

"And,  above  all,  strive  to  put  in  your  pictures  a  certain 
nameless  something  which  can  not  be  taught,  which  we  find 
only  in  ourselves,  and  which,  in  short,  is  art." 

Have  I  not  said  that?  Down  with  the  vile  copyists,  the 
photographers,  the  naturalists! 

But  I  can  not  help  a  feeling  of  pain  that  I  was  neither 
bright,  nor  pretty,  nor  witty  during  Saint-Marceaux^s  call. 

Friday^  August  ^d, — ^Bastien- Lepage  is  enough  to  drive  one 
wild..  When  you  study  nature  closely,  when  you  wish  to  imi- 
tate perfectly,  it  is  impossible  not  to  think  all  the  time  of  that 
great  artist. 

He  possesses  all  the  secrets  of  flesh-tints.  What  others  make 
is  painting;  his  works  are  nature  itself.  We  hear  much  about 
the  realists;  but  the  realists  do  not  know  what  reality  is;  they 
coarsen  everything, .  and  think  they  are  representing  the 
truth.  Realism  does  not  consist  in  the  .  reproduction  of  a 
vulgar  thing,  but  in  executing  the  thing  in  the  most  perfect 
manner  possible.  I  do  not  wish  what  I  do  to  be  painting;  I 
want  it  to  be  flesh  and  alive. 

When  one  has  worked  like  a  dog  all  day  long,  it  is  hard  to 
realize  that  one*s  work  has  been  of  no  avail,  and  only  a  dry 
and  worthless  thing  has  been  produced. 

And  the  memory  of  that  monster  of  Damviliers  paralyzes 
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me.  .  The  picture  is  broad,  simple,  true^  and  all  the  details  of 
nature  are  there,     A h^  misery! 

Sunday^  August  "^tk, — They  say  that  L  have  had  «a  love  affair 
with.C — ,  and  that  that  is  the  reason  I  do  not  marry;  for 
otherwise  people  can  hot  understand  why,  a^  I  have  a  fine 
dowry,  I  have  not  yet  become  a  counttes  or  a  nlarquise. 

The  fools!  Fortunately,  you  handful  of  the  upper  crust, 
superior  brings,  you  dearly,  beloved  frierids  who  are  reading 
these  pages^  nowkpow  how  cotrdct  ybur  .conjectures  were. 
But  when  the  time  comes  for  you, to  cead  me,,aU  those  of 
whom  I  spedk  will,  probably  be  dead,  and  C^—  will  cirry  to 
the  tomb  the  sweet  conviction  that  he  was  loved  by  ayoung 
and  beautiful  foreigner,  who,  captivated  by  hisgrabes,  etc 
The  idiot!  And;dthers  will  also  believe  it.  The  idiotsi  Biit  yon 
know  well  that  it  is  not  so.  It  would  be  poetical^  perhaps,  to 
refuse  little  matquises  fdr  love's  sweet  sake;  but/ alas!  I  refuse 
them  through  plain  common  sense*  j.  .  .  ^     •  >  ^:  . 

Tunday,  .August  ^th, — The  blood  rushed  to  ray  face  as  I 
thought  that,  in  a  >iireek,  it  will  be  fvvt  months  siiiae  I  finished 
my  *S<i/t?»  picture.  What  have  I  done  iil  five  nlonthfe?  Nothing 
yfet.:  To  be  sure,  I  have  accolnplished  something  in  sculpture; 
but  that  does  nbt  tount.  The  **  Street  Boys "  is  not  fiti- 
ished.  '  .    '      . 

I  am  very.  Unhappy — ^riobsly  .unhappy:  N.  N —  dined 
here,  arid  he  retailed  to  me  his  catalogue  of  the  Museum  of 
the  Louvre,  speakiftg  of  the.position  of  almost  eVery  picture. 
He  had  learned  it  by  heart  to  xx)nqudr  my  good  graces.  He 
believes  that  he  can  do  so,, and  that  there  is  a  possibility  of 
my  marrying  hiin.  ..To  hbve  feuchan  opinion,  he  must  believe 
that  I  am  at  my  wits'  ends  for •  a  husband.  Is  it,  perhaps, 
because  he  thinks  my  beauty  is  fading?  1 
.jA'fterhis  departure,  I  nearly  fainted  4way  with  grief  and 
indignation.  What  have  I  done  to  God  that  He  shbuld  strike 
me  blow  after  blow  ill  thi^  .way?  What  doe^  that  modbnt 
V.^^hM  belb^VQ?  >.If  he  i«  not  convinced  thatTshdll  ineVer 
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lovS  anything  but  art,  what  does  he  think?    And  yet  a  mar- 
riage of  love  is  out  of  the  question,  it  seems. 

Then  what  is  it  that  makes  me  cross  and  impatient?  What 
makes  my  every-day  life  so  miserable?  It  is  a  strong  force 
within  me,  sonaething  that  there  are  ao  words  in  my  scanty 
vocabulary  to  express. 

The  idedi  of  a  picture  or  a  statue  will  keep  me  awake  night 
after  night;  the  thought  of  a  handsome  man  has  never  had 
that  effect. 

I  have  been  to  the  Louvre  this  morning  to  look  at  Raphael's 
pictures,  in  consequence  of  something  I  read  in  Stendhal. 
Well,  do  what  I  may,- from  what  I  saw  there,  I  can  not  like 
him.  I  like. better  thq  ingenuous  effects  of.  the  earliest  painters. 

Raphael  is  paltry  and  false. 

Divine,  divine,  you  say.  Divine — is  he  divine?  Anything 
divine  should  carry  us  out  of  ourselves  and  transport  our 
thoughts  to  celestial  regions. 

Raphael  wearies  me,- 

Who,  then,  is  divine?  I  do  not  know.  Why  does  Stendhal 
say  that  Raphael  paints. souls?    In  which  of  his  pictures? 

That  is  an.  admiration  which  I  can  not  attain  to.  No,  I 
prefer  the  eariy  artists,  simple  and  wonderful  men,  among 
jihum  is  the  grei^t  Perqgino.  But  what  do  J  care  for  those 
enorm^us^  absurd  canvases,  full  of  technique  and  knowledge, 
or  even  Rubens*  masses  of  flesh?  They  bore  me!  What  do  I 
§ay  tp  Raphael's  Madonnas,  or  ^*The  Marriage  in  Cana?" 
Why,  there  is  nothing  divine  about  them.  His  Madonnas 
are  ordinary — and  his  children!  Well,  I  must  see  again  his 
pictures  that  are  in  Italy.  The  memory  that  I  have  of  them 
is  not  pleasant.  The  *^'Madonna  della  Sedia"  is  a  pfetty^ 
delicate  woman  qf  the  Italian  type.  I  see.  more.  diviaityJn 
Michael  Angelo's*  Raphael  Sanzia,  Listen  to  that  high- 
sounding  name! 

:  J  would  like  to  paint  only  things  which  move  one,  mahe  the 
pulses  throb,  or  set  gne  dreaming— something  which  touches 
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the  heart  like  the  simple  little  pictures  of  Cazin;  the  size 
matters  little,  but  if  one  could  achieve  that  effect  in  a  large 
picture  it  would  be  superb.  But  how  many  are  there  who 
appreciate  Cazin? 

Saturdayy  August  nth, — I  have  been  reading  Stendhal's 
history  of  painting,  and  the  intelligent  man  thinks  exactly 
as  I  do.  Yet  it  seems  to  me  that  he  strives  too  hard  to  be 
sarcastic  and  original. 

I  felt  a  painful  surprise  when  I  read  his  opinion  that,  to 
paint  grief,  one  ought  to  be  well-posted  in  physiology. 

Why? 

If  I  do  not  feel  the  sentiment,  how  can  physiology  teach 
me  to  do  so?  The  muscles!  Oh,  Lord!  A  painter  who 
attempts  to  depict  grief  physiologically,  without  having  seen 
it,  understood  it,  felt  it  (literally),  will  never  b^  anything  but 
a  cold,  dry  artist.  It  is  as  if  one  should  advise  some  one  in 
trouble  to  grieve  according  to  certain  rules. 

Feel  first,  and  then,  if  you  wish,  use  your  reason.  Analysis 
can  do  nothing  but  confirm  the  first  impression.  The  study 
would  simply  be  one  of  pure  curiosity. 

You  can  analyze  the  component  parts  of  tears,  if  you  like, 
to  learn  logically  and  scientifically  what  color  they  should  be 
painted.  But  I  prefer  to  paint  them  as  I  see  them,  without 
even  knowing  why  they  are  what  they  are,  and  not  something 
else. 

Sunday y  August  12th. — The  idea  that  Bastien-Lepage  was 
to  come,  unnerved  me  to  such  a  degree  that  I  could  do 
nothing.     It  is  really  ridiculous  to  be  so  impressionable. 

The  Pope  dined  with  us!  We  talked  all  through  dinner. 
Basticn-Lepage  is  exceedingly  intelligent,  but  less  brilliant 
than  Saint- Marceaux.  I  did  not  show  him  any  of  my  paint- 
ings— not  one,  not  one,  not  one!  I  said  nothing;  that  is  to 
say,  I  was  not  brilliant,  and  when  he  began  an  interesting  con- 
versation, I  did  not  know  how  to  answer  him,  nor  could  I 
even  follow  his  crisp,  bright  sentences  whith  were  so  like  his 
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paintings.  If  it  had  been  Julian,  I  should  have  answered  himj 
for  that  is  the  sort  of  conversation  that  suits  me  best.  He  is 
intelligent,  he  understands  everything,  he  is  even  learned,  and 
I  feared  to  display  any  ignorance. 

When  he  said  things  to  which  I  should  have  responded  in 
a  manner  to  display  the  best  qualities  of  my  mind  and  heart, 
I  was  stupidly  silent. 

I  can  not  even  write;  I  am  completely  disorganized  to-day. 

I  long  to  remain  alone — all  alone  by  myself,  to  think  about 
the  powerful  impression  this  man  has  made  upon  me.  Ten 
minutes  after  he  arrived,  I  had  mentally  capitulated  and 
accepted  his  influence  over  me. 

I  said  nothing  that  I  ought  to  have  said.  He  is  a  demi-god, 
and  he  knows  it.  I  have  even  strengthened  him  in  that  belief. 
To  ordinary  eyes,  he  is  small  and  ugly;  but,  to  me  and  people 
of  my  stamp,  his  face  is  charming.  What  does  he  think  of 
me?  I  was  awkward  and  I  laughed  too  much.  He  said  he 
was  jealous  of  Saint-Marceaux.     A  fine  triumph  for  me! 

Thursday y  August  16 fh. — To  say  that  I  had  met  with  a  great 
misfortune  would,. perhaps,  be  an  exaggeration;  but  what  has 
happened  can  really  be  considered,  even  by  the  most  sensible 
people,  as  a  heavy  blow. 

It  is  stupid,  too,  as  all  misfortunes  are. 
-  I  was  going  to  send  my  picture  to  the  Triennial  the  20th  of 
August,  the   last  day  of  grace;  and  it  is  not  the  20th,  but 
to-day,  the  i6th,  which  is  the  last  day  of  grace. 

My  nostrils  dilate,  I  have  pains  in  my  back,  and  my  hands 
tremble  as  though  I  had  the  palsy. 

After  having  been  beaten,  one  must  feel  as  I  do. 

I  went  and  hid  in  the  bath-room  to  weep  out  nay  misery;  it 
was  not  a  very  romantic  spot,  but  it  was  the  only  place  where 
I  would  not  be  interrupted. 

If  I  had  shut  myself  up  in  my  room,  they  would  guess 
why  I  had  done  so  after  having  received  such  a  blow.  It  is, 
I  think,  the  first  time  that  I  have  hidden  myself  to  cry,  with 
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my  eyes  closed  and  my  mouth  twisted  up  like  a  child  or  a 
clown.  And  after  that?  Well,  after  that,  I  went  to  niy  study 
and  remained  there  until  my  eyes  had  lost  their  redness. 

Once,  some  time  ago,  I  wept  in  mamnia's  arms;  and  this 
grief,  shared,  so  to  speak,  was  such  a  cruet  humiliation  to  me 
for  months  afterward,  that  I  will  never  again  weep  for  a  per- 
sonal misfortune  before  anyone.  One  can  shed  tears  in  the 
presence  of  anyone,  ho  niatter  who,  ^rorh  anger  or  for  the  death 
of  Gambetta,  for  instance;  but  to  parade  one's  weakness, 
poverty  of  spirit,  misery,  humiliation— never!  It  may  be  a 
consolation  for  {he  time  being,  but  you  will  repqnt  it  ever 
afterward. 

While  wieeping  in  the  bath-roorti,  I  found  the  expression  I 
want  for  my  Magdalen,  who  can  not  look  at  the  sepulchre, 
and  who  stares. fixedly,  before  her,  as  I  did  ftt.tdat  moment.  I 
must  paint  he'f  with  her 'eyes  wide  open,  just  after,  having 
wept  bitterly.  .   '.         '  ', .  '  ." 

God  is  unjust,  and  if '.He  does  not'  exist,  to  whom  can  I 
appeal?  He  punishes  me  for  "haying  doubted  Him.  He  does 
everything  to  make  me  doubt.  Him,  anU  then,  when  I  do 

e  strikes  me  over  the  head;  arid  when  I  persist 
in  believing  in  Him  and  praying  to  Him,  He  strike's  me  harder 
still,  to  teach  me  patience.  .    '    '.  .' 

Friday^  August  I'jfk. — People  do  riot  believe  in  my  timidity; 
i't  is  diie,  however,  to""  an 'excess  "o"fprid^.*  .'.       -   -'^^ 

I  have  a  horror  and  a  terroi"  of  asking  ariything;  it  hiiist  be 
offered 'to  me.  If,  after  t  have  workfed  myself  up. to  the 
propel 
never  ^ 

ity.  times' before  I  dare  to  say 
I  intend  to  paint  or  exhibit  a  picture;  it  stems' to  me  *^that 
people  are  laughing  at  me;  that  I  dori^t  kribw  ^n'ythfpg^  ^^^t  I 
am  pretentious  and  ridicul'oul  '  -     .     •    . 

When  A'riyorie  looks  at'a  pi<:ture*olF  mXnttdnydhe'mtkiis  4n 
artist,-  of  course),'  I  fetire  as  tar  away  as  I  can,  I  am  So  afraid 
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of  ad  ady^erse  word  or  look.  However^RoberUFieury  does 
not  suspect  that  I  have  so  little  confidence  in.  myself.  As  I 
speak  i|i  a  boasting  sort  of  way^  he  thinks  that  I  have  a  high 
opinion  of  myself,  and  believe  myself  to  have'  great  talent. 
Gonspquently,  he  thinks  that  there  is.no  need  of  encdurag'ing 
me,  and  if  I  should  tell  him  my  doubts  and  hesitations  he 
would  laugh  at  me.  I  spoke  to  him  on  the  subject  once,  and 
he  took  it  as  a  joke.  That  isf  a  great  error  into  which  1  have 
fallen;  Bastien-Lepage  knows,  I  think,  that  I. am  frightfully 
afraid  of  hipi,  and  he  believes  himself  to  be  a  god. 

Monday ^  August  2otk. — I  have  been  singing;  it  is  a  beautiful* 
night,  and  the  moonlight  streams  in  through  the  large- window 
of  the  studio.  One  ought  to  be  able  to  bp  happy.  Yes,  if 
one  had  the  luck  to  fall  in  love.     In  love  with  whom?. 

Tuesday y  August  .2  ist,-^No^  I  shall  not  die  until  Lap  forty 
years  old,  like  Mademcaselie  Colignbu;  When  I  am  about 
thirty-five  I  shall  be  very  ill,  and:  at  thirtyisixtDrsevin- Ishall 
spend  a  winter  in  bed.  And  my  last  wishes?  I  shall  simply 
ai^k  a  statue  and  a  portrait  from  Saint-Marceaux  and  Jules 
Bastien-Lepage,  to  be  placed  in  a  prominent  place  in  some 
chapel  of  Paris,  surrounded  by  flowers^  and,  forever,  s^t  each 
anniversary  of  my  death,  masses  by  Verdi  and  Pergoiese, 
and  other  music  shall  be  sung  by  the  most  celebrated  sing- 
ers.-' 

And  then  I  will  found  a  prize  for  artists,  both  male  and 
female.  '•  '  '  ■  ^ 

Instead  of  thinking  about  that,  Jiowever,  J  want  to  live. 
But  I  have  no  genius,  and  it  is  much  better  to  die. 

Monday y  August  :21th. — I  have  given?  my  picture  of;  the 
angler  to  the  Ischia  lottery;  tickets  are' for  sale  at  Petit'sin 
the  Rue  de  S6ze.  My  angler  is  good,  and  the  water  is  well 
painted,  they  say.  I  would  never  have  believed  it.  y.  We  are  all 
fools.  What  is  the  use  of  doing  artistic  work>  Thi  multi- 
tude will  never  appreciate  it.  Do  you  cafe  for  what  the 
multittide  thinks  of  you?  ^  Yes;  that  is,  I  should' like  to  have 
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everybody  familiar  with  my  name,  in  order  that  I  might  have 
the  more  admiration. 

Wednesday,  August  29M. — I  cough  all  the  time,  in  spite  of 
the  warm  weather;  and  this  afternoon,  while  the  model  was 
resting,  I  laid  down  on  the  divan  and  had  a  vision  of  myself 
stretched  out  with  a  tall,  lighted  candle  beside  me. 

That  will  be  the  end  of  all  my  troubles. 

Death?    I  am  terribly  afraid  of  it. 

And  I  don't  want  to  die.  It  would  be  frightful.  I  don't 
know  how  happy  people  feel,  but  I  am  right  to  complain,  since 
I  have  nothing  more  to  expect  of  God.  When  that  supreme 
refuge  fails,  one  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  die.  Without  God 
there  can  be  no  poetry,  no  affection,  no  genius,  no  love,  no 
ambition. 

The  passions  cause  us  doubts,  aspirations,  desires,  furious 
thoughts.  We  need  a  Being  above  all  this — a  God  to  Whom 
we  can  tell  our  enthusiasms  and  address  our  prayers;  a  God 
Who  is  all  powerful,  and  of  Whom  we  can  ask  anything, 
to  Whom  we  can  disclose  our  most  secret  thoughts.  I 
should  like  to  have  all  remarkable  «nen  confess  the  truth, 
and  say  if,  when  they  have  been  very  much  in  love,  very 
ambitious,  or  very  unhappy,  they  have  not  had  recourse  to 
God. 

Vulgar  natures,  however  intelligent  and  learned  they  may 
be,  can  dispense  with  Him;  but  those  who  have  the  spark, 
even  if  they  are  learned  in  all  sciences,  even  if  their  reason 
bids  them  doubt,  such  people  are  possessed,  at  least  at  times, 
by  a  passionate  belief. 

I  am  not  very  learned,  but  all  my  reflections  lead  to  this 
conclusion:  The  God  that  we  are  taught  to  believe  in  is  an 
invention.  Let  us  speak  no  more  of  the  God  of  religion,  or 
religions,  rather. 

But  the  God  of  men  of  genius,  the  God  of  philosophers, 
the  God  of  people  who  are  possessed  of  more  than  average 
intelligence,  like  you  and  I — that  God  is  unjust  if  He  does  not 
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listen  to  us;  or,  if  He  is  a  wicked  God,  I  don't  see  what  busi- 
ness He  has  to  exist. 

But  if  He  does  not  exist,  why  has  there  been  this  universal 
craving  for  something  to  adore,  among  c^l  nations  and  in  all 
ages?  Is  it  possible  that  there  is  nothir^  which  can  answer 
to  these  aspirations,  which  are  inborn  in  all  men;  to  this 
instinct  which  leads  us  to  seek  the  Supreme  Being,  the  great 
Master,  God? 

Saturday^  September  %th, — This  has  been  a  good  day.  I 
have  finished  the  portrait  of  Louis.  We  went  to  Versailles, 
and  in  the  evening,  after  a  call  on  the  Mar6chale,  Claire  and 
I  threw  ourselves  down  on  the  floor  in  the  salon,  as  we  do 
every  evening.  We  talked  about  art,  as  we  also  do  every 
evening;  but  to-night  there  was  more  real  intimacy  than  usual, 
and  it  is  at  such  times  especially  that  I  think  of  my  picture. 
It  shall  be  something  full  of  poetry — calm,  simple,  broad. 

You  see  my  aspirations  are  not  so  lofty  but  that  they  may 
well  be  realized.     Well,  we  shall  see. 

My  new  picture  should  be  grand  and  simple. 

Thursday,  September  i^th, — I  read  in  "Stendhal"  that  our 
sorrows  appear  less  bitter  when  we  idealize  them.  This  is 
exceedingly  true.  But  how  can  I  idealize  mine?  It  is  impos- 
sible! They  are  so  bitter,  so  miserable,  so  frightful,  that  I 
can  not  speak  of  them  even  in  these  pages  without  wounding 
myself  horribly.  How  can  I  say  that  at  times  I  don't  hear 
well?  Well,  may  the  will  of  God  be  done!  This  phrase  comes 
to  me  mechanically,  and  I  almost  believe  it;  for  I  am  going  to 
die  quite  naturally  in  my  bed  without  violence. 

I  am  reconciled,  for  I  am  uneasy  about  my  eyes.  I  did  not 
work  or  read  for  a  fortnight,  and  they  were  no  better.  I  have 
palpitations,  and  see  floating  specks  in  the  air.  ,. 

It  is,  perhaps,  because  for  the  last  two  weeks  I  had  had 
bronchitis,  which  would  keep  in  bed  any  one  else  in  the  world, 
and  yet  I  walk  about  as  if  nothing  were  the  matter  with 
me.  ,    .. 
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I  haVfe  been  working  on  Dina's  portrait,  but  with  spirits  so 
depressed  that  it  will  probably  give  me  more  white  hdirs. 

Saturday^  September  i^th, — This  morning  I  weht  to  the 
Salon  to  see  Bastien*s.pictures.  What  tan  I  say?  Hfe  is  the 
jewel  of  jewels.  There  are  three  portraits,  which,  to  use  the 
words  of  Julian,  who  dined  with  us  to-night,  are  enough  to 
drive  one  wild.  Never  has~  anything  like  theiii  been  done 
before.  They  are  alive;  they  have  souls.  In  execution  there 
is  nothing  which  can  be  compared  to  them,  for  they  are  nature 
itself.  It  is  foolish  to  att^ihpt  to  paint  after  sfeeing  the 
products  of  his  brush. 

He  has  a  Httle  picture  entitled  "  Ripe  Wheat.*-  It  repre- 
sents a  man  mowing  with  his  back  toward  the  spectator.  It 
is  an  excellent  picture.  ' 

Then  thfete  are  two  life-size  paintings — "  Haymdking  "  dnd 
"The  Potato  Diggers." 

What  color!  what  draviring!  whatexecuUdn!;  There  is  the 
wealth  of  tones  which  is  to  be  found  only  ih  nature  itself. 
And  the  figures  live!  •  ' 

•  The  coloHng  enchants  you  with  its  diving  simplicity,  and 
you  gaze  at  the  canvas  in  pure  delight. 

I  entered  the  room  without  knowing  what  was  ttiere,  and  I 
stopped  short  as  my  eyes  rested  upon  '*  Haymaking/'  a^  one 
would  stop  at  the  une^tpected  sight  of  d' lovely  landscape 
through  an  open  window. 

I  can  do  no  justice  to  the  beauty  of  this  picture.  Basti^nr 
Lepage  is  a  hundred  leagues  above  anjrone  else.  No  one  can 
be  compared  to  him. 


I  am  really  ill,  and  I  hdVe  applied  an  enormdua  blister  to 
my  chest.  Aftef  that,  doubt  my  courage  aAd  my  desii'e  to 
live,  if  you  like.  No  One  knows  it  except  Rosalie;  I  walk 
about  the  studio,  read,  laiigh  and  sing  with  ^oniethihg  of  my 
old  beauty  of  voice.  As  I  often  do  nothing  on  Sunday^,  it 
astonishes  no  one  that  I  am  idle  to-day. 


JOURNAL   OF   l^ARIE  .  RASHKlKTSEEF.  287 

Tt^fsday^  Se^teml^r  i8/^. — It  ^ippegirs  tjiat  ttie  jpterest  the 
p.uQsian  press  has  shown  in  me  h^s  inspire^  a  certaip  interest 
in  everybody  else,  aq4  a^^ong  others  in  the  Gr^qd  Duche.^s 
Catharinq. .  Mamnia  is  verj  intiifiatejyith  her  grand  charnber- 
lain  and  his  family,  apd  they  hgvje  spoken  seriously  of  p[iy  being 
appointed  to  the  post  of  lady  of  honor.  But  I  njustbp  pre- 
sentpij  to  tf)e  Gr^nd  Djichesp  firs»t.,  The  subject;  was  niA^ch 
talked  abqut;  but  mamma. w;as  wrong. to  return  here,  and  let 
the  matter  progress  wUhout  her. 

And  then— my  lofty  aqul  demands  a  sister  soul — I  ,shall 
nev^r  have  a  woip^n  friend.  Qlaj re  sjay^  tf^at  I  qan  r^pyer  have 
a  girl  friend,  because  I  have  none  of  the  little  secrets  and 
stories  that  a  yqung, girl  qsuallyha^,         ./    .     » 

**  You  are  too  good;  you  have  nothing  to  hide." 

Weimsdayy  September  26///,*— Now-  that  the  vp^ations  ^re 
forgotten,  Irecallrthatpiy  father  had  something  good,  original, 
^nd  witty  about  hiip-  He  was  thoughtless,  and  seemed  frivo- 
lous and  rude  to  m^ny  people.  H^was  ^  little  col4  and  tricky, 
perhaps;  but  who  is  vyithqut;  bi^  faults?  flave  I  myself  none? 
I  blame  .myself  fqr  my  treatment  of  him,  apd  it  brings  the  tears 
\Q  my  eyes.  . 

Perhaps  I  should  )iaye  gone  to  him.  It  would  have  beep 
through  a  ^ense  of  ,what  was  proper,  for  I  had  nq  feeling  about 
the  m^atter. 

But  would  it  have  been  a  meritorious  action?     I  think  not: 

I  had  no  feeling,  and  God  wiU  punish  mje  for  it;  but  is  it  my 
fault?  Apd  thpp,  will  the  mox^.  softened  sentiments  I  feel  this 
evening,  be :Ch^rgpd  up  to  my  credit?  .     «:. 

Are  we  responsible  for  the  good  or  bad  sentiments  v^p  really 
feel?  .      i     ; 

.  Oi>e  shou-ld  do  ope*s  duty,  you  reply.  It  was  not  a  qupstiojj 
of  duty.  We  were  speaking  of  sentiments,  and  as  I  did  n9t 
feel  the  necessity  of  going,  how  woi^ld  God  judge  me? 

Yei^,  I  regret  that  \  did  not  (eel  the  tencjerness  I  cjo  this 
evening.     He  is  dead,  and  it  is  too  late  to  repair  ii^y  mjftaker 


288  JOURN^AL   OF  MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

What  would  it  have  cost  me  to  go  and  do  my  duty,  for  it  was 
my  duty  to  go  to  my  dying  father.  I  did  not  understand  it  at 
the  time,  but  yet  I  do  not  feel  wholly  blameless;  I  did  not  do 
my  duty,  and  I  should  have  done  it.  I  shall  regret  it  forever. 
Yes,  I  did  not  do  right,  and  I  regret  it;  I  am  ashamed  of 
myself,  which  is  very  painful  for  me  to  bear.  I  am  not  trying 
to  excuse  myself;  but  do  you  not  think  that  mamma  should 
have  told  me  what  to  do?  Well,  yes,  I  know  she  was  afraid 
of  overtaxing  my  strength,  and  then  the  family  reasoned  in 
this  way:  "  If  Marie  is  with. her  mother,  they  will  remain  there 
six  months;  but  if  Marie  remains  here,  her  mother  will  return 
more  quickly.  '* 

Alas!  there  is  always  some  secret  influence  at  work,  of  which 
one  knows  nothing. 

Monday^  October  ist. — The  body  of  our  great  writer,  Tourgue- 
neff,  who  died  a  fdrtnight  ago,  was  sent  to  Russia  to-day. 
There  was  a  grand  ceremony  of  farewells  at  the  station.  There 
were  speeches  by  Monsieur  Renan,  Monsieur  About  and 
Vyrouboff,  a  Russian  who  spoke  French  very  well,  and  who 
moved  me  more  than  the  others.  About  spoke  very  low,  and 
I  could  scarcely  hear  him;  but  Renan,  whom  I  recognized  from 
Saint-Marceaux's  bust,  was  excellent,  and  the  last  farewell  was 
very  powerful.  Bogolipuboff  also  pronounced  a  eulogy.  In 
short,  I  was  proud  to  see  a  Russian  honored  by  those  horribly 
haughty  Frenchmen. 

I  love  them,  but  I  despise  them. 

They  let  Napoleon  die  at  Saint  Helena.  That  was  mon- 
strous — ^an  abominable  crime,  an  eternal  shame  to  France! 

Rome,  however,  assassinated  Caesar. 

And  the  French  maltreated  Lamartine,  who,  in  antiquity, 
would  have  had  altars  raised  to  him,  as  Dumas  the  younger 
so  justly  remarks. 

And  then  I  have  another  grudge  against  them,  which  is 
more  personal:  They  have  never  recognized  the  genius  of  Bas- 
tien-Lepage. 
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After  the  Tourgueneff  ceremonials,  we  went  to  the  Salon^ 
and  I  can  not  see  Bastien's  pictures  without  my  heart  beating 
with  enthusiasm — concealed  of  course;  for  if  I  should  give 
voice  to  my  enthusiasm,  people  would  think  I  was  in  love  with 
him. 

MeiSsonier!  But  Meissonier  is  only  a  cunning  trickster. 
He  makes  microscopic  things  in  a  way  to  astonish  you  so 
much  that  it  almost  amounts  to  emotion.  But  when  he 
attempts  to  do  anything  else — when  his  heads  are  more  than  a 
third  of  an  inch  long — he  becomes  harsh  and  ordinary;  but 
people  do  not  dare  to  say  it  and  everybody  admires  him, 
although  all  his  Salon  pictures  are  simply  fair  and  correct  in 
their  execution. 

But  is  this  art?  People,  adniirably  dressed,  playing  on  the 
piano  or  riding  horseback?  Why,  there  are  msiny  genre  paint- 
ers who  can  (Jo  as  well. 

The  finest  and  most  wonderful  thing  of  his  that  I  have  seen 
is  the  **  Ball  Players,**  upon  the  highway  of  Antibes.  It  is 
a  scene  from  real  life,  although  the  costumes  are  antique;  it  is 
full  of  air  and  sunlight,  and  it  is  so  small  and  so  wonderfully 
painted  that  it  is  simply  astounding. 

The  picture  of  himself  and  his  father  on  horseback  is  also 
fine;  and  so  is  "The  Engraver.**  The  expression  and  pose 
are  strong  and  true— this  thinker  and  worker  touches  us 
and  interests  us,  and  the  details  are  miraculous.  There  is 
also  a  picture  of  his  of  a  cavalier  of  Louis  XIII.'s  time,  look- 
ing out  of  a  window;  it  is  the  same  size  as  "  The  Engraver," 
and  this  is  also  human,  natural,  simple — a  bit  of  life,  in 
short. 

As  far  as  his  other  pictures  go,  I  class  them  in  the  ranks  of 
good,  careful,  genre  paintings;  and,  if  it  wdre  not  for  the 
masterpieces  I  have  cited,  Meissonier  would  never  have 
attained  the  celebrity  he  has. 

His  portraits,  when  the  head  is  only  two-thirds  of  an  inch 
long,  are  not  bad;  but,  the  larger  they  ^re,  the  worse  they  are. 

19 
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I  salute  him  and  pass  on;  he  will  n^ver  move  me  to  enthu- 
siasna.  But  look  at  the  portraits  of  Bastien-Lepage!  The 
jnajority  of  people  would  cry  out  in  deprecation,  if  I  should 
say  that  th^y  arp  infinitely  better  than  Meissonier's;  ^nd.yet  it 
is  an  incontestable  fact. 

But  ^11  envious  people  use  old,  recQgnize;d  genius  as  a  bat- 
tering ram  to  Knock  down  tho^e  who  seem  dangerous  to  them. 
Nothing  can  be  compared  to.the  portrait3  of  Bastien-Lepage. 
Deny  the  merit  of  his  picture?,  if  yon  choose — ^you  can  not 
understand  them;  but  his  portraits!  From  the  beginning  of 
the  world  up  to .  t^e  present  tin^e^  no  one  has  done  anything 
bettpr. 

Saturday^  October  6th, — That  excellent,  that  gopcJ,  that  kind 
Robert-Fleury  \\^^  bepn  to  se^  my  picture.  .  Excellent,  good, 
and  kind!  "You  see  from  this,  of  course,. that  he  did  not  scold 
me.     His  first  words  were,  "  That  looks  very  well." 

I  interrupted  him  ^t  once.        ,  ,  .  . 

"  No,  Monsieur,  I  beg  of  you,  do  not  flatter  pae.  I  dp  not 
wish  it.  That  horrible  Julian  s^ys  thaitpepple  flatter  ine;  that 
X  know  nothing;  that^ — *' 

"But  I  ask  your  pardon,  Mademojselle;  I  have  always 
treated  you  as  an  earnest  pupil— ^s  .one  who  \^as  entii:ely  seri- 
ous in  her  work." 

"  Monsieur  Julian  says  that  I  know  npthiiig;  that — " 

"  Ap4  you  allow  bin^  to  tease  yQU?";       .      . 

And  the  charming  man  laughed. alpuid  at  my  gjuilelessness. 

Well,  thjs  is  what  he  saicj-of  the  picture: ,  *^Jt  is  very  good; 
there  tare,  parts  of  it  that  are  exceedingly  ,gQod"  (I  tjse  his  very 
words);  parts  that  are,  perhaps,  as  good  as  anything  I  shall 
ever  dp.  T^?  bpy  on  the.  right  ^nd  th^  one  in  the  foreground 
\vith  Jii?  bapk  tqcnef}  are  capital^.  Put  'the  background  qeeds 
to  bp  li^htenejl  up  on.  the  right,  and  tl^at  wil}  irpproye  the  pic- 
ture enormously;  my  figures  I  mu^t  pot  touch,  \except  to 
{p^jce  .twq  eyes  ^  little  le^s  blj^c^t. 

Thai;  will  be  a  work  of  two  hourp. 
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I  ought  to  be  mad  with  joy,  but  I  am  notr  because;  I  da  not 
share  the  opinion  of  my  excellent  master.,  .  I  can  do  better. 
Do  I  mean  t]iat  ;What  I  ha,ve  (lone  is  i^ot,  good?  Well,  not 
good  enough.  I  can  imagine  something  better,  and  I  ought 
to  be  able  to  realize  my  conception. 

What  will  the  public  say? '  Is  it  a  picture  that,  will  be  talked 
about?  How  can  I  tell?  Tony  thinks  that  it  is  good. ;  *^Do 
not  send  it.  to  Nic^;  Jloeep  it|;for  P^ris/V  ..H^i  says  that  it  is 
good ;  but  if  he  means  relatively  good,  I  do  nof  carfe'  for  his 
praise.  It  is  good  for  someone  else;  but  for  me,  for  all  the 
world?  Is  it  strong?  He.  thinks  the  drawing  of  :tK6  boy  with 
his  back  turned  is  perfect.  "You  c^n  feel/'  Jie  says,  "  th^t  he 
has  legs  in  his  trouser^.'*  .j- i  . 

He  believes,  perhaps,  that  I  thought  of  the  anatc^nicaL  non- 
sense*  .  . j  .    '■"    ' •     .     '   .  *  -.        ' 

I  copied  nature  without  thinking  of  anything  else;  besides, 
it  seems  tom.«  tl\at,taleat  is  uijconacious,.. .     .  ,:    .; 

Saturday,  October  6th.-^l  haye  been  reading  a  novel  byiour 
illustrious  Tourgueneff,  in  French,  to  learti  the  impression  he 
makes  upon  foreigners.  ^ 

He  was  a  great  writer^  a  V|3ry  subtle  getiitfis,  and  a  very  dlear 
analyst;  a  poet,  a  Bastien-Lepage.  His  descriptions  of  scen- 
ery are  beautiful,  and  he  d^pi^ts.  the  most  delicate  shadfefi  of 
sentiment  as  Bastien-Lepage  paints  then).     . 

What  a  sublime  artist  I,  i.  '     . 

Millet!  Wejl,  he  is  as  poetical  as.JMlUet;  I  use  thi5.nnJ5t 
compgrispi)  for  Jhe  benefit. of  the  imbeciles,  who  would  not 
otherwise  upjdcrstand  nae.  ... 

AlJi^that  is  grandj  poe):ieal,  beautiful,  subtle,  true  in  music 
or  Jiter^^ture  leads  my  thoughts  to  that  marvelous  painter, 
that  poet,  Bas;tien-I^epage.;  He  tak^s  subjects  which  would 
be  considere(t  vulgar  by.  men  and  women  df.  the  woddj  and 
dr^ws  f rop^  them; the  deepest  poetry,         .  

What  inore  ordinary  tl^an  a  little  girl  watching  a  coW  or  a 
V^onaaja:.wQrki9giiijft:t|ie/fifllds?    ... 


■  i.    ;  .-v  i  -        '       •• 
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Those  subjects  have  been  done  before,  you  say. 

Well,  but  no  one  has  done  them  as  he  has;  he  tells  a  story 
300  pages  long  on  one  bit  of  canvas.  But  there  are,  perhaps, 
only  a  dozen  or  so  of  us  who  understand  him. 

Tourgueneff,  also,  depicted  peasants — the  poor  Russian 
peasants — and  with  what  truth,  what  frankness,  what  sincerity! 

It  is  touching,  poetical,  grand. 

Unfortunately,  abroad  that  can  not  be  understood,  and  it  is 
his  studies  of  society  by  which  he  is  best  known. 

Tuesday y  October  gth, — Bojidar's  portrait  seems  to  me  to  be 
good;  Julian  says  that  it  will,  perhaps,  be  a  great  success;  that  it 
is  quite  new  and  original,  and  will  appear  like  a  skilled  Manet. 

This  seems  amusing  to  me.  He  is  leaning  on  the  balcony, 
showing  a  front  view  of  his  body  and  his  head  in  profile  outlined 
against  the  sky;  you  can  see  the  docks,  the  houses,  the  roofs, 
the  street,  and  a  cab;  it  is  a  correct  copy  of  it  all,^but  I  would 
like  something  more.     The  figure  is  very  correct,  even  for  me. 

There  are  nasturtiums  on  the  balcony.  He  is  crumpling 
one  of  them  in  his  fingers,  as  he  looks  out  into  the  street;  but 
I  shall  replace  the  flower  with  a  cigarette;  the  other  hand  is 
in  his  pocket.  It  is  life-size,  half-rlength.  There  is  a  hand 
still  to  be  done. 

About  half-past  5,  I  caught  an  effect  of  the  crescent  moon 
in  the  sky  still  red  from  the  sunset — exactly,  exactly,  exactly 
what  I  want  for  my  "Holy  Women."  I  made  a  hasty 
sketch  at  once;  I  shall  have  to  paint  parts  of  that  picture 
from  memory  and  intuition;  it  is  impossible  to  obtain  sittings, 
so  to  speak,  from  such  a  sky  as  that;  lam  very  anxious  to 
commence  it  at  once;  I  can  do  it  nowm  three  weeks.  Let  me 
see.  The  weather  will  be  no  worse  at  Concarneau  in  Novem- 
ber than  in  October,  and  then —  One  ought  to  do  what  one 
wants  to  do,  and  at  the  proper  psychological  moment. 

I  have  my  sky,  and  I  shall  go  to  the  South  for  the  ground 
and  the  foliage.  I  have  the  miodel  here.  I  must  go  to  the  South 
— but  when?    Let  me  see.    When  I  have  mad^  the  fi'gures  and 
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the  sky — in  two  weeks,  and,  once  thefe,  perhaps  I  shall  find 
some  subjects  for  pictures,  for  I  am  not  over-confident  about 
the  **Holy  Women."  It  may  succeed  at  once,  and  it  may  drag 
along  for  seven  years. 

But  that  sky—oh,  if  it  were  to  be  a  small  picture!  But 
no,  I  want  it  life-size;  it  will  be  more  striking. 

Must  I  wait  longer?  Perhaps,  for  I  have  done  well  to  wait 
as  long  as  I  have.  A  few  months  ago,  if  I  had  tried  it,  the 
execution  would  have  been  botched;  I  wanted  to  paint  it  by 
•  piecemeal,  and  I  did  not  understand  sufficiently  the  blending 
that  should  be  given  to  it.  And  then  I  should  like  to  be  known 
first  and  send  this  picture  under  a  well-known  name^  so  that 
there  would  be  no  risk  about  its  being  accepted.  Who  can  I 
consult?    Who  will  be  frank?    Who  will  be  true? 

You,  you,  my  only  friend  I  You  will  be  frank  at  all  events, 
and  you  love  me.     Yes,  I  love  myself,  myself  alone! 

Yes,  I  must  finish  the  boys,  have  another  picture  to  send 
with  it,  exhibit  Bojidar  in  a  winter  exposition  at  the  club  and 
a  portrait  of  Dina  also. 

And  I  must  have  a  statue.  That  is  my  dream,  a  dream 
possible  of  realization. 

Monday y  October  i$tA, — We  went  to  the  Sa/on — ^the  Gavinis, 
mamma,  and  I.  Monsieur  Gavini  at  last  agreed  with  me  to-day 
that  the  portraits  of  Bastien- Lepage  are  superior  tb  those  of 
Meissonier.  It  cost  me  six  months'  of  discussion,  but  I  am 
very  well  satisfied  with  the  result. 

What  do  I  care  for  the  opinion  of  a  man  of  the  world  upon 
painting?  It  is  a  little  private  triumph,  and  one  loves  to  have 
one's  ideas  prevail.  With  the  apostles  this  feeling  became  a 
passion,  and  ({lat.is  still  the  case  in  some  quarters;  and  when 
one  is  young  one  is  full  of  fire;  one  wants  to  have  one's  enthu- 
siasms shared.  Some  day,  I  shall  snap  my  fingers  at  all  that,  as 
I  do  already  at  certain  things. 

And  Bastien-Lepage  will  win  over  by  it  society  people,  who 
do  not  care  much  for  him  just  now.    I  should  like  to  be  kind 
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and  useful  to  everybody,  to  play  the  part  of  Providence,  to  help 
people,  to  make  them  happy;  and  even,  oh,  \fonder  of  wonders! 
without  greatly  desiring  to  be  known  in  the  matter.  Why,  I 
am  an  angel! 

Monday y  O^taber  2%d.>^\  wish  my  consumption  was  imag- 
inary. 

It  seems  that  there  was  a  time  when  it  was  fashionable  to  be 
consumptive  and  people  forced  themselves  to  appear  so,  and 
believed  that  they  were.  Ah,  if  this  were  only  imagination! 
I  want  to  live,  in  spitfe  of  everything.  I  have  no  love  troubles, 
no  sentimental  feeling — nothing  of  the  sort!  I  should  like  to 
be  celebrated  and  enjoy  what  good  there  i$  on  this  earth— my 
wants  are  so  simple! 

Sunday y  October  28/>&.'*-I  am  wild  that  I  have  no  pictures  in 
preparation,  and  I  say  to  myself:  *^Goto  Fontaihebleau,"  and 
then — "Why  do  that?**  I  could  find  quite  near  here  a  wooded 
place  where  I  could  go  every  morning  iii  a  cab,  or  why  not 
paint  the  fog  on  the  Seine?  Oi — well,  in  fact,  I  don*t  see  any- 
thing clearly,  and  I  don't  know  what  I  warit.- 

And  why  not  go  to  Arcachon,  ^hich  resembles  the  East, 
and  where  I  should  be  able  to  paint  the  **  Holy  Women"?  And 
at  the  same  time  I  could  make  as  many'  studies  as  an3rwhere 
else.  And  sculpture?  If  L  go  away,  my  statue  will  not  be 
made. 

To  get  rid  of  this  indecision,  I  am  going  to  paint  in  a  boat 
the  fog  upon  the  Seine.     That  will  do  me  good: 
'  I  have  risen  at  i  o'clock  in  the  morning  to  say  that  I  desired 
to  paint  Something!     I  suffered  from  having  no  desires. 

It  is  a  flame  which  blazes  and  blazes;  it  is' like  the  unex- 
pected appearance  of  the  one  you  love— an  emotion,  a  warmth, 
a  joy.  •  .         .       ' 

I  blush,  all  alone  by  myself. 

I  want  to  paint  a  forest  with  the  brilliant  leaves  and  the 
marvelous  tones  of  October;  and  with  one  or'two  figures  in  it. 
In  the  **P^re  Jacques**  of  BasVien-Lep%e,  as  I  remember  it, 
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the  forest  was  represented  too  late  in  the  season;  it  was  leaf- 
less and'  gray.     I  want  to  make  it  red,  green,  and  gold. 

And  yet  I  shall  not  be  at  my  best  in  that  picture.  In  the 
"*  Holy  Women  "  alone  can  I  be  that,  and  I  do  not  dare  to 
attempt  them;  I  positively  do  not  dare! 

I  must  go  to  sleep. 

T^Aursday,  November  ist, — I  have  been  working  at  Grande- 
Jattey  an  alley  of  tre^s  with  brilliant  leaves,  medium  canvas. 
Bojidar  Went  with  me,  fortunately;  for  I  had  forgotten  that  it 
was  a  holiday,  and  when  we  reached  there  we  found  a  multi- 
tude of  bargemen,  and  Rosalie  as  an  escort  would,  perhaps, 
have  been  unequal  to  compelling  respect.  So  that  I  could  wan- 
der  about  arid  paint  in  that  little  fashionable  island^  I  had 
dressed  myself  as  an  old  German  woman,  with  two  or  three 
pieces  of  woolen  cloth  to  disguise'  my  figure,  a  cloak  bought 
for  27  francs,  and  over  my  head  a  large, black  woolen  shawl. 
On  my  feet  I  wore  low  shoes. 

Friday^  November  2(i, — What  I  am  doing  is  very  pleasant. 
To-day,  there  was  not  even  a  cat  to  disturb  me.  On  week 
days  the  island  is  deserted,  especially,  at  this  season  of  the 
year.     I  hope  I  shan't  fall  ill  from  the  exposure. 

1  must  paint  one  picture,  after  whi9h  I  shall  not  paint  any 
more  out  of  Apors  this  winter.  It  ought  io  be  finished  this 
rrionth.  It  is  very  simple  and  very  beautiful.  I  will  wrap,  up 
well,  and  leave  only  my  eyes  uncovered.  '  , 

Monday j^  November  ^th. — The  leaves  have  fallen  and  I  do 
not  know  how  to  finish  my  picture.  I  have  np  luck.  Luck! 
What  a  terrible  thing!    An  inexplicable  and  frightful  power!. 

That  picture  iii  a  boat!  The  canvas  ii?  before  me,  and  I  no 
longer  ktiow  if  I  ought  to  finish  it. 

Oh,  yes — but  quickly,  quickly,  quickly!  In  two  weeks  I  >vill 
show  it  to  Robert-Fleury  and  Julian,  who  will  be  astounded. 

If  I  did  thatj^  it  would  mean  new  life  to  me.  I  suflfer  fright- 
ful' remorse  because  I  did  nothjng  of  any  importance  last 
summer.     I  should  like  to  be  able  to  define  better  my  peculiar 
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State  of  mind.  I  feel  weakened,  as  if  a  great  stagnation  had 
stolen  over  me.  I  suppose  that  people  who  have  been  bled 
feel  something  like  that. 

My  path  is  laid  out,  up  to  the  month  of  May.  Why  should 
anything  be  changed  in  the  month  of  May?  Who  knows  the 
future? 

That  makes  me  think  of  all  the  good  and  remarkable  things 
that  may  happen  to  me,  and  I  console  myself  for  the  present. 

I  talked  at  dinner  with  my  family;  talked  pleasantly  and 
naturally,  and  in  a  very  quiet  and  agreeable  manner,  as  I  did 
the  first  day  that  I  put  my  hair  up. 

In  short,  I  feel  very  calm;  I  shall  work  peacefully.  It  seems 
that  all  my  movements  will  be  full  of  repose,  and  that  I  shall 
regard  the  universe  with  a  gentle  condescension. 

I  am  calm,  as  if  I  were,  or  because  I  am,  talented,  and  I  am 
as  patient  as  if  I  were  certain  of  the  future.  Who  knows? 
Really,  I  am  invested  with  a  sort  of  dignity.  I  have  confi- 
dence in  myself.  I  am  a  power.  Then — what?  At  all  events, 
love  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter.  No!  But  outside  of 
that,  I  do  not  see  anything  that  interests  me.  Mademoiselle, 
you  must  interest  yourself  in  your  art. 

Thursday,  November  Wi,^ — I  read  in  a  newspaper  that, 
at  the  opening  of  the  Industrial  Exposition  in  the  Rue  de 
S6ze,  there  was  a  great  crowd  present,  including  our  grand 
dukes.     I  ought  to  have  gone  there,  and  I  let  the  day  go  by. 

No,  there  is  no  use  in  struggling;  I  have  no  luck.  And  that 
has  made  me  sing,  accompanying  myself  on  the  harp.  If  I 
had  been  completely  happy,  I  could  not  have  worked,  perhaps. 
They  say  that  great  artists  have  all  suffered  many  hardships. 
My  hardships  are  all  those  troubles  which  lead  me  always  to 
the  foot  of  art,  my  only  reason  for  living. 

Oh,  to  become  celebrated! 

When  I  imagine  myself  celebrated,  it  is  like  a  great  light- 
like  the  contact  of  an  electric  wire;  I  rise  with  a  jump  and 
commence  to  pace  up  and  down  the  room. 


; 
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People  would  say  that  if  I  had  been  married  at  seventeen,  I 
should  b6  like  all  the  rest  of  the  world.  But  this  is  a  grave 
mistake.  To  have  married  like  any  other  girly  I  should  have  to 
be  like  any  other  girl. 

Do  you  think  that  I  have  never  been  in  love?  /  think  so. 
Those  passing  fancies  had  the  appearance  of  love,  but  they 
could  not  have  been  the  real  thing.  Why  do  I  continue  to 
feel  great  Weakness,  like  the  distended  cords  of  an  instrument? 
Julian  says  that  I  remind  him  of  an  autumn  landscape,  a 
deserted  pathway,  full  of  fog  and  the  desolation  of  winter. 
.  "  That  is  exactly  the  way  I  feel,  d^ar  Monsieur."  Father 
Julian  sometimes  speaks  the  truth.  "Will  you  show  your 
picture  to  the  great  man? "  "  I  would  sooner  leap  out  of  a 
fifth-story  window."  "  That  is  a  proof  that  you  feel  that  it  is 
lot  worthy  of  you,  and  that  you  can  do  better." 

Very  true. 

Saturday,  November  loth. — I  would  like  to  attribute  a  slight 
^ever,  caused  by  the  winter  wind  on  the  Seine,  to  mental 
:auses. 

I  am  working  at  home — at  sculpture. 

My  poor  child,  everything  pushes  you  to  the  foot  of  art;  do 
not  despise  these  various  signs;  go  there!  Fame  alone  can 
give  you  what  you  want,  and  they  say  you  can  obtain  it  if  you 
like. 

Sunday,  November  nth, — I  dined  this  evening  at  Jouy;  I 
think  I  am  really  fond  of  those  people  there.  They  are  pleas- 
ant and  intelligent.  I  almost  take  pleasure  in  seeing  them, 
and  it  is  not  drudgery,  as  when  I  go  to  other  places. 

Everything  about  me  seems  suddenly  changed;  everything 
is  bright,  calm,  and  beautiful.  I  know  what  I  want  to  do,  and 
all  goes  well, 

Monday,  November  12th. — Drumont,  of  La  Libert^,  has  been 
to  see  us. 

He  detests  my  style  of  painting,  but  he  paid  me  great  com- 
pliments while  confessing  that  he  could  not  understand  how 
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I,  surrounded  by  luxwry^nd  r^efiqerpept,  cquld  c^^^e .  f or  wfiat 
ysras  ugly,     Pe  thpughf:  my  "  Strpef  Boys  "  ugly. 

"Why  did  you  i^ot  choQS^  pretty  faces?  Jt  would  l^aye 
been  as  easy."  ,   , 

.  I  chpo^e  expras^fpe  fa<?e^,  if  I  jn^'  be  alloyred  po  say  so. 
BeBid€;s/the  boys  whp  ftjp  ^.bout  t)iq  streets  are  not,  a^^  ^  rule, 
marvejs  pf  .beaqty;  tp  find  pretty  children,  one  must  go  to  the 
Champs  plys^ep  and  paint  the  poor  litt)p  things  ^hp  are  all 
decked  out  with  ribbPHSj  apd  ftcpoipp^pied  by  gpvernesses. 

Where  c^n  yop  find  free  action?  Wh^rp.  is  t|ie  wild  primi- 
tive liberty?  Where  .  i^  real  ^xpressign?  Well  brp-ugjit-up 
children  ^re  always  pore  or  less.^ffectpd.  . 

:^   iVnd  then—    Oh,  yfe]],  IJcnpw  that  J.  ^m  fig.ht.    ,  •  . . 

^Otturdayy  Ifovember  i^tk — The.qountry  .qakes  one  feel 
very  strongly  thp  l>eauty  pf  pictures. 

The  Parisians  do  not  care  much  for  the  country;  but  they 
cpqld  PPi  hP^iP  4Q|ng.sp  if  th^y  would  only  take  the  trouble 
to  conteippl^tP  its  grandeur,  siiinpljcity,  beauty,  ^od  ppetry. 
Every  blade  of  grass,  the  trees,  the  ground,  the  looks  of  the 
women  who  pass  by,  the  attitudes  of  t}>e  children,  thp  manners 
of  th?  old  men,  ^pe  all  in  the  strictest  harmpny  with  the  l^nd- 
sc^pe. 

Tfiurs^ay^  Noven\ber  22d.-^'J\xP'Ilfiistf:ation  Univ^rselk  of 
Russia  publishes  upon  its  first  page  an  engraving  of  my  pic- 
ture, "Jean  and  Jacques."        ,    '    .    .  .:  - 

It  is  the  best  illustrated  Russian  paper,  and  I  fpel  at  Jipn^e 
to  appear  in  it.  i     .   •.    • 

But  yet  it  causes  me  no  delight,  .\yhy.npt:?  I^R  pleased 
my  piqturp  is  there,  of  copr^e;  bwt,  I  aip  not  q^jrried  s^way  with 
joy.      ,  ... 

Why  not?  Because  a  thing  of  that  sort  does  npt  satisfy  my 
an^bition.  If  I/had  liad  ^  mention  two  y^ar^  ago,  J  should 
have  fainted  away  from  happiness.  \i  they  had  giyep  ipe  a 
medal  l^^t  year,.  J  shpuld  jiave  wept  pn  Julian's- breast;. 

gut  npw —        :  . 
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:  The  course  of  evehts  is  logical^. alas!.  All  things  ilce  cda- 
nected  with  and  follow  naturally  each  othcr^  and  everything 
is  little  by  little  prdpared  beforehand.  A  thirds-class  niedal 
next  yfear  Would  sebm  my  natural  diie.  If  I  have  hothing,  I 
shall  feel  outraged. 

One  feels,  keen  delight  only  when  the  fevent  is  uhexpected, 
when  it  is  in  some  way  a .  surprise*.  A  second -class,  liiedal  at 
the  riext/6tf^fl  would  make  md  very  happyi,  becfeute  h  dor  not 
expect.it.  But  theDj  it  is  not  this  niedal  which  is  of  impor- 
tance, but  thjd  more  or  lefes  degree  of  saccefes  which  accoih- 
paiiies  its  at*rard.  :  -        . 

.Friday:^.  Novkti^r  i^d. — Saturday,  Ntrvembar -  2\th'.'^**-^omR'' 
thing  'Very  astonishing  and  very  pfeakacit  has  happfened  to 
ine.  My*' Angler,"  which.  I  gdvetO  theJschia  Ibttery,  drifted 
to  the  HStel  Drouot,  and  formed  pari  of  a  collection  of :  vari- 
ous pictures.  The  husband  of  one  of  our  maids  told  her,  in 
astonishmeht,  that  a  picture  signed  Bas)ikirtseff .  was  .at  the 
H6tel  des  Ventes,  arid  was  to  be  sold  this  dvenmgj  Mamma 
and  Dina  wetit  there^  and  were  present  when  it  ivds  sold  for 
130  francs- .  That  sUm  does  not  make  much  impression  upon 
you,  probably;  but  it  strikes  nieas  immense.  There  was  no 
frame,  only  a  nartow  band,  which  tost  20  francs,  and,  conse*- 
quently,  my  picture  sold  for  no  francs  at  the  H.6tel  Brbuot. 
Mamma  and*  Dina  tried  to  make  me  beiieve  that  it  was^  230 
francs,  but  I  saw  that  the  a  was  a.  i.  in  thfe  catalogue.  Dina 
told,  the  :priacess  and. others  thdt.  the  ptice  , was  ,430, francs. 
Oh,  saiCred- truth!  It  really  ..was.  130.  Manimk  and  Dina 
could  not  get.  ovef  it;  Dini  said  that  she,  thdught .  everybody 
\i^as  lookijig  at  her,  ahd  mamma  turned.  1  away  her.  head  in 
embarrafesmentj  I  can  not  bfelieve  it  yet,  it  seems  to  me  such  a 
splendid  thing.      ^  ,  ..    ! 

fVednesday^  November  2BM.— r-I  have  painted  Dina*s  portrait, 

a. harmony,  irt  white,  and  it  is  superb^  .      ;. 

..A.  yourig  girl  who  was  here  yesterday,  ^hile  rummaging 

throjUgb  my  pDrtfoHofe,  found  ail  old.drawing:  <*  The  Assassin*- 
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ation  of  Caesar."  The  subject  seized  hold  of  me.  About  4 
o'clock  I  went  out  to  catch  the  harmony  of  colors  presented 
by  the  Aurora  Borealis,  which,  for  the  last  three  days,  has 
been  visible  in  Paris.  I  took  a  cab,  and  painted  as  I  drove 
about.  I  wanted  only  harmonies  of  coloring.  That  done,  I 
returned  home,  and  began  eagerly  to  read  Suetonius  and 
Plutarch.  Montesquieu  adores  the  history  of  the  assassina- 
tion as  related  by  Plutarch.  What  a  rhetorician  he  was!  It 
is  a  careful  and  eloquent  piece  of  writing;  but  Suetonius,  in 
his  recital  of  the  same  event,  makes  one  shudder.  It  is  an 
arraignment  that  sends  cold  shivers  down  the  back.  How 
great  men  live  beyond  the  grave!  At  the  end  of  many  cent- 
uries, the  stories  of  their  lives  and-  deaths  make  us  tremble 
and  weep.  I  wept  ^  for  Gambetta.  Every  time  that  I  read 
history  I  weep  for  Napoleon,  Alexander,  and  Caesar.  But 
Alexander  died  a  natural  death,  while  Caesar — 

I  will  paint  that  picture /or  myself  for  reasons  of  sentiment, 
and  for  the  crowd  because  the  subject  is  a  Roman  one,  and 
there  will  be  in  it  studies  of  anatomy  and  blood.  Other 
reasons  for  painting  this  subject  are:  I  am  a  woman,  and 
women  have  never  done  anything  classical  on  a  large  scale,  I 
want  to  use  my  faculties  of  composition  and  drawing,  and  it 
will  be  very  beautiful. 

One  thing  troubles  me,  however,  and  that  is,  the  assassina- 
tion occurred  within  the  Senate,  and  not  outside;  that  is  a 
difficulty  the  less,  and  I  would  like  to  encounter  all  difficulties. 
When  I  feel  that  I  am  attacking  the  most  difficult  things,  I 
become  suddenly  very  cold,  very  decided;  I  collect  myself,  I 
concentrate  myself,  and  I  reach  much  better  results  than  in 
the  undertakings  which  are  within  the  reach  of  my  inferiors. 

There  is  no  need  to  go  to  Rome  to  paint  the  picture,  and  I 
will  begin  it  as  soon  as —  And  yet,  in  the  months  of  April 
and  May,  the  spring  tints  are  so  exquisite  that  I  intended  to 
go  to  Argenteuil  to  paint  the  trees  in  bloom.  There  is  so 
much  to  be  done  in  life,  and  life  is  so  short  I     I  do  not  know 
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if  I  have  the  time  even  to  do  all    that    I    have   already 
thought  of. 

The  "Holy  Women;"  the  large  has  relief,  V Spring;" 
*'  Julius  Caesar;  "  "  Ariadne."  It  makes  my  head  swim.  I 
would  like  to  do  them  all,  and  at  once.  And  they  will  be  done 
so  slowly,  each  in  its  own  turn,  with  delays,  and  moments  of 
indifference  and  disenchantment.  Life  is  logical,  and  events 
follow  each  other  naturally. 

When  I  read  how  Brutus,  pursued  by  phantoms,  killed  him- 
self, I  unconsciously  exclaimed  aloud:  "You  have  done  well, 
low  brute;  you  have  done  well,  ignoble  criminal!" 

To  succeed  with  a  large  picture!  Do  not  imagine  that  I 
am  thinking  of  next  year,  or  even  the  year  after,  but  some 
time  in  the  future.  It  would  be  such  a  glorious  thing  that  I 
scarcely  dare  allow  myself  to  dwell  upon  it. 

Saturday^  December  ist — Have  I  made  a  mistake  in  my 
vocation?  Who  will  give  me  back  the  best  years  of  my  life, 
which  have  been,  perhaps,  expended  in  pursuit  of  a  will-o'-the- 
wisp? 

But  there  is  an  excellent  answer  to  these  doubts  of  my 
worser  self,. and  that  is  that  I  have  really  nothing  better  to  do; 
if  I  had  taken  a  different  course  and  lived  like  other  people,  I 
should  have  had  to  suffer  too  much.  But  then  I  should  not 
have  attained  this  mental  development  which  has  given  me  a 
superiority  so  burdensome  to  myself.  Stendhal  knew  at  least 
one  or  two  beings  who  were  capable  of  understanding  him, 
while  I  am  in  a  frightful  position;  everybody  seems  to  me  dull 
and  flat,  and  those  I  once  took  to  be  people  of  intelligence 
now  appear  to  me  stupid. .  Have  I  become  what  is  called  a 
misunderstood  being?  No;  but  still  it  seems  to  me  that  I  am 
right  to  be  surprised, and  discontented  when  people  believe  of 
me  things  of  which  I  am  incapable,  and  which  attack  my 
dignity,  my  delicacy,  and  even  my  position  in  society. 

You  see  I  want  someone  who  would  thoroughly  understand 
me^  to  whom  I  could  tell  everything,  and  in  whose  words  I 
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would  recognize  the  reflection  of  my  own  thoughts.     Well,' 
my  dear  little  girl,  that  would  be  love. 

Perhaps  so,  but  without  going  so  far,  if  I  had  one  or  two 
people  who  would  judge  me  in  an  intelligent  manner  and  to 
whom  I  could  talk,  that  in  itself  would  be  very  pleasant;  but 
I  ktiow-nonci  The  only  one  wais*  Julian,' and  he  is  drifting 
more  and  tnbre  away  from  'me.  He  is  at  times  even  annoy- 
ing, when  he  begins  his  interminabre  teasing  'which  has  no 
point  to  it,  especially  when  it  ha$  to  do  with  questions  of  art; 
he  does  hot  understand  that  I's^e  clearly,  and  that  I  wish  to 
win  success;  he  thinks,  to  use  a  vutgarism,  that  1  am  stuck  on 
myself.  [    ^  .  . 

However,  he  is  still  my  confidant,  at  times.  As  to  an 
absolute  equality  of  sentiments,  that  does  not  exist  unless 
one  is  in  love.  And  yfet  is  it  hot,  oh-  the  contrary,  that 
absolute*  equality  which  gives  birth  to  love?'  One's  other  self! 
I  believe 'that  that'expression,  which  has  been  ^d'mucfi  abused, 
is  a  very  correct  one.  •  ■    •'■ 

My  other  self  should  be  some  one,  of  whom  not  a  word,  not 
a  look,  not  even  the  tip  of  the  ear,  should  be  contrary  to  the 
idea  which  I  have  formed  of  him."  T  do  not  ask  an  impossible 
perfection,  nor  a  being  who  would  have  nothing  human  about 
him;  but  I  ask  that  his  faults  should  be  interesting  ones,  and 
such  as  would  not  lower  him  in  my  eyes;'  that  tie  should  be 
like  the  being  I  imagine,  not  an  impossible  divinity,  but  a  man 
who'  would  please  ttte  in  everything,  and  in  wbom  I  should  not 
suddenly  discover  some  stupid,  flat,,  unsatisfying,  ^ilfy,  cruel, 
false,  or  selfish  trait,  i One  blot,  howev<er  small,  would  be  suffi- 
cient  to^  destroy  all  my :  interfestMn  him,  all  my  feeling  for 
him.  '  \        • 

Sundayy  Decemlf^f*  c^.- — In  short,  my  heart  is  absolutely 
empty,  empty,  emptyl  But  I  nieed  thdse  day -'dreams  for  my 
own  amu^iement,  and  yet  I  have  felt  almost  all  those  things  of 
which  Stendhal  speaks,  apropos  of  true  love  Which  he  calls 
fo'^d-passton^those  thousand 'follie^  df  the 'iiiagi'iiatton;  all 
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those  childish  caprices  he  rrientioils.  Thus,  I  have  often  met 
with  pleasure  the  nlost  disagreeable  people,  because  on  that 
particular  day  they  had  chanced  to  be  riedr  the  beloved  object. 

Besides,  I  thirik  that  no  oiie,  tnan  or  wohiati,  who  is  working 
constantly,  and  is  preoccuJ)ied  ^itti  thoughts  of  fanie,  can 
love  like?  those  who  have  riothtng  but  love  to  think  of. 

Balzac  and  Jules  have  both  said  something  of  the  same 
kind';  the  total -force  of  energy  is  a  uhit;  if  ybu  spend  it  all 
on  the  right,  there  is  hothing  remaining  for  the  left,  or  the 
effdttfe  are  much  less  iti  either  direction,  as  there  ar*e  two 
objects  instead  of  one.  **If  you  send  500,000  tnen  to  the 
Rhine,  they  can  not  be  at  the  same  time  before  Paris."  It  is 
then  probable  that  my  tender  sentiihents  are  disappearing 
by  reason  of  this  theory. 

Monday^  December  3^. — I  am  intelligent;  I  give  myself 
credit  for  wit  and  penetration — in  shoi*t,  for  all  qualities  of  the 
brain  J  and  t  ani  right  to  do  sb.  Welly  under  these  conditions, 
why  can  I  not  judge  myself?  Since  my  reasdhing  powers  are 
clear  find  true,  I  ought  to  be  able  to  do  it.  Have  1  leally  talent, 
and  shall  I  ever  make  a  name  for  myself  in  art?  Whdt  U  ihy 
epinioH  of  myself  ? 

These  are  teri^ible  questions,  because  I  think  ill  of  myself 
when  compared  to  the  ideal  to  which  I  long  to  attain;  but,  on 
the  dther  side,  When  T  compare  myself  to  others —  ' 

One 'can  not  judge  oriels  own  self,  and  I 'especially  tdivi  not- 
as  I  am  not  a  genius,  and  have  produced  nothing  yet  to  base  a 
judgment  updh. 

I  am  in  despair  in  regard  tb  my  work;  every  time  I  finish  any 
thiiig,  I  want  to  do  it  all  over  again,  and  I  find  it  thoroughly 
bad,  because  I  always  compare  it  with  what  I  would  like  it  to 
be.  But  what  I  see  around  me  consoles  me;  I  see  people  who 
do  Worse  and  who  are  much  admired!  And  then  it  all  depends 
on  my  habod;  In  short,  in  my  very  heart,  I  do  not  think 
miich  of  myself  as  an  artist;  I  prefer  to  say  that,  in  the  hope 
that  I-may  be  mistaken.    In  the  first  place,  if  I  thought  I  had 
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genius,  I  would  never  complain  of  anything.  But  that  word 
genius  is  so  formidable  that  I  laugh  derisively  as  I  write  it  in 
application  to  myself,  even  although  I  use  it  to  say  that  I  do 
not  possess  it»  If  I  believed  I  possessed  it,  I  should  go  mad! 
Well,  I  do  not  believe  it,  but  I  hope  the  world  will. 

Monday^  December  loth, — In  the  morning  I  devoted  myself 
to  sculpture.  In  the  afternoon,  I  painted  the  waist  and  the  bou- 
quet of  my  laughing  head.  The  subject  is  a  poor  little  thing, 
haXi'danseuse^  half-model,  and  she  laughs  in  a  very  funny  way. 
The  picture  is  now  finished.  After  the  gas  was  lighted,  I  drew 
a  woman  reading  near  an  open  piano.  Finished  that.  If 
every  day  were  like  this,  it  would  be  delightful. 

But  fifty  people  who  are  never  heard  of  do  as  much  as  I  do, 
and  do  not  complain  that  their  genius  stifles  them.  If  your 
genius  stifles  you,  you  have  none;  tho5b  who  possess  it  have 
the  strength  to  support  it. 

The  word  genius  is  like  the  word  love;  I  found  difficulty  in 
writing  it  for  the  first  time,  but  once  written  I  have  used  it 
every  day,  and  apropos  of  everything.  It  is  the  same  way  with 
all  things  which  appear  to  you  at  first  enormous,  frightful,  un- 
attainable. Once  you  reach  them,  you  abandon  yourself  to 
them  to  make  up  for  your  former  hesitation  and  fear.  This 
witty  observation  does  not  seem  to  me  to  be  very  lucid,  but  I 
must  expend  my  superfluous  energy;  I  worked  until  7  o'clock 
in  the  evening,  but  I  have  some  of  it  left,  and  it  must  flow 
from  the  tip  of  my  pen. 

I  am  growing  thin.     Well,  may  God  be  merciful  to  me! 

Tuesday^  December  nth, — In  the  morning  I  did  nothhig!  In 
the  afternoon,  sketched  in  the  head  of  a  girl  five  years  old,  pro- 
file.and  laughing.  I  intend  to  paint  five  or  six  heads  all  laugh- 
ing, commencing  with  the  head  of  a  baby  of  eight  months;  then 
the  little. girl  of  this  afternoon,  then  Arraandine  (Japhet's 
danseuse)  full  face,  in  a  hat  and  a  fur  cape,  with  a  bunch  of 
violets  on  her  shoulder;  then  I  shall  take  a  dude,  gorgeously 
dressed  and  sucking  his  cane;  then  an  innocent  young  girl; 
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and,  lastly,  an  old  man  and  an  old  woman.  All  to  be  framed 
together! 

"  Laughter  is  the  attribute  of  man."  These  different  laugh- 
ing faces  might  be  effective.  I  will  do  them  very  quickly,  as 
I  did  Armandine's,  and  they  will  do  for  some  small  exhibition. 

Sunday y  December  2^d. — True  artists  can  not  be  happy.  In 
the  first  place  they  know  that  the  great  mass  of  people  do  not 
understand  them;  they  know  that  they  work  for  a  handful  of 
individuals,  and  the  rest  follow  their  own  bad  tastes  or  the 
opinion  of  Figaro,  The  ignorance  that  pervades  all  classes,  in 
regard  to  matters  pertaining  to  art,  is  shocking. 

Those  who  speak  understandingly  of  art  follow  what  they 
have  read  or  heard  said  by  people  who  are  considered  competent 
judges. 

I  think  that  there  are  days  when  one  feels  all  these  things 
too  acutely — days  when  vapid  talk  is  peculiarly  unbearable; 
when  nonsensical  speeches  and  actions  make  you  suffer;  when 
to  listen  for  two  hours  to  the  exchange  of  asinine  remarks, 
which  do  not  possess  even  the  merit  of  gaiety  or  worldly 
polish,  is  a  positive  affliction. 

Observe,  I  am  not  one  of  those  choice  souls  who  weep  when 
they  are  forced  to  listen  to  the  common-places  of  the  Salon^  its 
little  affectations,  its  customary  compliments,  and  its  com- 
ments upon  the  weather  and  the  Italian  opera.  I  am  not 
silly  enough  to  demand  interesting  conversation  everywhere, 
and  all  the  common-places  of  society — sometimes  gay,  oftener 
dull — do  not  disturb  my  tranquillity,  and  I  can  listen  to  them 
sometimes,  even  with  pleasure;  but  to  listen  to  real  folly,  real 
stupidity,  the  lack  of — in  short,  worldly  common-places,  spoken 
by  brainless  people — to  listen  to  all  this  is  like  being  roasted 
over  a  slow  fire. 

Saturday^   December  29M. — Oh,    misery!     There   are   days 

which  are  black,  sad,  despairing;  all  these  stories,  all  these 

things  that  have  been  said,  thought — invented! 

But  I  have  done  nothing  immoral!     And  when  I  thinkil 
49 
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Ah!  my  friends,  lose  everything,  but  keep  op  appearances!      * 

In  short,  these  petty  troubles  make  me  profoundly  unhappy. 

Paradoxical  as  it  iqay  sound,  one  ts  entirely  right  to  do 
infamously  wrong. 

And  these  little,  contemptible,  petty  things,  of  which  I  am 
innocent,  and  which  can  not  be  trampled  under  foot.  Oh, 
misery? 

There  are  sad,  despairing,  black  days!  I  am  loaded  down 
with  calumnies. 

And  I  have  done  no  wrong,  either  to  myself  or  to  others. 
Claire  and  Villevieille  work  and  I  weep,  writing  at  the  other 
end  of  the  library. 

There  are  days  when  one  throws  out  light,  and  others  when 
one  is  like  an  extinguished  lantern.     I  am  extinguished. 

' Mfinday^  Detemkir  ^ist — ^The  Mar^chale  and  Claire  dined 
yesterday  with  the  Princess  Mathilde,  and  Claire  to4d  me  that 
Lefebvre  said  to  her  that  I  had  undoubted  talent;  that  I  was  a  \ 
very  uncommon  person;  that  I  went  every  evening  into  society, 
and,  Iq  addition  to  thfs,  I  was  watched  over,  directed  by  a 
celebrated  painter  (this  was  said  with  a  meaning  look). 

Claire  (looking  him  full  in  the  face)— ** What  celebrated' 
painter?  Julian?** 

Lefebvre — "  No;  Bastien- Lepage." 

Claire — "  But  you  are  entirely  mistaken.  Monsieur;  she  goes 
out  very  little,  and  she  works  all  the  time.  As  for  Bastien- 
Lepage,  she  sees  him  in  her  mother's  salifn,  and  he  never  goes 
up  to  her  studio." 

Claire  is  a  dear  girl,  and  she  spoke  the  truth,  for  God 
knows  well  that  that  wretched  Jules  gives  me  no  help  what- 
ever; and  yet  Lefebvre  seemed  to  believe  it! 

It  is  2  o'clock.  The  new  year  has  begun,  and  at  midnight, 
at  the  theatre,  with  my  watch  in  my  hand,  I  made  a  wish  in 
one  single  word;  a  word  which  is  beautiful,  sonorous^  magnifi- 
cent, intoxicating,  whether  written  or  spoken:     Fame! 


1884. 


Wednesday,  January  2d, — My  aunt  H6l6ne,  my  fathelr's 
sister,  died  a  week  ago.     Paul  telegraphed  the  news  to  us. 

And  now  we  have  received 'another  dispatch  to-day.  My 
Uncle  Alexander  has  died  of  an  attack  of  apoplexy.  We  were 
greatly  shocked.  The  poor  man  adored  his  family,  and  was 
madly  in  love  with  his  wife. 

As  he  had  never  read  Balzac,  nor  perhaps  any  other  novel- 
ist, he  did  not  know- the  proper  phrases  of  sentiment;  but  I 
remember  some  things  that  he  said,  and  the  recollection  of 
which  makes  my  grief  all  the  deeper.  Someone  tried  to  make 
him  believe  that  his  wife  was  receiving  the  attentions  of  a 
neighbor,  and  I  remember  to  have  heard  him  say:  "Well,  sup 
pose  this  infamous  thing  were  true!  Is  not  my  wife,  whom  i 
married  when  she  was  fifteen,  my  own  flesh,  my  own  blood 
my  own  soul?  Are  we  Vio\.one2  If  I  had  done  wrong,  would 
I  not  forgive  myself?  How  would  it  be  possible  not  to  forgive 
my  wife?  Why,  it  would  be  the  same  as  if,  to  punish  myself, 
I  put  out  one  of  my  eyes  or  cut  off  an  arm." 

And  then,  during  my  last  visit  to  Russia,  he  said  to  me:  "  I 
don't  know  exactly  how  to  explain  to  you  what  I  want  to  say, 
my  little  Marie,  but  you  are  so  bright  that  you  will  under- 
stand. Formerly,  I  had  so  many  things  to  occupy  my  atten- 
tion, so  many  worries,  such  a  thirst  to  acquire  money  and 
become  rich,  that  I  did  not  think  of  my  wife  as  I  should  have 
done;  but  now  that  my  business  affairs  are  wound  up,  I  have  no 
longer  those  dry  and  absorbing  details  to  contend  with,  and 
I  think  now  only  of  happiness,  and  how  to  grant  the  smallest 
desires  of  my  wife,  my  dear,  adored  Nadine.    Yes,  now  all  is 

(307) 


308  JOURNAL   OF    MARIE   BASHKIRTSEFF. 

different;  it  would  take  too  long  to  tell  you,  but  all  is  different." 

He  leaves  three  children:  Etienne,  who  is  sixteen;  Julie, 
fifteen,  and  Alexander,  eight  or  ten  months.  » 

And  his  poor  wife  is  only  thirty-three! 

Friday^  January  \th, — There  is  no  doubt  about  it;  I  have 
consumption,  and  it  is  growing  worse. 

I  am  ill;  no  one  knows  anything  of  it,  but  I  have  fever 
every  evening,  and  everything  goes  badly,  and  I  hate  to  speak 
of  it. 

Saturday^  January  ^th. — The  opening  of  the  Manet  exhibi- 
tion at  the  jScoU  des  Beaux  Arts, 

I  went  with  mamma. 

It  is  only  a  year  since  Manet  died.  I  did  not  know  much 
about  him.  Taken  as  a  whole,  the  exhibition  is  a  remarkable 
one. 

It  is  incoherent  and  childish,  yet  grand. 

There  are  some  absurd  things,  but  also  some  superb  pic- 
tures. A  little  more,  and  he  would  have  been  a  great  genius. 
His  subjects  are  almost  always  ugly,  sometimes  defarmed,  but 
they  are  always  living.  There  are  some  splendid  sketches 
among  them.  ^ 

And  in  the  worst  things,  one  feels  a  certain  something  that 
makes  one  look  at  them  without  disgust  or  weariness.  They 
reveal  such  an  extraordinary  self-confidence,  united  to  an 
ignorance  no  less  extraordinary.  It  is  like  the  infancy  of  a 
genius.  And  then,  they  are  things  borrowed  almost  entirely 
from  Titian  (the  sketch  of  the  woman  and  the  negro,  for 
instance),  Velasquez,  Courbet,  and  Goya.  But  all  these 
painters  stole  from  each  other.  Take  Moli^re,  too.  He  pla- 
giarized entire  pages,  word  for  word;  I  am  a  reader,  and  I 
know  it. 

Tuesday^  January  Zth. — Dina  sits  well,  but  there  is  some- 
thing which  shows  that  she  does  not  feel  the  pose,  and  her 
whole  expression  changei  although  she  does  npt  move.  I 
would  far  rather  have  a  woman  who  moved  a  great  deal,  but 
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who  now  and  then  caught  the  exact  expression.  Well,  it  little 
matters;  it  isn't  good,  that's  all! 

As  I  will  not  yield  to  bad  luck,  I  have  a  frightful  struggle 
with  myself;  my  rage  reaches  such  a  point  that  I  appear  extraor- 
dinarily calm,  and  my  movements  are  as  slow  as  those  of  an 
invalid,  while  I  am  crazy  to  break  and  tear  everything  to  pieces. 

Monday y  January  14M. — I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  to  Dam- 
villers.  Emile  Bastien  has  told  us  all  about  it — his  brother's 
new  picture,  his  manner  of  living,  etc.  He  does  nothing 
secretly,  he  has  forbidden  no  one  to  speak,  he —  If  he  has 
not  invited  us  to  see  his  pictures  at  Concarneau,  it  is  because 
he  never  invites  anyone  to  see  them;  he  would  think  even 
that  it  would  be  conceited  to  invite  anyone  to  see  pictures 
painted  off-hand  at  Concarneau,  where  he  went  for  rest,  and 
that  the  very  kind  way  he  was  treated  at  our  house  should 
make  ceremony  unnecessary.  He  would  have  been  delighted  if 
we  had  come,  etc.  He  says  that  even  to  see  his  important 
pictures  he  issues  no  invitations;  he  only  tells  his  humble 
brother  to  inform  certain  friends.  But  this  is  something  more 
serious;  when  his  brother  spoke  to  him  of  my  picture,  he  said 
to  him:  "Why  did  not  you  tell  me  about  it  in  Paris?  I  would 
have  gone  to  see  it." 

"I  said  nothing  to  him  in  Paris,"  continued  his  brother, 
"  because,  if  he  had  come,  you  would  have  hidden  everything, 
as  usual;  he  knows  nothing  of  what  you  are  doing  outside  of 
your  Salon  pictures.  You  turn  your  canvases  to  the  wall — in 
short,  do  you  know  he  will  never  want  to  see  your  pictures  if 
you  act  like  that?" 

"  He  will  if  I  wish  it,  if  I  ask  advice  from  him." 

"  He  will  always  be  delighted  to  give  it  to  you." 

"But  I  am  not  his  pupil,  unfortunately." 

"Why  should  you  not  be?  He  would  ask  nothing  better; 
he  would  be  very  much  flattered  if  you  would  cojisult  him, 
and  he  would  give  you  sensible,  disinterested  advice;  for  his 
judgment  is  excellent  and   unprejudiced,  and  he  would  be 
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happy  to  have  an  interestiag  pupil    Believe  roe,  be  would  be 
flattered  and  delighted." 

Wednesday i  Jant^ary  i6/i.-»'The  architect  has  told  me  that 
amoug  his  brother's  numerous  projects  for  pictures  is  one  to 
represent  the  "  Shepherds  at  Bethlehem." 

For  the  last  few  days  noy  head  has  been  filled  with  the  sub- 
ject, and  thi^  afternoon  i  seemed  to  see  the  picture  clearly  as  in 
a  vision.  Yes,  the  "Shepherds  at  Bethlehem."  A  sublime  sub- 
ject, and  which  he  will  render  mote  sublime  still. 

Yes,  my  vision  was  so  clear,  and  I  received  from  it  such  a 
distinct  impression  that  I  can  compare  it  only  to  the  vision  of 
the  shepherds  themselves — holy  enthusiasm  and  profound 
admiration. 

For  the  last  two  or  three  hours  my  admiration  has  made  me 
madly  in  love.    Can  you  understand  that?    . 

Can  you  imagine  all  the  mystery,  tenderness,  and  superb 
simplicity  he  will  put^iqtp  the  picture?  Qne  who  knows 
his  work  can  do  so,  by  noticing  the  mysterious  and  fantastic 
resemblance  between  **Joan  of  Arc "  and  "  Evening  in  the 
Village,"  the  effect  of  which  will  in  some  way  be  reproduced 
in  the  "Shepherds."  Ahl  but  don't  yoi\  find  it  delightful  of 
me  to  grow  enthusiastic  over  pictures  I  haye  never  seen,,  and 
which  do  not  exist?  Pshaw!  let  me  be  ridiculous  in  the  eyes 
of  the  majority;  two  or  three  dreamers  will  feel  with  me,  and, 
if  need  be,  I  could  do  without  even  them.  **  Joan  of  Arc " 
was  neyer  appreciated  in  France,  but  it  was  enthusiastically 
received  in  America,  "Joan  of.  Arc"  is  a  masterpiece,  both 
in  sentiment  and  workmanship. 

You  should  have  heard  Paris  speak  of  \%,    Jt  was. a  shame! 

Is  it  possible  that  only  "  Phaedras  "  and  "  Auroras  "  are  to 
be  crowned  with  success?  Moreover,  has  thj^  public  always 
cared  for  Millet,  Rousseau,  or  Corot?  No;  they  admired  them 
a^ter  they  became  the  fashion. 

What  is  most  shameful  in  our  day  is,  the  hypocrisy  9f 
^enl<gl?^tened  people,  who  profess  to  believe  that  thU  aft  is  not 
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serious,  nor  elevated,  and  who  bum  incetise  before  those  **  who 
follow  the  traditions  of  the  masters/*  Is  there  any  need  to 
dwell  upon  and  explain  the  stupidity  of  such  ideas?  What, 
then,  is  high  art,  if  it  be  not  the  art  which,  while  painting  flesh, 
hair,  garments,  trees,  to  perfection,  so  that  they  seem  absolute 
reality,  paints  at  the  same  time  souls,  minds,  existences? 
"Joan  of  Arc,"  they  say,  is  not  high  art,  because  she  is 
depicted  as  a  peasant  in  her  natural  surroundings^  and  hot 
with  white  hands  and  clad  in  armor. 

No;  his  "  Evening  in  the  Village"  is  inferior  to  ''  Joan  of 
Arc,"  and  idiotic  of  dishonest  critics  praise  it  in  order  to  make 
it  appear  that  his  talents  are  confined  to  one  style;  and  they 
are  furious  that  this  man,  who  has  been  a  painter  of  peasants,. 
should  dare  to  paint  anything  else^  even  an  historical  peasant 
like  Joan  of  Arc. 

Hypocrites  and  Pharisees! 

For,  after  all,  any  one  of  ub  artists,  no  matter  who,  can 
paint  flesh;  but  we  have  not  the  subtle,  divine  afflatus  which 
he  and  he  alone  possesses  In  the  eyes  of  his  figures  I  can 
see  their  lives,  and  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I  knew  them.  I  have 
endeavored  to  feel  the  same  thing  when  looking  at  the  pictures 
of  other  artists,  and  I  have  not  succeeded. 

Would  you  prefer  the  execution  of  Lady  Jane  Grey  or  a 
Bajazet  to  the  animated,  living  glance  of  a  little  girl  running 
along  the  street? 

This  incomparable  artist  possesses  a  quality  which  is  found 
only  in  the  religious  paintings  of  the  Italians,  when  the  artists 
painted  and  believed  at  the  same  time. 

Has  it  never  happened  to  you,  when  alone  in  the  country  in 
the  evening,  under  a  very  clear  sky^  to  feel  troubled,  pervaded 
by  a  mysterious  sentiment^  by  aspirations  toward  the  infinite; 
to  feel  as  if  you  were;  so  to  speak,  on  the  eve  of  some  great 
event— something  supernatural?  And  have  you  never  had 
day-dreams,  which  transported  you  into  unknown  worlds? 

If  you  have  not,  you  will  never  comprehend  Baatien- Lepage, 
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and  I  advise  you  to  purchase  an  "Aurora"  of  Bouguereau's, 
or  an  historical  picture  by  Cabanel. 

And  all  this,  my  dear,  means  that  you  adore  the  genius  of 
little  Basticn? 

Yes. 

So,  now,  that  you  are  satisfied  on  that  point  I  will  go  to  bed. 
Amen! 

Sunday^  January  20M. — It  is  a  sad  thing,  but  I  have  no 
woman  friend;  I  care  for  no  one,  and  no  one  cares  for  me. 

If  I  have  no  friend,  I  know  perfectly  well  that  it  is  because, 
in  spite  of  myself,  I  allow  it  to  be  too  clearly  seen  that  "  I 
look  down  upon  the  crowd." 

No  one  likes  to  be  humiliated.  I  might  console  myself  by 
thinking  that  the  lofty  intellects  of  this  world  have  never  been 
loved.  People  crowd  about  them  and  bask  in  the  rays  of 
their  genius,  but  at  heart,  they  hate  them,  and,  whenever  they 
have  an  opportunity,  slander  them.  At  present,  the  question 
of  a  statue  to  Balzac  is  being  agitated,  and  the  journals  are 
publishing  every  day  anecdotes  and  incidents  of  his  life,  gath- 
ered from  the  lips  of  the  great  man's  friends.  Heaven  save 
us  all  from  such  friends  as  they  have  proved  themselves  to  be — 
friends  who  divulge  every  mean,  ridiculous,  and  low  trait! 

I  prefer  enemies;  they  would  not  be  so  widely  believed. 

Saturday^  February  23^. — The  Mar^chale  and  Claire  arrived 
about  I  o'clock  to  receive  Madeleine  Lemaire,  who  came 
to  see  the  picture.  She  is  a  celebrated  water-colqr  artist,  and 
a  woman  of  the  world  besides;  but  she  obtains  large  prices  for 
her  pictures.     Naturally,  she  said  only  flattering  things. 

And  I  am  in  a  thoroughly  bad  temper.  Probably  because  I 
am  soon  to  die,  my  life  comes  back  to  me  from  the  beginning 
in  all  its  details.  I  remember  stupid  things,  which  bring  the 
tears  to  my  eyes;  I  never  went  to  balls  as  often  as  other  girls — 
three  or  four  balls  a  year,  that  was  all ;  I  could  have  gone  often 
in  the  last  two  years,  but  those  things  no  longer  had  the  power 
to  amuse  me.  / 
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And  it  is  the  great  artist  who  regrets  that?  Yes.  And  now? 
Well,  now  there  are  other  things  than  balls  that  I  long  for; 
those  reunions  where  one  meets  thinkers,  writers,  artists, 
singers — the  whole  world  of  intellect,  in  fact. 

The  most  philosophical  and  most  sensible  person  m  the 
world  need  not  be  ashamed  to  want  to  meet,  once  a  week  or 
twice  a  month,  the  people,  who  are  the  flower  of  Parisian  intel- 
ligence. I  talk  about  longings  now — why,  I  know  not,  for  I 
am  going  to  die.  I  have  always  been  unfortunate  in  every- 
thing. On  account  of  my  work,  I  have  become  acquainted 
with  the  best  people  in  Paris,  but  that  has  turned  out  to  be 
only  one  humiliation  the  more. 

I  am  too  unhappy  not  to  hope  that  there  is  a  God  Who  can 
take  pity  upon  me  if  He  wants  to.  But,  if  such  a  God 
existed,  would  He  allow  things  to  be  as  they  are?  What  have 
I  done  that  I  should  be  so  unhappy? 

No  reading  of  the  Bible  would  ever  make  me  believe.  That 
is  only  an  historical .  document,  where  all  that  relates  to  God 
is  told  in  a  silly  and  childish  way. 

I  can  believe  only  in  a  God  Who  is  an  abstract,  philosophi- 
cal God;  a  g^eat  mystery;  the  earth,  the  heavens,  the  universe— 
Fan, 

But  that  is.aGodWho  can  do  nothing  for  us.  That  is  a 
God  Whom  one  caiU  imagine  and  admire  when  looking  at  the 
stars  and  reflecting  on  scientific,  spiritualistic,  Renan-like 
questions.  But  the  GodJ  long  to  believe  in  is  One  Who  sees 
everything,  Who  interests  Himself  in  everything,  and  of 
Whom  we  can  ask  everything.  But  if  this  God  existed,  would 
He  allow  things  to  be  as  they  are? 

Tuesday y  March  iiM.— It  is  raining.  It  is  not  that  alone 
that  makes  me  depressed,  but  I  am  worse,  and  it  is  all  so  unjust. 
Heaven  is  too  cruel  to  me! 

But  I  am  still  of  an  age  when  one  fvnds  happiness  even  in 
the  thought  of  death* 

It  seems  to  me  that  no  one  loves  everything  so  much  as  I 
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i)i>-^aln,  'music,  painting,  books,  society,  dress,  luxury,  excite- 
ment«  tranqufliity,  laughter,  satdnesss  tnelanohoty,  idle  chatter, 
love,  cold,  sunshine;  all  seasons,  alt  atmospheric  conditions; 
the  qi;iiet  plains  of  Russia  and  the  nbo^mtains  aboibt  Naples; 
tli«  snow  of  winter,  the  rains  ol  autumn,  the  spring  and  its 
ehanjges,:  the  calm  days  and  beautiful  starlight  nights  af 
9iinmi6r*-«-<l  lovb  and  admits  all.  £verythfng  presefnts  itself  to 
ine  ui\dev  am  as()ect  eather  mteresttpg  or  sublime.  I  should  like 
tQ  se« 'ever3?thing,  to  possess  everything,' to  embrace  every- 
thimg,  to  become  absorbed  in  erer)^hing',  i^d  to  die,  since  die 
I  must,  in  tw^  yeaits  or  tliirtly  yeairs;'  :to  die' in  ap  ecstasy  of  joy 
at  the  thought  of  solving  the  last  mystefy,  the  end  of  all 
things  or  the  divine  beginning. 

This  nniversal  love  is  not  the  reswlt  of  being  a  consumptive; 
I  hav^  always 'pG9$e8Sed  it,  and  £  remember  thatjost  ten  years 
ago,  in  1874,  I  wrote: 

^'  In  vain>  movM  I  chooise;  all  seasons  ar«  beiautiftil. 

**1  want  tf//y  A'^o^^n  ^vfOiiM  not  satisfy  me. 

"  Everything  pales  into  insignificance  before  the  beauties  of 
nature. 

^In  fact,  ^erything  in  life  pteasei^  me^.  I 'tedt  everything 
agreeable;  and,  while  demanding  happiness,  I  find  happiness 
in  being  miserable.  My  body  w«eps  aifKi  laci^ents,  yet  some- 
thing within  me,  Whkh^  is  strongs  tha#  I  a«i,  tejoices  at 
itall.^* 

That  good  Tony>  Robert-Ffe:Mry  4ined  wHb  «« this  evening. 
He  says  that  my  piotuife  cil  th0 gtainms  i^  greatly  improved;  in 
short,  that'it  is*  very  good, -and  tluit  it  iir^l^be^eoepted  at  the 
Salon,  y  --     '    •  • 

'  I  forjgsdt"  to  stay  that  tlie't)iottif^  h  to-be  eafl'ed  '*^  A,  Meeting/' 
-  W0di9esday^  Mat^ek  i3/i4.^--I)ina*&'|)OrtFalt  >J^ill  not  be-ftnished, 
so  I  shall  send  only  the  "  Meeting.*^^  There  was  a  friendly 
giatherttig  at  Madamef'  Hochon's  tfeis  evening;  many  artists 
and  a  few  ladies  like  the  Duchess  d'  Uz6s-,' the  Cowntess  Cornet, 
the  Mar^hale^  aridoarseh^^es.  Among' t&e^klrtlstfe  were  Cabanel, 
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J&labert^  Siiebert,  G.  Ferrier,  and  Boulanger.  We  li|ad  a 
little  mastp,  and  Salvayre  played  and  sang  some  airs  from  his 
"Henri  HI."  All  these  people,  not  excepting  Cabanel,  were 
very,  cordial ;  to  me; 

Saturday^  March  \^iK — Abbema  came  to  see  my  picture 
thisihommg.:  ;         -  . 

I  thought  the  15th  would  ne^irer  oooae;  The  weather  is 
exquisite,  and  on  Monday  or  Tuesday  I  anl  going' intd  the 
country  to.isrork.  I  will  no  longer  adtiiire  Bastien- Lepage^  I 
scarcely  know  him,  his  nature  is  so — reserved;  and  then  it  is 
much  bcHiter  to  work  with  what  talent  one  has  than  to  waste 
one's  admiration  on  thCi  talent  of  others. 

Sunday^  March  i6/>t.— The. pictures  have  6een  sent 

Ijretumed  home  at  half -past  :6t  so  fatigued  and  exhausted 
that  the  sensation  was  delightful.  You  can  not  think  how 
thoroughly  I  enjoy  extreme  sensation;  even  overpowering  pain 
is  a  delight. 

Once,  when  J  icrushed  my  finger,  the  pain  was  so  keen  for 
half  an  hour  that  I  enjoyed  it 

So  it  was  with  the  thorough  i fatigue  of  this  evening,  when, 
with  ail  my  muscles  reiax'^d,  and  my  limbs  heavy,  I  iay  in  the 
bath  and  afterward  in  bed,  my  .brain  full  of  incoherent,  shad- 
owy, things;  I  went  to  sleep  murmuring  aloud  disrjoifited 
words  suggested  by  the  confused:  thoughts  thatflitted  through 
my  head — fCabanel,  varnishing  day,  the  Mar^chale,  Breslau, 
painting,  Algeria,  the  lihe,  .Wolff ! 

Wednesday y  March  iqfh. — I  have  found  an  orchard  at  Sevres 
to  paint  in,  and  I  did  not  rettirn  home  until  ^o'clock — wotn 
out.    We  iiadeqmpany  to  dinner. 

Yesterday,  the  iballottng  for  m^nbers  took  |>lace  at  the 
club  of  Russian  artists;     I  was  unanimously  elected.  < 

Ciaire  saw  a  gentleman  to-day.  who  told  her  that  hehad 
been  to  see  Bastien-Lepage  and  found  him  very  ill;  and  the 
next  day  he  met  the  doctor,  who  said:  *^  The  man  is  very  ill, 
but  i;dd'noC  think  it  is  rheumacism^  i;he  trotibte  is  here,'^  and 
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he  tapped  himself  on  the  stomach.  So,  then,  he  is  really  ill! 
He  tipent  to  Blidah  three  or  four  days  ago,  accompanied  by 
his  m<^her. 

Saturday,  March  22d, — I  have  not  yet  began  work  at  S6vres, 
but  my  preparations  are  all  made. 

Julian  writes:  "Your  picture  has  been  accepted  and  will 
receive  a  number  three,  at  least." 

What  does  that  at  least  signify? 

God  be  thanked!  But  I  never  doubted  that  my  picture 
would  be  received. 

Monday y  March  24th,-^^ or  som^  days  past  there  has  been 
something  discordant  in  my  surroundings,  which  has  driven 
me  to  solitude  and  made  me  see  myself  as  I  really  am,  so — 
but  no,  it  is  all  too  sad  for  me  to  complain.  I  am  heavy, 
dull,  and  stupefied. 

I  have  been  re-reading  a  book  which  I  read  some  years  ago 
and  did  not  particularly  care  for,  but  which  now  I  greatly 
admire.  I  speak,  of  "  Madame  Bovary."  The  literary  style 
of  the  book,  its  execution,  so  to  speak,  is  perfect.  But  the 
style  is  far  from  being  its  only  merit. 

in  the  midst  of  these  clouds  which  surround  me,  I  see  more 
clearly  the  realities  of  life — ^realities  so  harsh  and  so  bitter  that 
the  tears  will  fall  as  I  write  them.  But  I  can  not  even  write 
them.  And  then,  what  is  the  use?  What  is  the  use?  I  have 
spent  six  years  in  working  ten  hours  a  day,  to  gain  what?  A 
meagre  knowledge  of  art  and  a  fatal  disease.  I  have  been  to 
see  my  doctor  to-day,  and  I  talked  so  pleasantly  that  he  said: 
"What  good  spirits  you  always  have!** 

If  I  persist  in  hoping  that  "  fame  "  will  repay  me  for  all,  I 
must  live,  a»d  to  live  I  must  take  pare  of  myself. 

Here  are  both  dreams  and  frightful  realities! 

One  never  believes  in  any  trouble  until  it  actually  comes. 
I  remember  when,  as  quite  a  little  girl,  I  took  my  first  journey 
on  the  railway,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  came  into  con- 
tact with  strangers.    I  had  taken  my  place,  and  filled  up  two 
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seats  with  all  sorts  of  objects,  when  two  travelers  entered. 
"These  places  are  taken,"  said  I,  coolly.  "  Oh,  very  well,"  said 
one  of  the  gentlemen,  "  I  will  call  the  conductor." 

I  thought  this  was  an  Unmeaning  threat,  such  as  I  had  been 
used  to  at  home,  and  no  words  could  describe  the  cold  chili 
that  seized  me  when  the  conductor  cleared  the  seat,  which 
the  gentleman  immediately  occupied.  This  was  my  first 
reality. 

For  a  long  time  I  have  been  threatened  with  a  serious 
disease,  but  I  have  never  believed  in  it.  Ah,  well!  I  would 
not  have  had  time  to  tell  you  all  this  if  I  had  not  been  waiting 
for  my  model,  and  grumbling  is  better  than  doing  nothing. 

The  March  wind  is  keen  and  the  skies  are  gray  and 
lowering. 

I  began  yesterday  quite  a  large  picture  in  the  old  orchard 
at  Sevres.  The  subject  is  a  young  girl  seated  under  an  apple 
-tree  in  full  bloom;  a  path  leading  off  into  the  distance,  and 
everywhere  the  branches  of  all  sorts  of  blossoming  fruit  trees; 
a  very  fresh;  green  turf,  sprinkled  with  violets  and  little  yellow 
flowers.  The  girl  sits  in  revery  with  half-closed  eyes,  her 
chin  in  the  palm  of  her  left  hand  and  her  elbow  upon  her 
knee. 

The  treatment  of  the  picture  must  be  very  simple,  and  the 
spectator  must  be  made  to  feel  the  breath  of  spring-time 
which  makes  the  girl  dreamy.  There  will  be  sunshine  stream- 
ing through  the  branches.  It  is  to  be  about  fiv^e  feet  wide 
and  a  little  more  in  height. 

So,  then,  my  picture  has  receiveid  only  a  number  three,  and  I 
am  not  to  be  on  the  line — not  even  that. 

It  has  deeply  and  hopelessly  discouraged  me,  but  it  is  no 
one's  fault;  it  is  simply  my  lack  of  talent.  Yes,  this  occur- 
rence has  shown  me,  beyond  any  doubt,  that  if  I  ceased  to 
have  any  belief  in  my  art  I  should  die  at  once.  And  if  my 
hopes  of  success  are  again  put  lo  flight,  as  they  were  this 
eveningj^tl^e  will  be  nothing  left  for  me  but  death,   - 
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Thursdajfy  March  2jth, — I  am  very  busy  with  my  pictures. 
Why  have  I  QOt  yet  succeed^^d  in  doin^  aoything  ia  painting 
as  good  as  my  pastel  of  three  years  ago? 

Monday y  March  ^ist — ^Almost  jK^hing  done;  ray  picture 
will  be  badly  hui\g,  and  I.sb^U  receive  no  medaU 

I  stayed  in  a  warm  bath  for  more. than  an  hour,  which  brought^ 
on  a  slight  hemorrtage...  That  wasfootehi  you  will  say..  Very, 
likely,  but  I  have  no  longer  any  sense;  I  am  discouraged  and 
half  mad  with  my  fruitless  struggles  against  everything. 

There  is  nothing  to  be  said^  aotbipg  to  be  dpne,-  If  this 
state  of  affairs  continues,,  I  may  live  a  year  or  so;  but  if  my 
mind  were  at  rest,  I  might  live  twenty  years  longer. 

Yes»  that  number  three  is  difiScult  to  swallow.  Zilhardt  and 
Breslau  received  number  two.  Why  not  I  ?  There  were 
forty  judges^  and  it  seems  that  I  received  so  o^any  votes  for 
number  two  th^t  everyone  thought  I  would  get  it.  Let  us 
suppose  that  I  had  fifteen,  votes  for  it,. and  tw^utyrfiy^ against, 
it;  the  committee  is  composed  of  fif teen,. pr  twenty  men  of 
note,. and  twenty, unknown  intt:iguers,  whq  paint  atrocious 
pictures,  .  l^veryone  knows  ttis  to  be  a.fa^t.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  a  frightful  .blow  to  me,  but  it  has.  not  bljnded  me  to  tbe 
truth  of  the  matter,  and  I  see  myself  as  I  am.  No,  there  i& 
nothing  to  be  said.  I  begi^  to  feel  tba^  if  my  picj;ure  had 
been  very  good — 

Ah!  never,  never,  never  have  I  touched  jthe  depths  of 
despair  as  I  Wave  to-day,  ,As.l,opg asthej;^ issofliething Jower, 
there  is  still  hope,  but  to  set  foot  on  tiie  black  and ;  slimy 
bottom  of  the  gulf;  to  say:  It  \^  not  circuua^t^ces  that  are  to 
blame,  nor  my  family,  nor  the  woorld,  but  my  own  lagk  of.  tal- 
ent-t-ah!  |hat  is;lt,oo  horrible,  and  there  is  qo  power,,  human  or 
divine>  that  c^t;  help  me.  I  do  not  see  bow ^it  wil)  be  ppssible 
for  me  to  go  on  with  miy  work.;  leyerything  seemp  at  an  end. 

Then  this  isan;e^trefiOjeiaensation.>  Yes..  Well,  according 
to  the  tbfsories  you  propounded  t^e  ptber  icjlay,  you  ought  to 
find  it  an  w^yvKWX^  .1  ftm  jQ^ught. in. my  o^a, tropin  . 


Bm  I-  don*t  cat€.  I  am  goinjg  to  take  ^xo^  bf  dttiid'Cj  wfeich 
will  put  me  to  sleep.  And  th^tt,  God  i^  great,  aftd  thetfe 
always  arrives  some  little  consolaiion  aftet  gtteat  tlfOtiblifts. 

And  t<>  think  that  tfiet^  i«  fto  oht  to  whom  i-Can  tell  all 
kM%  th>^t  I  ckti  noit  ev^n  ha'T«  the  ^ttsdiatiofi  idlf  talking  6ver 
my  troubJfei^^no,  th^re  i&tto  one,  no  ©afe!    •         ' 

bless^  &t^  the  «imt>le  ihinded^  bltssed  are  they  who  believe 
in  a  good  God,  to  Whom  they  can  appeal!  What'havt  I  to 
appeal  to  Him  for?    Because  1  h&^  lixi  tkHtit2 

You  ^e,  thet^fote^  thi«  H  k  Supreme  s^tis^ti^n;  thi%  is  the 
very  depths  of  misery;  and  I  <>ught^  thttttdi^  to  eftjijy  it 

Perhaps  I  Should  if  thfette  Wei*e  Ai^jr  6pe6iato«  of  my  misfery. 

The  sorrows  of  people  who  afterward  become  celebrated 
are  related  by  their  friends,  for-'th^y  hAV^  frij^nds-^p^ople  to 
whom  they  talk.  I  have  none.  And  even  if  J  JshouH  utter 
my  lamentations,  if  I  should  declare  to  those  about  ttie: 
**  No,  I  Will  pAtnt  no  toorfe!  '*  What  difftfrehce  would  it  make? 
Nd  one  wouhl  be  uhfe  l((t)ser^  for  I  have  nt)  talent. 

But  of  all  the  things  I  must  keep  tb  myself  ahd  impart  to 
no  one,  the  worst,  the  most  humiliating,  is  •  tMst  to  fe^/,  to 
iftUiiH^  to  kn^>iO'\\x'iX  I^am  notbihgi  If  tbtB  were  to  continue, 
I  could  n^t  live. 

Tuesday^  Aprti  itf/.-^It  dCiitifaiwSv  but  as  I  had  to  find  Bomc 
oomJFoi't  I  have  taketi  this-^I  may  be  •  niistakGH.  I  have  shed 
so  many  tears  that:  I  can  no  lon^ek?  see  yl^arly. 

They  day  to  me:  Oh,  the  nui&btr  does  not  amount  to  any- 
thing; no  on©  notices  that.  i<    » 

Yes,  but  thfe  {)laGe  in  which  it  is  hung  J 

Wtinesday,  ApHl  t£^—l  went  to  Fetlt^s  (Ih^  exhibition  in 
the  Rodde  S^ze),  and  remained  for  4n  hour  before  thd  Won- 
derful pictures  of  Bastien- Lepage  and  Cazin. 

Then.  I  went > isb  Roberti^Fl^ufy's;  atid  with  a'gayyuneon- 
cerried  air,  a^ed:  .  .     . 

."  W^ll,  Monmear,  how  did^  thing*  go  «tt  the  cotnmittee?" 

**  Oh,  very  well    Wheti  your  pioture  was  pa»iedv  they  said 
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— not  one  or  two  of  them,  but  several:  "Stay,  that  is  good; 
that  must  have  a  number  two." 

"  Oh,  Monsieur,  is  it  possible? " 

"Yes,  indeed;  I  don't  say  so  to  give  you  pleasure;  it  is 
really  so.  Then  they  voted,  and  if  the  president  had  not 
been  flustered  that  day,  you  would  have  had  number  two. 
Your  picture  was  considered  good,  and  was  very  favorably 
received.** 

"  But  I  have  a  number  three?** 

"  Yes,  but  that  is  due  to  a  misfortune.  It  is  simple  ill- 
luck,.    You  should'have  had  a  number  two." 

"  But  what  fault  do  they  find  with  the  picture?*' 

"None." 

"  None?    It  is  not  bad,  then?" 

"It is  good.** 

"  But,  then?" 

"  It  is  a  misfortune,  and  that  is  all.  Now,  if  you  could 
find  a  member  of  the  committee  to  ask  that  it  be  hung  on  the 
line,  it  would  be  done;  for  it  is  good.** 

"  Could  not  you?** 

"  I  am  simply  a  member  of  the  committee,  whose  duty  it  is 
to  see  that  the  order  of  the  numbers  is  respected;  but  if  any 
other  member  asks  it,  be  sure  I  will  not  oppose  it." 

I  then  went  to  see  Julian,  who  laughed  a  little  at  Robert- 
Fleury's  advice,  and  said  that  I  need  not  worry  much,  and 
that  he  would  be  very  much  astonished  if  I  were  not  on  the 
line.  And  then,  Robert-Fleury  told  me,  on  his  word  of  honor, 
that  I  deserve  it,  and  that,  morally  speaking,  I  have  it.  Mor- 
ally speaking!  And  he  said,  too,  that  it  would  be  only  justice. 

Ah!  no;  to  ask  as  a  favor  what  is  my  right  would  be  too 
much! 

.  Friday y  April  4M. — Ba^tien^Lepage's  exhibition  is,  no  doubt, 
a  brilliant  one;  but  the  pictures  are  almost  all  old  ones.  They 
are:  i.  A  portrait  of  MadameOrouet,  of  last  year;  2.  Another 
portrait  of  1882;  3.  A  landscape  with  two  washerwomen,  and 
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an  apple  tree  in  bloom,  also  of  1882;  4.  His  picture  for  the 
concoursy  which  was  awarded  the  Prix  de  Rome  (he  was  awarded 
only  the  second  Prix  de  Rome)^  of  1875;  and  then,  of  last 
summer,  there  is  a  sketch  made  at  Concarneau:  "  The  Pool  of 
Damvillers."  That  makes  five.  6.  "  The  Wheat,  or  the 
Mowers,"  where  only  the  back  of  one  little  mower  is  to  be 
seen.  An  old  beggar  gathering  wood  in  a  forest  makes  seven, 
"The  Pool  of  Damvillers,"  the  mowers,  and  the  beggar  are  full 
of  sunlight.  If  there  are  many  landscape  painters  as  fine  as 
Bastien-Lepage,  I  shall  be  astonished  to  know  it. 

But  a  great  artist  can  have  no  specialty.  I  know  that  I  have 
seen  at  Bastien -Lepage's  an  "  Andromeda,"  which,  althougk 
small,  is  as  fine  a  study  of  the  nude  as  anyone  could  make. 
Precision,  character,  nobility  of  form,  grace,  delicacy  of  tone, 
it  possesses  all  these,  and,  moreover,  the  execution  is  both 
broad  and  delicate;  in  short,  it  is  nature  itself.  When  he 
wished  to  show  an  effect  of  twilight,  he  painted  "  Evening  in 
the  Village,"  which  is  a  real  masterpiece.  The  poetical  touch, 
h  la  Millet,  was  perhaps  overdone.  I  say  h  la  Millet  to  make 
my  meaning  understood;  for  Bastien  is  himself,  and  if  Millet 
has  painted  evening  and  moonlight  scenes,  that  is  no  reason 
why  others  should  not  do  the  same. 

The  effect  of  "  Evening  in  the  Village  "  is  magical.  Why 
did  I  not  buy  it? 

He  has  painted  also  views  of  London,  with  the  Thames, 
where  you  can  positively  see  the  flow  of  the  water — that  heavy, 
thick  water,  which  seems  to  turn  over  and  over,  as  it  were. 
His  small  portraits  are  exquisitely  beautiful — as  beautiful  as  the 
small  portraits  of  the  old  masters.  And  the  life-size  portrait, 
of  his  mother  is  unsurpassable  in  execution;  for  it  is  nature 
itself,  no  matter  how  closely  it  is  qj^mined.  Finally,  his 
"  Joan  of  Arc  "  is  an  inspiration  of  genius. 

Bastien-Lepage  is  thirty-five.  Raphael  died  at  thirty-seven, 
having  painted  more  pictures  than  Bastien-Lepage  has  yet 
produced.    But  Raphael,  from  the  age  of  twelve,  was  caressed 
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and  patronized  by  duchesses  and  cardinals,  who  made  him 
work  with  the  great  Perugino;  and  Raphael,  at  fifteen,  made 
copies  of  his  master's  pictures  that  could  not  be  distinguished 
from  the  Originals,  and  thenceforward  was  a  great  artist.  Then, 
in  those  great  pictures  which  astorihh  us  as  much  on  account 
of  the  time  it  must  have  taken  to  paint  them  as  by  their  fine 
qualities,  the  largest  part  of  the  work  ^was  done  by  pupils,  and 
in  many  of  them  there  is  nothing  of  Raphael  except  the  gen- 
eral outlines.  .     .    >   .   > 

And  Bastien-Lepage,  in  his  earlier  days,  niade  his  living  by 
sorting  letters  in  the  iParis  post  office.  He  exhibited  his  first 
picture  in  1 86$,  I  think. 

In  short,  he  had  neither  duchesses,  nOr  cardinals,  nor 
Perugino.  But  he  took  all  the  village  prixes  for  drawing,  and- 
he  Was  only  about  fifteen  or  sixteen  when  he  Came  to  Paris. 

But  he  had  more  advantages  than  I,  who  have  always  lived 
in  surroundings  little  favorable  to  art,  taking  a'  few  lessons  in 
my  childhood,  as  all  children  do,  and  then  fourteen  or  fifteen 
lessons  of  an  hour  each,  in  the  space  of  three  or  four  years. 
That  gives  me  six  years  and  a  few  months  of  study;  but  there 
were  always  journeys  and  a  serious  illness  to  interfere.  And 
what  have  I  accomplished?  Have  I  progressed  as  far  as  Bas- 
tien  had  in  1S74?    That  question  is  pure  insanity. 

If  I  should  say  in  society,  or  even  in  the  presence  of  artists, 
what  I  write  of  Bastien,  people  would  say  that  I  was  entirely 
mad,  some  from  ^conviction,  and  others  on  principle,  in  order 
not  to  admit  the  superiority  of  So  young  an  artist. 

Saturday,  AfH!  <^tk, — These  are  my  planst 

I  will  first  finish  my  Sevres  picture.^  Then  I  will  apply 
myself  seriously  to  sculpture  in  the  morning,  and  to  study  of 
the  nude  in  the  aftern6on.  That  will  take  me  into  Juiy.  In 
July  I  will  begin  "The  Evening,**  which  is  a  long,  treeless 
i*dad,  stretching  across  a  plain,  and  fdding  in  the  distance  into 
k  sunset  sky.  Upon  the  road  is  a  cart,  to  which  two  oxen  are 
attached;   the  cart  is  loaded  with  hay,  bn  top  of  which  Is 
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lying  an  old  roan,  face  downward,  his  chin  in  his  hands.  The 
prolilQ  atanda  put  in  relief  against  the  sunsf^t  The  o^en  are 
led  by  a  small  boy. 

This  ought  to  be  simple,  impressive,  poetical,  etc. 

When  I  have  finished  this,  and  two  or  three  little  things,  I 
will  go  to  Jerusalem,  where  I  will  pass  the  winter,  and  devote 
myself  to  painting  and  the  recovery  of  ray  health. 

And  in  a  year  from  now  Bastien  will  prpclaim  me  a  great 
artist. 

I  write  all  this  down,  for  it  is  interesting  to  see  afterward 
how  our  plans  turn  out. 

Sundayy  Apri(6th, — My  aunt  left  for  Russia  this  evening. 

Saturday y  April  la/^.-^JuHan  writes  that  the  picture  is  hung 
on  the  line. 

Wednesday y  April  i6th. — I  go  every  d)ay .  to  •  Sevres,  My 
picture  has  taken  complete  possession  of  me.  ,  The  apple  tree 
is  in  blossomj.allabput  are, sprouting  leaves  of  cjelicate  green, 
and  the  sunshine  plays  on  the  lovely  spring  verdure.  The 
grass  is  full  of  viole.ts  and  yellow  flowers  like  stars.  The  air 
is  redolent  of  perfurajg,  and  the  young  girl  who  lies  dreaming 
%t  the  foot  of  the  tree  is  **  languid  and  intoxicated,"  as  Andr6 
Theuriet  says. 

Tuesday^  April  29^.— To-morrow  is  varnishing  day,  and  as 
early  as  possible  I  shall  see  the  Figaro  and  ih^Gaulois.  What 
will  they  say  of  me?  Will  it  be  good,  bad,  or  nothing  at  all.? 
Wednesday^  April  ^oth. — The  disaster  is  not  complete,  .for 
the  Gaulds  speaks  very  well  of  me.  It  gives  me  a  separate 
Jiptice-  ,  It  is  very  nice,  for  it  is  written  by  Fourcaud,  the 
Wolff  of  the  Gaulois\  and,  as  the  Gaulois  appears  with  a  plan 
of  the  Salony  the  same  as  the  FigarQ^  it  seems  to  me  that  that 
fact  gives  it  an  equal  or  almost  equal  importance. 

The  Voltaire^  which  publishes  a  number  of  the  same  sort, 
treats  me  like  the  Gaulois,     Both  are  very  important  notices. 

The  Journal  des  Arts  also  speaks  of  me,  and  thq  Iniran- 
sigeant  treats  me  as   well.      The   other  journals   will   have 
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criticisms  from  day  to  day.  The  Figaro^  the  GaulaiSy  and  the 
Voltaire  are  the  only  ones  that  give  elaborate  notices  as  early 
as  varnishing  day. 

Am  I  contented?  That  is  an  easy  question  to  answer.  Not 
too  much  nor  too  little. 

There  is  just  enough  to  keep  me  from  being  unhappy — ^that 
is  all. 

I  have  just  come  from  the  Salon?  We  went  there  at  noon, 
and  Stayed  until  5  o'clock,  an  hour  before  closing —  I  have 
a  headache. 

We  remained  for  a  long  time  on  a  bench  opposite  my  picture. 

It  attracted  considerable  attention,  and  I  laughed  as  I 
thought  not  one  of  the  crowd  could  imagine  that  the  artist 
was  the  elegantly  dressed  young  girl  who  sat  opposite,  show- 
ing the  tips  of  her  pretty  little  shoes. 

Ah!  all  this  is  much  better  than  it  was  last  year. 

Is  it  a  success — I  mean  a  veritable,  serious  success? 

Upon  my  word,  I  think  so. 

Breslau  exhibited  two  portraits.  I  saw  only  one  of  them, 
and  it  greatly  surprised  me.  It  was  an  imitation  of  Manet, 
and  I  did  not  like  it.  She  has  not  improved.  What  I  am 
going  to  say  is  frightful,  perhaps;  but  the  truth  is  I  am  not 
sorry;  neither  am  I  pleased.  There  is  room  for  everybody; 
still,  I  confess  that  I  prefer  to  have  things  as  they  are. 

Bastien-Lepage  sends  only  his  little  picture  of  last  year — 
'*  The  Forge." 

It  is  an  old  blacksmith  in  the  obscurity  of  his  shop.  It  is 
as  good  as  the  darkest  little  canvases  of  the  famous  gal- 
leries. 

He  is  not  well  enough  yet  to  work.  The  poor  architect 
looks  sad,  and  says  that  he  is  going  to  throw  himself  into  the 
river. 

I  also  am  sad;  and  I  think  that,  in  spite  of  my  painting,  my 
sculpture,  my  reading,  and  my  music — ^yes,  in  spite  of  all  that, 
I  am  bored. 
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Saturday^  May  3^.— Emile  Bastien-Lepage  came  at  half- 
past  II,  and  I  went  down  to  see  him,  greatly  surprised  at  his 

call 

He  had  a  host  of  pleasant  things  to  tell  me.  I  have  really 
made  a  great  success. 

"  I  do  not  mean  compared  with  your  previous  work,  or  with 
that  of  your  fellow-students,  but  with  that  of  everybody.  I 
saw  Ollendorff  yesterday,  and  he  said  that  if  it  were  the  work 
of  a  Frenchman  the  government  would  buy  it.  *Ah!  that 
Monsieur  Bashkirtseff  is  a  very  talented  man  (the  picture  is 
signed  M.  Bashkirtseff).'  Then  I  told  him  that  you  were  a 
young  girl,  and,  I  added,  pretty  also.  No!  he  would  not 
believe  it;  and  everyone  is  speaking  of  the  picture  as  a  great 
success." 

Ah!  I  begin  to  believe  it  a  little.  For  fear  of  believing  too 
much,  I  have  allowed  myself  to  feel  only  the  most  moderate 
satisfaction. 

I  shall  be  the  last  to  believe  that  I  have  been  successful; 
but  it  appears  that  I  really  have. 

"  A  real  and  very  great  artistic  success,"  said  Emile  Bas- 
tien.  1 

Then  as  great  a  success  as  Jules  Bastien  in  1874  or  1875? 
Ah,  if  it  were!  I  am  not  yet  overwhelmed  with  joy,  because 
I  scarcely  believe  it. 

I  want  to  be  overwhelmed  with  joy. 

My  excellent  friend,  Emile  Bastien,  asked  me  to  sign  a  per- 
mission for  Charles  Baude,  the  engraver,  and  an  intimate 
friend  of  his  brother's,  to  photograph  and  engrave  my  picture 
for  the  Monde  Illustr^, 

He  also  told  me  that  Friant  (who  is  a  man  of  talent)  is 
enthusiastic  over  my  picture. 

People  whom  I  do  not  know  are  talking  about  me,  are 
interested  in  me,  and  are  discussing  my  merits.  What  happi- 
ness! Ah!  I  can  scarcely  believe  it,  after  having  desired  and 
expected  it  so  long. 
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I  received  a  letter  from  somebody  or  other  a  day  or  two 
ago,  asking  me  for  permission  to  photograph  my  picture,  and 
I  am  glad  I  waited  before  granting  it,  for  I  prefer  Baude 
should  do  it — the  one  whom  Bastien-Lepage  calls  Chariot,  and 
to  whom  he  writes  letters  eight  pages  long. 

I  am  going  down  to  mamma's  sahm  to  receive  the  congrat- 
ulations of  all  the  imbeciles,  who  believe  irhat  I  paint  as  a 
society  woman  does,  and  who  pay  me  the  same  compliments 
they  do  to  Alice  and  the  other  little  fools. 

I  think  Rosalie  is  the  one  who  feels  my  success  most  keenly. 
She  is  wild  with  delight;  speaks  to  me  with  the  tenderness  an 
old  nurse  might  show  her  foster-child^  and  tells  things  right 
and  left  in  the  most  garrulous  manner.  * 

Monday y  May  ^th, — Death  is  a  word  we  write  and  speak 
easily;  but  to  think—- to  believe  that  one  is  going  to  die  isoon, 
is  another  thing.  Do  I  deiief&e  that  I  am  going  to  die  soon? 
No;  but  Ifear  that  I  am. 

There  is  no  u«e  in  disguising  the  fact;  I  am  a  consumptive. 
My  right  lung  is  far  gone,  and  the  left  has  been  affected  a 
little  for  a  year.  Both  sides.  If  I  were  differently  built,  I 
should  be  almost  thin.  I  am  not  so  thin  as  most  young  girls, 
but  I  am  not  as  I  once  was.  A  year  ago  I  was  superb, 
neither  too  stout  nor  too  thin;  now  the  flesh  of  my  arms  is  no 
longer  firm,  and  instead  of  my  shoulders  being  rounded  and 
beautifully  formed,  the  bones  are  beginning  to  show  through. 
I  look  at  myself  every  day  when  I  take  my  bath.  My  hips 
still  retain  their  beautiful  shape,  and  my  legs  are  still  plump, 
but  the  muscles  on  the- knees  show  through  too  plainly.  In 
short,  my  health  is  hopelessly  impaired.  But,  tniserable 
creature,  take  care  of  yourself!  Why,  I  do  take  the  greatest 
care  of  myself.  I  have  had  my  chest  burned  on  both  sides, 
and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  wear  a  low-necked  dress  for  four 
months.  And  I  shall  have  to  be  burned  again  from  time  to 
time,  so  that  I  can  sleep.  There  is  no  longer  any  question  of 
my  getting  well.     I  seem  to  be  exaggerating  things^but  ao, 


jOt^ltNAL  OF   MARIE  BASHfelRTSEFF.  B2l! 

it  is  really  true5  But,  besides  the  burnings,  there  are  so  many 
tbioga  to  be  done,  and  I  do  them  aUv  I  take  cod-Hver  oil, 
arsenic,  and  goat's  milk.  They  have  bought:  me  a  goat.  I 
may  linger  on  for  a  while,  but  I  am  doiomed.  I  have  had  too 
much,  to  fight  against,  and  it  has  killed  me.  It  is  natural 
eoougb,  b»t  it  is  horrible  aW  th^  same. 

Therp  ate  so  many  liU:eresting  thingsrtn  life.  Take  books, 
fof  instaitce. 

They  have  brought  me  a  complete  set  oi  Zola,  a  complete 
set  of  ResK^,  and  some  voltrmes  of  Taine.  I  prefer  Taine's 
"  RevolWion  "  to  MioheletV     ' 

^  MiobeLet  is  rambling  and  nncertain,  and  despite  his  sym- 
pathy with  the  .^biime  side  of  the  Revolution,  and  Taine*s 
evident  defiire  toi  dwell  on  the  worse  phases  of  it,  I  like  Taine 
best.  •    ^   •         ■    .!  ■  •,,.•':•.     A 

And  my  painting? 

Ah,  if  one  cauld  believe  io  a  kind  God,  who  arranges  our 
affairs  for  the  best! 

Tuesday f  May  6/i^.-^Rea(tiAg  al)$orbs.me.  'I  have  read  all 
of  Zola.    He  is  a  giant. 

Ah!  dear  Frenchnien,  there  is  another  that  yon  do  not  seem 
to  appreciate. 

Wednesday^  May  'ptk,-»-l  have  received  from  Dosseidorff  a 
request  for  permtssion  to  etigrave  and  publish  my  Salon  pic- 
ture, as  well  as  some  other  pictures  of  mine.  It  is  amusing. 
But  I  can  not  yet  believe  in  it  all.  Yes^.  itmufet  be  a  success; 
evcr33ane  tells  me  so,  and  they  did  i>ot  say  so  Bast  year;  last 
year  I  had  a  little  success  with  my  pastel,  but  tbiis  year  it  is 
very  different.  Still,  it  is  not  a- j>hiB»omenal  success;  and  my 
name  ainnounced  in  any  jdtAwi  to-night  would  not  produce  any 
sensatiom,  unless  the  room  happened  io  be  filled  with  painters. 
The  sort  of  &ac?cess  that  wcHild  fill  me  with  pride  and  happi- 
ness would  be  to  have  all  convei*sation  stops  ^^^  ^^^  ^J^^ 
tiiirned  in  npy  direction,  whem  my  name  was  announced. 

Since  the  opemngi  of  the  SaUn,  there  is  not  a  papeir  that  has 
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not  spoken  of  my  picture.  And  that  is  not  all.  This  morn- 
ing there  is  an  article  in  the  Farts ^  entitled  "  Society  Painters." 
I  come  Immediately  after  Claire,  and  I  have  as  many  lines  as 
she.  I  am  a  Greuze;  I  am  a  blonde,  with  the  deep  eyes  and 
imperious  brow  of  one  who  is  destined  to  succeed.  I  dress  very 
elegantly,  I  have  great  talent,  and  I  paint  excellent  pictures 
of  the  realistic  school,  after  the  style  of  Bastien-Lepage.  And, 
also,  I  have  the  smile  and  winning  grace  of  a  child!  And  I 
am  not  transported  with  delight?    Why,  not  at  all! 

Thursday^  May  Zth, — I  have  worked  a  little  at  home  to-day. 

How  is  it  that  Wolff  has  said  nothing  of  my  picture?  Possi- 
bly he  has  not  seen  it;  perhaps  his  attention  was  diverted 
when  he  was  in  the  room  in  which  it  is  hung.  It  can  not  be 
because  I  am  unworthy  to  be  noticed  by  the  great  man,  for 
he  notices  people  who  are  of  less  importance  than  I. 

What  is  the  reason,  then?  Is  it  ill-luck,  like  the  number 
three?  I  do  not  believe  in  ill-luck ;  it  is  too  easy  a  way  out  of 
difficulties,  and  too  stupid.     I  believe  it  was  my  lack  of  merit. 

And  the  most  astonishing  thing  is  that  this  is  true. 

Friday^  May  f)th. — I  am  reading  Zola,  and  I  have  a  profound 
admiration  for  him.  His  criticisms  and  studies  are  wonder- 
ful, and  I  am  madly  in  love  with  him.  To  please  such  a  man  I 
would  do  anything!  Do  you  think  me  capable  of  the  same 
sort  of  love  that  other  women  feel?    Oh,  heaven! 

Well,  I  love  Bastien-Lepage  as  I  love  Zola,  whom  I  have 
never  seen— who  is  fat  and  who  has  a  wife.  I  ask  you  if  the 
men  one  meets  in  society,  the  men  one  is  expected  to  marry — 
are  not  perfectly  ridiculous. 

Emile  Bastien  dined  with  us  to-night,  and  he  told  me  that 
on  Thursday  he  would  bring  Monsieur  Hayem,  a  well-known 
connoisseur  to  see  me.  He  owns  pictures  by  Delacroix,  Corot, 
and  Bastien-Lepage,  and  he  has  a  special  gift  for  discovering 
painters  who  will  one  day  be  great. 

The  day  following  the  one  on  which  Bastien-Lepage  exhib- 
ited the  portrait  of  his  grandfather,  Hayem  came  to  his  studio 
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and  ordered  a  portrait  of  his  own  father.  It  seems  that  he 
has  a  wonderfully  keen  scent  for  genius.  Emile  Bastien  met 
him  to-day,  standing  before  my  picture. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that?" 

"I  like  it  very  much.  Do  you  know  the  artist?  Is  sKe 
young?"  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth. 

This  Hayem  hdiS  followed  me  since  last  year,  when  he  noticed 
my  pastel. 

In  short,  they  will  come  Thursday. .  He  desires  to  buy 
something  of  mine: 

Monday y  May  izth, — After  several  bitterly  cold  days,  the 
thermometer  for  the  last  three  days  has  stood  at  28  or  29^. 
It  is  overpowering.  ' 

I  have  finished  a  study  of  a  little  girl  in  a  garden,  in  antici- 
pation of  the  connoisseur* s  visit. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  we  met  Hecht  on  the  staircase  of  the 
ItalienSy  and  he  was  enthusiastic  over  my  picture. 

It  does  not  make  much  impression  on  me.  I  have  not  yet 
achieved  any  wonderful  success;  but  neither  had  Bastien- 
Lepage,  when  he  exhibited  the  picture  of  his  grandfather. 
Nothing  makes  much  difference;  but  still,  as  I  am  to  die  soon, 
I  would  like — 

All  the  symptoms  seem  to  point  to  the  fact  that  Bastien- 
Lepage  has  cancer  of  the  stomach.  It  is  all  over  with  him, 
then.  But  perhaps  it  is  a  mistake.  The  poor  fellow  can  not 
sleep.  It  is  an  outrage!  And  his  porter  probably  enjoys 
excellemt  health.     It  is  an  outrage! 

Thursday^  May  15M. — At  10  o'clock  in  the  morning  Emile 
Bastien  arrived  with  Monsieur  Hayem.    . 

Is  it  not  queer?  It  does  not  seem  to  me  possible.  I  am  an 
artist  and .  I  have  talent,  real  talent.  And  a  man  •  like  this 
Monsieur  Hayem  comes  to  see  me,  and  is  interested  in  what  I 
have  done!     Can  it  be  true? 

Emile  Bastien  is  very  happy  over  it  all.  He  said  to  me,  the 
other  day:  "  It  seems  as  if  it  were  myself."    The  good  boy 
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is  very  unhappy.  I  do  not  believe  that  his  brother  wili 
recover. 

Saturday y  May  \']th. — All  the  afterftoon  I  walked  up  and 
down  my  room,  happy  enough,  and  with  little  shivers  running 
up  my  back  at  the  thought  Of  the  medal.  ^ 

The  medal  is  for  the  public.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  prefer  a 
success  likd  mirte,  without  a  medal,  to  some  kinds  of  medals. 

Saturday y  May  1 7M. — I  returned  home  from  the  Bois,  where 
I  went  wfth  the  Steritzky  girls;  who  are  passing  through  Paris, 
and  I  found  Bagnisky  here.  He  told  me  that  at  the  painter 
BogolubofPs  they  were  discussing  the  Sai^n^  and  someone 
said  that  my  picture  resembled  those  of  Bastien-Lepage. 

On  the  whole,  1  am  flattered  at  the  talk  my  picture  is  creat* 
ing.  I  am  envied,  I  am  slandered,  I  am  someone,  and  I  may 
be  allowed  to  plume  myself  a  little  if  I  want  to. 

But  no!  Instead,  I  exclaim,  in  a  heart-breaking  tone:  '^  Is  it 
not  horrible,  and  have  I  not  reason  to  be  despondent?  I  have 
passed  six  years — ^the  six  most  beautiful  years  of  my  life — 
in  working  like  a  galley  slave,  seeing  no  one  and  enjoying 
nothing  in  life!  At  the  end  of  six  years  I  paint  some* 
thing  good,  and  peojile  dare  to  say  that  I  have  been  helped! 
The  reward  for  so  much  work  and  worry  is  simply  cal- 
umny/* '  .•  . 

:  This  I  say,  half  laughingly,  half  seriously,  stretched  on  a 
bear-skin,  my  arms  flung  carelessly  over  my  head*  My  mother, 
however,  takes  it  all  serioufely,  and  this  worries  me  terribly. 
This  is  the  way  mamma  behaves.  Let  us  suppose  that  they 
have  awarded  the  medal  of  honor  to  X-—.  Naturally,  I 
exclaim  that  it  is  an  outrage,  a  shamie;  that  I  am  indignant, 
furious,  etc.  Mamuiai — "  But  no,  no,  don't  get  so  excited!  They 
have  not  given  it  to  him;  it  is  no*  true;  he  has  noti  received  it. 
And  if  they  have  given  it  to  him,  they  have  done  so  on  pur- 
pose; they  know  your  character;  they  know  that  you  will  be 
enraged,  and  they  have  done  it  on  purpose  a;nd  you  allow 
youtsfelf  to  be  taught  in  a  trap^  like  a  little  fool/* 
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.This  has  not  xe^Uy  happeueicj— it  is  jonly  a  proptecy;  wait 
uatil  Xt—  has  his  medal  of  honor,  and  you  will  see* 
.  Another  epcample.  The;  novel  of  that  pitiful  Y-^,  who  hap- 
pens to  be. IjiJe  fasbion.,naw,  hasatuin^d  W^.^norniov^s  number 
of  editions.  Of  course  I  am  angry.  You  see  that  is,  what 
the  majority  devour  with,  avidity;  that  is  what  they  prefer! 
Oh^  temporal  OA^  mor^si  I>o  you  want  to  bet  that  mamma  will 
not  repeat  her  X-rp  tirade,  or  something  very  like  it.  It  has 
already  happened  on  many  occasions.  She  is  afraid  I  will 
break  to  pieces  or  die  at  the  least  shock,  and  v^ith  marvelous 
ingenuousness  she  tries  to  preserve  me  by  means  which  will 
end  by  dxiving  me  into  a  fever. 

Let  X — ,  Y — ,  or  Z —  call  and  say:  "  Do  you  know  the 
Larochefoucaul(i'5,ball  was  superb?" 

My  (ace  grows  dark, 

Mamijaa  sees  it,  and  five,  minutes  later  she  relates,  as  if 
accidentally,  something  calculated  to  disparage  the  ball  in  my 
eyes — if  she  does  not  attempt  to  prove  that  it  did  not  take 
place  at  all. 

It  has  come  to  this — childish  evasions  and  subterfuges; 
and  it  makes  me  foam  with  rage  that  they  should  think  me 
such  an  idiot  as  to  believe  them, 

Tuesday^  May  20th. — I  went  to  the  Salon  with  Monsieur  H — 
at  10  o'clock  this  morning.  He  says  that  my  picture  is  so 
good  that  peoplie  think  I  must  ha,vie  received  help. 

It  is  atrocious!  •      . 

*  * 

H^  dares  to  say  also  that  Bastien  never  knew  how  to  com- 
pose a  picture;  that  he  is  a  portrait;  P^^ioter,  and  his  pictures 
are  portrays,  and-thathe  can  do  nothing  with-  the  nude.  .  This 
Jew  is  really  astoqishing. .  He  spoke  of  the,medal  and  is  going 
to  interest  himself  about  it,  as.  he  knows  all  the  members  of 
the  committee,  etc. 

When  we  left  the  Salon^  we  went  to  Robert- Fle\iry's.-  In  an 
excited  manner  I  tolcj  him  that  I  was  acgused  of  not  having 
painted  my  owa  picture.    He  had  not  hq^iid  the  report j  he. 
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said  the  opinion  did  not  exist  among  the  committee,  and  if  any 
one  should  say  such  a  thing  he  would  be  there  to  defend  me. 
He  thought  me  much  more  agitated  than  I  really  was,  and 
came  home  to  breakfast  with  us,  that  he  might  calm  and  con- 
sole me. 

"  How  can  you  let  everything  disturb  you  so?  You  ought 
to  spurn  such  things  from  you,  and  not  give  them  a  thought." 

"  I  would  like  to  have  some  one  of  the  committee  say  it 
before  me,"  he  added;  **  I  would  let  him  know  what  I  thought 
of  it    If  any  one  dared  to  say  it  I  would  crush  him." 

"  Thank  you,  Monsieur." 

"  No,  it  is  not  a  question  of  friendship;  I  should  act  in  that 
manner  simply  because  I  am  defending  the  truth,  and  no  one 
knows  that  better  than  I."  He  repeated  something  like  this 
over  and  over,  and  said  that  I  had  a  chance  for  the  medal.  Of 
course,  he  could  not  tell  certainly,  but  he  thought  that  I  had 
a  good  chance. 

Saturday^  May  2^h. — A  year  ago  to-day  it  was  all  over,  but, 
this  year  the  Salon  did  not  open  until  Tuesday;  so  that  makes 
to-day  correspond  to  May  21st  of  last  year.  To-day  the  first 
and  second  class  medals  are  to  be  awarded;  and  to-morrow, 
the  third  class. 

It  is  warm,  and  I  am  tired  out. 

France  Illustr^e  has  asked  for  permission  to  reproduce  the 
picture,  and  a  man  named  Lecadre  has  done  the  same.  I  have 
consented  to  both  requests. 

But  they  will  give  medals  to  pictures  not  so  good  as  mine. 
There  is  no  doubt  about  that  Still  I  do  not  worry  much 
about  it;  real  talent  is  bound  to  assert  itself;  but  the  delay  is 
provoking.  It  is  better  not  to  count  upon  the  medal.  Men- 
tion was  absolutely  promised,  but  fhe  medal  is  doubtful.  If  I 
do  not  receive  it,  it  will  be  a  glaring  piece  of  injustice. 

Sunday^  May  25M. — What  have  I  done  since  the  first  of 
May?  Nothing,  And  why?  Ah,  misery!  I  have  just  come  from 
Sdvres;  it  is  frightful;  the  landscape  is  so  changed  that  I  can 
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do  nothing  with  it.  It  is  no  longer  spring.  And  then  my 
apple  blossoms  (in  the  picture)  had  turned  yellow;  I  used  too 
much  oil;  it  was  stupid,  but  I  have  remedied  it;  we  shall  see. 
I  must  finish  that  picture  at  once.  With  the  ScUoriy  the  news- 
papers, the  rain,  H*-,  and  other  stupid  things,  I  have  lost 
twenty-:five  days;  it  is  a  shame,  but  there  is  an  end  to  it  all 
now. 

The  medal  is  to  be  awarded  to-day.  It  is  now  4  o'clock, 
and  the  rain  is  falling  in  torrents.  Last  year  I  was  sure  of 
having  it,  and  I  was  wild  at  the  delay  of  positive  news.  This 
year  I  am  not  sure,  but  I  am  much  calmer;  a  year  ago  I  was 
certain  of  it,  but  I  was  afraid  of  the  unexpected,  and  the  idea 
of  having  it  for  a  pastel  was  rather  disagreeable.  But  now 
that  I  know  how  beautiful  the  pastel  is,  it  gives  me  nothing  but 
pleasure. 

This  year  it  is  yes  or  no,  without  any  question.  If  it  is  yes, 
I  shall  know  it  by  8  o'clock  this  evening.  Meanwhile,  for  the 
next  four  hours,  I  am  going  to  recline  in  the  arm-chair,  near 
the  window  and  look  out  into  the  street. 

It  is  twenty  minutes  past  5.  However,  I  am  not  more 
wearied  than  when  I  have  remained  idle  with  nothing  to 
expect. 

And  then  that  oil  that  yellowed  my  flowers!  When  I  first 
saw  it,  the  perspiration  stood  out  on  my  forehead.  Let  us 
hope  it  will  not  be  very  noticeable.  In  two  hours,  I  shall 
know.  You  think,  perhaps,  that  I  am  very  nervous.  No,  I 
tell  you — not  more  so  than  when  I  have  passed  an  afternoon 
idle  and  alone. 

In  any  case,  to-morrow's  newspapers  will  tell  me  the  result. 

I  am  tired  out  with  waiting.  I  am  feverish  and  I  have  a 
slight  headache. 

Oh!  I  shall  not  have  it;  and  it  is  the  thought  of  mamma's 
emotion  that  worries  me  the  most.  I  do  not  wish  my  affairs 
to  be  pried  upon,  nor  my  feelings  sympathized  with  by  any 
one.     I  suffer  as  if  I  had  done  something  wrong.     If  I  be 
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burning  up,  or  drowning,  or  no  matter  what,  others  must  leave        1 
me  in  peace.    And  mamma  will  imagine  that  I  am  snffering, 
and  that  exasperates  me. '  '  ^ 

Thirty-five  minutes  past  7 !  I  am  called  to  dinner.  All  is  over. 

Monday^  May  26th. — This  is  better. ,  Instead  of  stupidly 
waiting,  I  am  now  indignant,  ^nd  that  is  a  sentiment  which 
need  not  be  concealed;  it  is  almOvSt  refreshing.  Twenty-six 
third-class  medals  were  awarded  yesterday,  And  there  are  six 
more  to  be  awarded  to*day.  M-^  has  a  medal  for  the  portrait 
of  Julian. 

Why  is  it  that  I  have  received  no  medal?  For  medals 
have  been  awarded  to  pictures  comparatively  bad.  • 

Injustice?  I  don't  care  much  for  that  excuse.  It  is  the 
one  most  pleaded  by  people  without  brains. 

They  may  admire  my  picture  or  not,  as  they  please;  but  the 
f^ct  remains  that  it  contains  seven  children,  grouped  together, 
and  with  a  background  that  also  has  some  merit.  Everyone 
whose  opinion  is  worth  anything  thinks  it  good,  or  even  very 
good;  there  are  some  who  say  that  I  could  not  have  painted 
it  all  by  myself.  Even  the  elder  Robert^Fleury,  without 
knowing  who  the  artist  was,  thought  •  it  very  good.  And 
Boulanger  said  to  people  who  did  not  know  me  that  he  did 
not  care  for  that  style  of  painting,  but  neverthele^  he  thought 
this  particular  picture  very  well  done,  and  very  interesting. 

What,  then,  can  it  mean? 
'  Pictures  with  no  merit  whatever  have  been  awarded  medals; 
I  know  that  this  has  been  the  rule.     But,  on  the  other  hand, 
there    is  no  artist  of   talent  who  has  not   had   his  medals. 
So  that  there  are  ** daubers"  decorated  with  medals,  but  no        i 
man  of  genius  without  one.     What  then?    What  then?     I  also       < 
have  eyes;  my  picture  is  a  composition. 

Suppose  I  had  dressed  those  urchins  in  the  costume  of       ' 
the  middle  ages,  and    painted  them  in  a  studio  (which  is 
much  ea^er  than  in  the  open  air)  with  a  background  of  old 
tapestry? 


I  should  then  have  an  historical  painting  irhich  would  be 
mudi  appreciated  in  Russia. 

What  can  I  believe? 

Here  is  another  reqiiest  far  reproduction — irom  Baschet,  the 
great  piJtbHsher. 

It  is  the  fifth  that  i  have  signed.     What  of  it? 

TmsArj^y  Majg  ayM;— It  is!  aver.  I  have  na  niedal.  But  ft 
is-  frightiullyt  proYokiog.  I  did  not  gire  up  hope  until  this 
mornings  And  it  you  knew  tb^  things  to  wbicfo  they  have 
given  medals! 

Why  am  I  not  discouraged?  Because  I  am  so  astonished, 
perh^p&    If  my  picture  is  good,  why  did  it  not  receive  a  prize? 

Intrigues,  they  will  say. 

That  fei  all  very  weil;  but  still,  if  my  picture  is  gcxxf,  why 
did  it  not  receive  a.  prized  1  do  not  wish' to  set  myself  »JI>ias 
n  gikiletess  child,  who  does  not  kiuvw  there  are  sc»€fh  things  as 
intrigues;  but  yet  when  a  picture  is  good — 

Then  it  must  have  been  bad?    No,  that  can  not  be. 

I  have  eyes^  even  in  judging  my  own  works — and  then  the 
others!  .,  And  the  forty  newspapers! 

T/mrsdaXf  M(iy  z^th. — I  have  had  a  fever  all  night,  aad  I 
am  frightfully  irritated  and  wildly  nearvons.  It  is  not  the 
medal  aloifte;».  biat  that  combined  with  a  sleepless  night. 

i  am  so  Unhappy L  I. long  to  believe  in  God.  Is  it  »©^ 
natural  to  seek  for  some  miraculous  povper  that  can  heJp  yow, 
whe«k  ail  is  wretchedness,  aibd  nuiisery,.  aad  there  is  no  loop-hole 
of  e^caipe  anywhere? 

Ctoe^  ttieSi  to  believe  in  an  Ottnmpotent  Being,  Whom  one 
has  onil]9  to,  appeal  tuD^  to  be  Iseard,  and  Whom  one  can 
address  without  fear  of  humiliation  or  coldness.  Then  one 
has  resort  to  prayer.  The  doctors  are  powwifless,  and  we  ask 
foe  a  miracle,,  which  does  not  happen;  but  whpte  we  are  ask- 
ing and  expecting  ity  we  ar^  somewhat  consofedv  It  does 
not  amiOiaaat  to  much.  Gjod!  can  be  only  a  yvtsX  God  ^  but  if 
He  is   just,  why  does  He.  allow  things  to  be  as  they  arc? 


336  JOURNAL  OF   MARIE   BASHKIRTSBPF. 

A  second's  reflection,  alas!  is  all  that  is  required  to  destroy 
our  belief.  What  *is  the  use  of  living?  What  is  the  use  of 
dragging  on  such  a  miserable  existence?  Death  presents  this 
advantage,  at  least — it  is  a  means  of  finding  what  this  famous 
future  life  really  is;  that  is,  if  there  is  any  future  life  at  all. 

Friday^  May  ^oth, — I  think  that  I  am  very  stupid  not  to 
devote  myself  seriously  to  the  only  thing  that  is  worth  the 
trouble — the  only  thing  that  gives  happiness  and  makes  all 
'borrows  fade  away:  Love — ^yes,  love,  of  course.  Two  beings 
who  love  each  other,  believe  each  other  to  be  morally  and 
physically  perfect— -morally  especially!  A  being  who  loves 
you  is  just,  good,  loyal,  generous,  and  ready  in  the  simplest 
manner  to  perform  the  most  heroic  deeds. 

Two  beings  who  love  each  other  believe  in  a  wonderful  and 
perfect  universe,  such  as  philosophers,  like  Aristotle  and  I, 
have  dreamed  of;  and  that  is,  I  think,  the  great  attraction 
of  love. 

In  our  relations  with  our  family,  our  friends,  our  acquaint- 
ances, we  discover  indications  of  the  sordid  side  of  humanity. 
Here,  there  is  a  suspicion  of  avarice  or  of  stupidity;  there, 
there  is  a  hint  of  lowness,  envy,  or  injustice;  in  short,  our  best 
friend  has  his  thoughts  which  he  never  tells  to  us,  and,  as 
Maupassant  says,  man  is  always  alone,  for  it  is  impossible  for 
him  to  penetrate  the  thoughts  of  his  best  friend,  even  in  the 
most  confidential  moments. 

Well,  love  accompJishes  the  miracle  of  the  mingling  of 
souls.  It  is  an  illusion,  of  course,  but  what  matters  that? 
That  which  we  believe  to  exist,  does  exist!  I  tell  you  so  myself. 
Love  makes  the  world  appear  to  be  what  it  ought  to  be.  If  I 
were  God — 

Well,  what  then? 

Saturday,  May  ^ist, — Villevieille  has  told  me  that  I  did  not 
receive  a  medal  because  of  the  fuss  I  made  about  last  year's 
mention,  and  because  I  spoke  publicly  of  the  committee  as 
idiots.    It  is  true  that  I  did  say  that. 
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My  picture  is  not,  perhaps,  very  large  or  very  striking;  but 
if  it  were,  the  "  Meeting  *'  would  be  a  masterpiece.  Are  mas- 
terpieces necessary  for  little  third-class  medals?  Baude's 
engraving  has  appeared  with  an  article  in  which  it  is  stated 
that  the  public  is  disappointed  that  I  have  not  received  a 
medal.  My  painting  is  dry?  But  they  say  the  same  thing  of 
Bastien. 

Are  there  in  this  world  people  capable  of  saying  that  M — 's 
portrait  is  better  than  my  picture?  Monsieur  Bastien-Lepage 
had  eight  votes  for  his  "  Joan  of  Arc**'  Monsieur  M —  has  a 
medal.  Yes,  the  immense  M —  had  twenty-eight  votes,  exactly 
twenty  more  than  I.  There  is  neither  conscience  nor  justice 
in  the  world.  What  must  I  believe?  I  am  completely  bewildered. 

I  went  down-stairs  when  H —  came,  to  show  the  Jew  that  I  am 
not  cast  down. 

I  appeared  so  satisfied  and  so  haughty,  and  talked  so  uncon- 
cernedly of  photographs,  engravers,  purchasers,  etc.,  that  the 
son  of  Israel  finally  decided  that  he  would  like  to  do  business 
with  me,  although  I  had  no  medal.  "I  will  buy  your  pastel 
("  Armandine  ")  and  the  head  of  the  laughing  baby."  Two! 
He  arranged  the  matter  with  Dina,  but  we  sent  him  to  Emile 
Bastien  to  settle  the  price.    I  am  very  well  satisfied. 

Sunday^  June  ist — I  have  done  nothing  for  a  month  past! 
Yes,  I  began  to  read  Sully-Prudhomme  yesterday  morning.  I 
have  two  of  his  books,  and  I  like  them  very  much. 

I  care  but  little  for  versification.  When  the  verses  are  bad, 
they  displease  me ;  but  otherwise  I  think  only  of  the  idea 
expressed.  If  people  want  to  rhyme,  let  them  do  so;  but  they 
must  not  make  the  rhyme  obtrusive.  Sully-Prudhomme's 
ideas  are  what  greatly  pleased  me.  There  is  in  his  poetry  an 
elevation  of  style,  an  elegance  of  diction,  and  a  subtle,  fine 
reasoning,  which  are  entirely  in  harmony  with  my  own  way  of 
thinking. 

I  read,  sometimes  lying  upon  the  divan  and  sometimes  walk- 
ing up  and   down  on  the  balcony,  the  preface  to   Lucr^ce 

0 
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and  the  book  itselfi^  "  DeNcUura  Rerum^  Those  who  know  the        \ 
book  will  be  able  to  understand  me. 

To.  understand  everything  in  this  book  demands  the  closest 
attention.  It  must  be  difficult  reading,  even  for  those  who  are 
accustomed  to  grapple  this  subject,  i  understood  it  all;  at 
tijiies  the  meaning  escaped  me,  but  I  read  the  lines  over  and 
over  until  I  forced  myself  to  comprehend  them.  I  am  obliged 
to  feel  a  great'  respect  for  Sully-Prudhomme,  because  he  has 
written  things  which  were  so  difiiciilt  for  me  to  understand. 

The  handling  of  ideais  is  as  familiar  to  him  as  the  handling  of 
colors  is  to  me. 

Th^n  he  ought  to  have  a  deep  veneration  for  me,  too, 
because  with  a  few  **  muddy  colors,"  as  Uje  unsympathetic 
TMophiie  Gautier  >says,  I  make  faces  which  eiepress  human 
sentiments,  and  pictures  in  which  are  seen  nature,  trees, 
atmosphere,  distance.  He  probably  thinks  himself  a  thousand 
times  superior  to  a  painter,  because  he  rummages  in  the  mech- 
anism of  human  thought.  What  does  that  teach  him  or 
others?  It  teadhes  how  the  mhid  works,  perhaps,  by  giving 
names  to  all  the  swift,  elusive  processes  of  the  intellect.  To 
poor,  ignorant  me,  it  seems  that  this  subtle  philosophy  will 
teach  nothing  bo  any  one.  It  is  a  research,  a  delicate  and  dif- 
ficult amusement;  but  what  is  the  use  of  it  all?  Will  learning 
to  give  names  to  these  abstract  and  marvelous  things  fom  great 
geniuses,  and  make  them  write,  think,  and  rule  this  universe? 

**And  then  man,**  he  says,  "can  know  an  object  only  so 
far  as  he  comes  in.  direct  communication  with  it."  The 
greater  part  of  those  who  read  this  book  will  mot  understand 
what  this  means,  but  I  will  make  one  more  quotfe^tion:  "Our 
science,  therefore,  can  not  exceed  Uie  knowledge  of  our  cate- 
gories applied  to  our  perceptions.'*  Good!  We  evidently 
can  not  understand  more  than  we  can  underi^and.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  about  that. 

If  I  had  had  a  systematic  education,  I  should  have  been  a 
very  remarkable  woman.    Everything  I  know  I  have  learned 
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myself.  I  drew  up,  myself,  the  plan  of  my  studies  at  Nice 
with  the  professors  of  the  Lyceum,  who  never  ceased  wonder- 
ing at  it.  In  drawing  it  up,  I  was  guided  hjalf  by  intuition 
and  half  by  what  I  had  read.  I  wished  to  know  such  and 
such  a  thing.  Since  then  I  have  read  the  Greek  and  Latin 
authors,  the  French  and  English  classics,  contemporaneous 
writer&^in  fact,  everything  I  possibly  could.  • 

But  it  is  a  chaos;  although,  through  my  natural  love  of  har» 
mony,  I  have  endeavored  to  reduce  my  knowledge  to  some 
sort  of  order. 

What  is  there  in  this  man^  Sully^Prudhomme?  Six  months 
ago  I  bought  his  books,  and,  after  trying  to  jiead  them,  1  cast 
them  aside  as  pleasant  verses;,  but  to-day  I  discover  things  in 
them  that  have  captivated  me,  and  I  have  read  on  and  on, 
impelled  to  do  so  by  Frangois  Copp6e'«  visiL  And  yet 
neither  Copp6e  nor  anyone  else  spoke  of  him;  then  what 
connection  is  there  in  ray  mind  between. them,  and  why? 

It  Is  evident  that  with  a. great  effort  I  could  make  a  phild* 
sophical  analysis  of  this  intellectual  work.  But  why  should  I? 
Would  that  change  in  the  slightest  degree  my  opinions? 

Thursday^  June  ^f/i.-^FviUer  is.  dead.  He  had  grown  up 
with  me;  they  bought  him  for  me  in  Vienna  in  iByo;  he  was 
three  weeks  old  at  the  time,  and  he  used  to  rummage  about 
behind  the  trunks  among  the  paper  wrappings  of  the  pur- 
chases we  had  made. 

He  was  my  faithful  and  devoted  dog,  whining  when  I  went 
out  and  waiting  for  hours  at  the  window  for  my  return. 
Then  at  Rome  I  took  a  fancy  to  another  dog,  and  mamma 
took  Prater;  but  he  was  always  very  jealous  of  my  affections. 
Ah!  when  I  think  of  his  tawny,  lipn-like  hide  and  his  beautiful 
eyes,  I  am  ashamed  of  my  owaiieart}essness. 

The  new  dog  was  called  Pineio,  and  he  was  stolen  from  me 
in  Paris.  Instead.  o£  returning  to  Prater,  who  would  not  be 
consoled,  I  was  stupid  enough  to  have  Coco  I.,  and  the  pres- 
mt  Coco.    It  was  mean  and  unworthy  of  me.     For  four  years 
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these  two  animals  were  ready  to  devour  each  other;  and 
finally  we  had  to  shut  Prater  up  in  an  attic  chamber,  where 
he  lived  like  a  prisoner,  while  Coco  trampled  upon  people  and 
things  as  he  chose.  He  died  of  old  age.  Yesterday  I  spent  a 
couple  of  hours  with  him;  he  dragged  himself  up  to  me  and 
put  his  head  on  my  knee. 

Ah!  I  am  a  fine  creature,  with  my  affectionate  sentiments. 
Contemptible  character!  I  weep  as  I  write,  and  I  think  that 
the  traces  of  my  tears  will  give  me  a  rei)utation  for  being 
kind-hearted  with  those  who  read  me.  I  always  intended  to 
take  back  the  poor  beast;  but  I  limited  myself  to  giving  him 
a  lump  of  sugar,  or  a  caress,  as  I  passed  him  by.  You  ought 
to  have  seen  his  tail  then;  it  went  round  and  round  like  a 
spinning-wheel. 

After  all,  he  is  not  yet  dead.  I  thought  he  was,  because  I 
no  longer  saw  him  in  his  room;  he  had  hidden  himself  behind 
a  trunk  or  a  bath-tub,  as  he  used  to  do  in  Vienna,  and  I 
thought  that  they  had  taken  him  away,  not  daring  to  tfeil  me 
the  truth.     But  he  can  not  live  over  twenty-four  hours. 

Robert- Fleury  found  me  in  tears;  he  had  come  in  reply  to 
a  letter  from  me  asking  him  something  about  the  reproduc- 
tions of  my  picture.  It  appears  that  I  had  neglected  to  sign 
a  little  paper  by  which  others  could  be  prevented  from  repro- 
ducing my  picture,  and  so  involving  me  in  a  lawsuit.  You 
must  know  that  I  am  very  proud  of  all  these  requests  for 
authority  to  reproduce  the  picture,  and  I  should  be  proud 
even  of  a  lawsuit. 

Fridayy  June  6fA. — The  sotrA  at  the  embassy  has  been 
occupying  my  thoughts,  considerably,  and  I  am  afraid  some-  ^ 
thing  will  happen  to  spoil  my  enjoyment.  I  can  never  believe 
that  there  is  anything  pleasant  in  store  for  me.  However 
promising  everything  may  seem,  some  unforeseen  obstacle 
always  prevents  the  realization  of  my  hopes.  How  long  I 
have  bewailed  this  fact! 

We  went  to  the  Saicin  to-day — I  in  order  to  see  the  picture 
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which  had  received  the  medal.  We  met  Robert-Fleury  there; 
and,  as  we  stood  looking  at  one  of  the  pictures  which  had 
received  a  second  medal,  I  asked  him  what  he  would  say  to 
me  if  I  should  bring  him  a  picture  painted  like  that. 

"In  the  ficst  place,"  he  replied,  seriously,  "I  hope  that  you 
will  take  care  never  to  paint  like  that." 

"  But  it  has  a  second  medal." 

"  Well,  the  painter  is  a  fellow  who  has  exhibited  for  a  long 
time,  and  then — you  understand." 

What  a  mass  of  mediocrities!    It  was  positively  saddening. 

The  pictures  which  received  medals  are  not  absolutely 
outrageous,  but  simply  common-place  and  poor. 

On  the  whole,  this  year's  exhibition  is  anything  but  one  to 
be  proud  of. 

Saturday,  June  'jth, — We  are  preparing  in  silence  for  this 
evening's  solemnity. 

My  gown  is  of  white  silk  mull.  The  corsage  is  formed  of 
two  draperies,  crossed  and  knotted  on  the  shoulders.  The 
sleeves  are  short  and  trimmed  with  bows  of  the  mull.  There 
is  a  wide,  white  sash  with  long,  floating  ends.  The  skirt  is  made 
with  a  drapery  from  left  to  right  falling  to  the  feet.  Behind 
are  two  breadths  of  the  mull,  one  touching  the  ground;  the 
other,  shorter.  My  slippers  are  white.  My  hair  will  be 
arranged  in  a  Psyche  knot  and  with  no  ornament.  The  whole 
effect  will  be  charming.  I  think  the  gown  is  exceedingly 
graceful.  The  drapery  in  front  is  a  dream.  It  is  so  simple 
and  elegant  that  I  shall  certainly  look  very  pretty  in  it. 
Mamma  will  wear  black  diamask,  with  a  long  train  and  dia- 
monds. 

Sunday,  June  8M. — I  looked  as  well  as  possible — as  well  as 
I  have  ever  done.  The  gown  produced  a  charming  effect, 
and  I  was  as  fresh  and  blooming  as  I  used  to  be  in  Rome  or 
Nice. 

The  people  who  have  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing  me  every 
day  gazed  at  me  in  astonishment. 
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We  arrived  at  the  ball  somewhat  late,  Madame  Fridericks 
was  not  near  the  ambassadress,  with  whom  mamma  exchanged 
a  few  words.  There  were  plenty  of  people  we  knew.  Madame 
d  'A — whom  I  met  at  the  Gavini*s>  and  who  did  not  bow  to  me 
then,  to-night  bowed  to  me  very  pleasantly.  I  took  the  arm 
of  Gavini,  who  looked  very  well  with  hi^  ribbons  and  stars;  he 
presented  Menabrea,  the  Italian  minister,,  to  me,  and  we 
talked  art.  Then  Monsieuf  de  Lesseps  told  me  long  stories 
of  his  children  and  their  nurses,  and  the  shares  of  the  Suez 
Canal.  We. remained  together  for  a  long  time.  Chevreau  was 
with  us. 

As  for  the  charges  d'affaires  and  the  atUichds  of  the  embas- 
sies,  I  neglected  them  to  talk  to  the  old  men  with  their  breasts 
covered  with  decorations. 

A  little  later,  having  duly  sacrificed  at  the  altar  of  fame,  I 
talked  with  all  the  painters  that  were  there;  th^y  were  all 
very  curious  about  me  and  asked  to  be  presented*  But  I  was 
so  pretty  and.  so  well  dressed  that  they  will  be  convinced  that 
I  did  not  paint,  my  pictures  .by  mysfelf.  There  were  Chreme- 
tieff,.  Lehman,  a  very  sympathetic  old  man  with  some  talent, 
and  Edelfeldt,  who  has  considerable  talent,  and  who  is  a 
handsome,  rather  vulgar  young  man^T—a  Russian-from  Finland. 
On  the  whole,  it  was  very  pleasant.  .You.  see  the  chief  thing 
is  to  be  prettyj  everything  depends  upon  that 

Tuesday^  June  lo/A.— tHow  interfesting  the  streets  are!  The 
f^ces  of.  the  passer-by,  the  pect)liarities  of  each  one,  .^ud  the 
glimpses  we  catch  pf^j  the  be.^rts  pf  people  who  are  strangers 
to  .usi— ip  endow  a)l  these  w[ith;life,  or  rather,  to  picture  the 
life  of  each  one!  We  paint,  with  the  aid  of  Parisian  models, 
a  combat  of  Roman  gladiators,  whiciii we.  have  never  seen. 
Why  not  paint  the  strugglers  of  Paris  from  the. life?  In  five 
or.  six  centuriejl  it  will  b^.an  antique,  (ind  the  )mb?QileS(Of  those 
days  will  regard  it  with  veneration. 

,  Saturday^  Jtme  i4/>S(^-^^]twas  mamma's  reception. day,  to-fday. 
and  we  had  many  callers.    I,  wore  a  very  elegac^t  gown,  cft 
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gray  taffeta  with  a  white  mull  vest,  made  in  the  Louis.  X¥I; 
style.  ''" 

I  went  to  S^pes  and  took  a  model  with  me,  but  I  did  not 
stay  long.  A  professional  model  is  not  like  a  real  country 
girt,  and  the  next  time  I  go  I  shall  take  our  chambermaid. 
This  Armandine  will  never  do;  it  is  too  easy  to. be  seen  that 
she  has  danced  at  the  Eden  Theatre. 

And  I,  who  pretend  to  paint  the  people  as  they  really  are, 
would  have  depicted  a  \itt\e' ^ianseuse  dressed  up  as  a  peasant. 
I  want  a  great  stupid  girl,  whom  the  first  peasant  that  came 
along  could  take  advantage  of.  However,  Armandine  was 
ideally  stupid;  I  made  bertaik. 

When  stupidity  does  not  irritate  me,  it  amuses  me;'  I  listen 
to  it  with  a  pitying  cariosity,  and  then  I  learn  the  manners 
and  customs  of  the  lower  classes,  I  fill  out  the  hints  I  obtain 
with  my  own  intuitioiv,  which,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so, 
is  really  remarkable. 

Monday y  June  i6th, — This  evening  we  went  to  see  Sarah 
Bernhardt  in  *<Mad>cth!*  (Richepiti's  translation).  The  Gavinis 
went  with  us; 

I  go  so  rarely  to  the  theatre  that  I  greatly  enjoyed  it.  But 
the  declamatory  style  of  the  actors  offended  my  artistic  senses 
How  much  better  would  it  be  if  they  would-  speak  naturally! 

Marais  (Macbeth)  was  good  in  spots,  but  his  intonation  was 
at  times  so;  false  and  theatrical  that  it  was  painful  to  listen  to 
him.  Sarah  was  admirable, :  as  she  always  is,  although  her 
voice  has  lost  something  of  its  silvery  cadence. 

Tuesday^  June  \^th, — My  picture  drives  me  wild,  and  the 
hands  are  still  to  be  done*  The.  sleeping  peasant  girl,  the 
blossoming  apple  tree^  and  the  violets  no  longer  interest  me: 
A  canvas  three  feet  square:  would  have  been,  quite  large 
Enough  for  it,  and  I  have  made  it  life-size.  It.is  good  for 
npithibg.    Three  months  thrown  away r 

IV^dneiday^  June  i%th. — I  have  been  at  S^res  all  day* 
What>torm!eats  me  i^  that  I  have  feverish  attadc^  every  day; 
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I  can  not  seem  to  grow  fat,  and  yet  I  drink  six  or  seven  glasses 
of  goat's  milk  a  day. 

Fridcfyy  June  20th, — The  architect  has  written  to  me  from 
Algiers.  At  the  end  of  my  letter  to  him  I  drew  our  three 
likenesses,  each  with  a  medal  about  the  neck;  Jules  with  the 
medal  of  honor,  I  a  first  medal,  and  the  architect  a  second, 
for  next  year.  I  also  sent  him  a  photograph  of  the  "  Meet- 
ing; "  and  he  answered  me  that  he  showed  all  to  his  brother, 
who  was  very  glad  to  have  an  idea  of  the  picture,  of  which  so 
much  had  been  said  to  him.  He  thought  it  very  good>  and  he 
exclaimed: 

"  How  stupid  they  were  not  to  have  given  a  medal  to  this 
picture,  which' seems  to  me  very  good,  indeed!"  ' 

He  wished  very  much  that  he  was  able  to  write  to  me,  but 
it  was  impossible,  he  suffers  so  much;  but  in  spite  of  his  suffer- 
ing he  has  decided  to  start  for  home  a  week  from  to-day.  He 
told  the  architect  to  send  me  his  kindest  regards,  and  to  thank 
me  for  the  embroidery. 

A  year  ago,  I  should  have  been  overjoyed  at  this. 

Ke  wished  that  he  was  able  to  write  to  me.  I  am  pleased 
at  this  only — retrospectively;  for,  at  present,  the  whole  affair 
is  almost  indifferent  to  me. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  letter  is  my  head,  with  the  medal  of 
honor  for  1886. 

He  must  have  been  touched  by  the  manner  in  which  I 
sought  to  console  his  brother  in  my  letter;  the  letter  began 
seriously  with  comforting  words,  and  ended  with  pleasantries, 
which  is  my  usual  way. 

Wednesday^  June  25M. — Read  over  the  pages  of  my  journal 
for  1875,  1876,  and  1877.  I  complain  there  of  I  know  what; 
everywhere  are  aspirations  toward  the  indefinite.  Every  even- 
ing I  was  wounded  and  discouraged,  longing  furiously  and 
desperately  to  find  something  to  do.  Should  I  go  to  Italy? 
Remain  in  Paris?  Marry?  Paint?  What  should  I  do?  If 
I  went  to  Italy,  I    should  not  be  in   Pari«,  and   I  had   a 
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thirst  to  be  everywhere  at  once.  ^  What  wasted  energy  was 
there! 

If  I  had  been  a  man,  I  would  have  conquered  Europe; 
being  a  young  girl,  I  exhausted  my  strength  in  exaggerated 
language  and  eccentric  follies.     Misery! 

There  are  moments  when  we  ingenuously  believe  ourselves 
to  be  capable  of  anything.  "  If  I  only  had  time,  I  would  be 
a  sculptor,  a  writer,  a  musician.'*  An  inward  fire  was  and  is 
devouring  me.  And  death  is  the  inevitable  end  of  all  things, 
whether  I  consume  myself  with  vain  longings  or  not. 

But  if  I  am  nothing,  if  I  never  shall  be  anything,  why  did  I 
have  those  dreams  of  fame  ever  since  I  can  remember?  Why 
did  I  have  those  wild  aspirations  after  greatness,  which 
appeared  to  my  early  imagination  in  the  guise  of  rank  and 
wealth? 

Why,  since  I  was  first  able  to  think,  since  I  was  four  years 
old,  did  I  have  vague  but  tremendous  longings  for  glory  and 
splendor? 

In  my  childish  brain  I  imagined  myself  to  be  all  sorts  of 
things.  First  I  was  a  dancer,  a  famous  dancer,  whom  St. 
Petersburg  adored.  Every  evening  I  would  make  them  put  a 
low-necked  dress  on  me,  with  flowers  in  my  hair,  and  I  would 
dance  in  the  Salortj  very  grave  and  serious,  while  every  one  in 
the  house  looked  on.  Then,  I  was  the  first  singer  in  the 
world.  I  sang  and  accompanied  myself  on  the  harp,  and  I  was  ~ 
borne  in  triumph,  I  don't  know  where  or  by  \fhom.  Then  I 
electrified  the  masses  by  my  eloquence.  The  Emperor  of 
Russia  married  me  in  order  to  keep  him'self  on  the  throne;  I 
lived  in  direct  communication  with  my  people;  I  made  " 
speeches  to  them  explaining  my  policy,  and  both  people  and 
sovereign  were  moved  to  tears.  And  then  I  fell  in  love.  The 
man  I  loved  was  false  to  me,  or,  if  he  were  not  false  to  me,  he 
was  killed  by  some  accident — generally,  a  fall  from  a  horse  just 
at  the  moment  I  was  beginning  to  feel  I  loved  him,  less  than 
before;  then  I  loved  another.    But  all  my  love  affairs  were 
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very  motal  ones;  my  lovers  eithef  dFetJ6f^6fe  false  to  trie. 
I  consoled  myself  for  my  dead  lovers;  but  when  my  Fovers 
tTiftre  false  to  me,  I  became  desperate  and  mrseraMe,  and 
fiftaltydied. 

In  short,  in  everything,  m  all  the  ramiftcattons'  ai  aUhaman 
pleasures  a'nd  feelings,  my  dreams'  have  beett  greiater  than  the 
re^Hty;'arid,  if  t=hey  are  never  to  be  realized,  it  is  better  to  die. 
■  Why  was  my  picture  not  awarded  d  rtieda!? 

The  medal  r  It  must  be  that  some  of  them  thought  I  had 
received  assistance.  It  has  already  bap^ned  that  medals 
have  been  given  to  women  who  had  been  helped  in  their 
work;  artd  vhen  h  medal  has  once  been  gfve»,  the  recipient 
hais  the  right  to  be  admitted  to  the  n^xt  yearns  Sai\7Tf;  and  may 
send  the  most  worthless  thing  fmaginable. 

And  I,  young,  elegant,  and  praised  by  the  papers!  All 
these  people  are  the  same.  Breslaru,  for  example;  she  told 
my  model  that  I  would  patftt'  mu^h  better  m  I  went  less  to 
balls.  They  all  imagine  that  I  go  every  evening  into  society. 
How  deceitful  appearamdeis'ate!  •  But  li*  siip^pose  that  njy  pic- 
ture was  not  mfy  own,  that^s-too  serious;  they  have  not  said 
it  ptbRcIy;  would  to  heaven  they  had!  Tony  Rofeert-FIeury 
told  rrie  that  he  was  astonished  at' the  result;'  for  every  time  he 
^poke  of  me  to  his-coffeagues  of  the  fcdn^iltee,^ they  answered 
him:  "It  is  very  good;  it  Is  a  very  interesting  thing." 

**  What  do  you  suppose  they  meant  whew  they  said  that.^' 
a^ked  Robert-Fleury.  .'•;.•' 

Then  iiis  thi^  doubt— 

Friday y  June  27/^.-^7 ttst  as  we  were darting  for  a  drrve  in 
the'Eofs  the  archdtcc!  apptlared  neafr  the  carriage.  They 
arrived  this  morning^  and  he  hstd  come  to  teli  US'  thati  Juies 
wsls  a  little  better;  that  he  had  bbrnef  his  journey  wel!,  but 
that  tof drttmitely  h^  c<)uld  not  go  out.  Hewotild  have  had  so 
mmch  pleasure  in  telling  me  hew  gr^tly  my  picture  had  be^ 
ddmired  by  every  one  to  whbiifc  hfc  had  shown^  the;  photo^^raph 
-m  Algiers.  ••  •  .  ^.-  ..•••.  j  /...•   , 
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Then  we  will  go  and  see  hitn  to-morrow/'  said  mamma. 

**  You  could  not  give  him  a  greater  pleasure;  he  ha&  s^id 
that  your  picture —  But  no,  he  will  tell  it  to  you  himself;  that 
will  "be  better:"  • 

Saturday,  June  aSf^.-^We  went,  therefore,  to  the  Rue 
Legendre. 

As  we  entered,  he  rose  and  took  a  few  steps  forward  to 
meet  us;  it  seemed  to  me  that,  he^  was  ashamed  to  let  us  see 
how  changed  ha  was. 

He  is  changed — oh,  very  much  changed;  but  it  is  not  his 
stomach  that  is  the  trouble.  I  am  ho  physician,  but  his  looks 
are  enough  to  prove  that. 

In  short,  I  found  him  so  changed  d^iat  all  isaid  to  him  was: 

"  Well!'  have  you  come  back?" 

He  was  not  at  all  reserved,  but  kind  and  friendly.  Hie  spoke 
very  flatteringly  of  my  picture,  repeating  to  me  constantly 
not  to  tixmble  myse}f  about  the  medal;  that  my  sucpess  was 
enough;    .     -    .  . 

I  made  him  laugh,  telling  him  his. illness  would  do  hirn 
good,  as  he  was  beginning  to  grow  stout.  The  architect 
seemed  delighted  to  see  the  cnvalid  so  gay  and  pleasant. 
And  tito^  encouraged;  l  grew  talklatrve.  He  paid  me  many 
compliments  on  my  gown,  and  even  on  the  handle  of  my  para- 
sol.  He  made  me  sit  down:at  his. feet. on  the  reclining-chair. 
His  poori-iegs  were- so  thin,  his  eyes  were  lasrger  and  very 
bright,  and  his  hair  was  uncared  for. 

But  he  ia^efy  interesting^  and  since  he.has  asjced  me  to  do 
go,  I  shall  go  and  isee  him  again. 

The  architect,  who  accompanied  us  down-stairs,  also  asked 
me  to  do  so..  ^  It  gives-  JuJes.sp'  much  pleasure;  and  he  is  so 
happy  to  see  you;  he  says  thatycto/have  moch  talent,  I  assure 
you."  I  write  all  this  aboilt  the  reception  I  met  with,  because 
it  has  pleased  me  very  much.  .      '  -       > 

8ut  the  feeling  1  have  for  himi  is  maternal,  calm^  and 
tender,  and  I  am  proad  ^£  it.    I  am  sur^  jthat  he  will  recover. 
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Monday^  June  30M. — I  came  very  near  cutting  my  painting        * 
to  pieces  to-day.    There  is  not  a  bit  of  it  as  I  would  like  to 
have  it.  * 

There  is  still  one  of  the  hands  to  -be  done;  but  when  that 
hand  is  finished,  there  is  so  much  to  be  done  over  again!  Oh, 
misery! 

And  three  months,  three  months  I  have  wasted  on  it! 

I  have  amused  myself  by  arranging  a  magnificent  basket 
of  strawberries.  I  gathered  them  myself,  putting  in  a  few 
green  ones  for  the  sake  of  the  color. 

And  such  leaves!  In  short,  marvelous  strawberries,  gath- 
ered by  an  artist  with  the  delicacy  and  coquetry  of  one 
engaged  in  an  unaccustomed  occupation. 

And  with  them  I  put  a  whole  branch  of  red  gooseberries. 

I  walked  with  them  through  the  streets  of  Sevres,  and 
I  held  the  basket  upon  my  knees  in  the  tramway,  taking  care  to 
hold  it  up  a  little  so  that  the  air  might  pass  all  about  it  and 
the  heat  not  spoil  the  strawberries — not  one  of  which  had  a 
spot  or  blemish  upon  it. 

Rosalie  laughed  at  me. 

**If  anyone  at  home  should  see  you.  Mademoiselle!" 

Is  it  possible?  But  I  do  it  for  the  sake  of  his  painting, 
which  deserves  it;  not  for  his  face,  which  does  not.  But  his 
painting  deserves  every  consideration. 

Then,  I  suppose  that  it  is  his  painting  that  will  eat  the 
strawberries? 

Tuesday^  July  1st. — ^Still  that  odious  Sdvres!  But  I 
returned  in  good  time,  before  5  o'clock.  My  picture  is  almost 
finished. 

But  I  am  terribly  depressed;  everything  goes  wrong  with  me. 

I  need  some  great  distraction. 

And  I,  who  do  not  believe  in  God,  have  fixed  my  hopes 
upon  God. 

It  used  to  be  the  case  that,  after  days  of  frightful  suffering, 
something  would  happen  to  restore  my  spirits. 
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My  God,  why  do  You  permit  me  to  reason?  I  would  so 
much  prefer  to  blindly  believe. 

I  believe  or  I  do  not  believe.  When  I  reason  I  can  not 
believe;  but  in  moments  of  utter  misery  or, of  great  joy,  at  the 
bottom  of  my  heart  my  first  thought  is  always  of  that  God 
Who  is  so  harsh  to  me! 

Wednesday^  July  2d. — We  have  been  to  see  Bastien- Lepage, 
in  his  studio  this  time,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  he  is  better. 
His  mother  was  there.  She  is  much  better  looking  than  her 
portrait — a  woman  of  sixty,  who  appears  forty- five  or  fifty. 
Her  hair  is  light  and  very  pretty,  only  slightly  streaked  with 
gray;  she  has  a  pleasant  smile,  is  very  agreeable,  and  looked 
very  well  in  her  black  and  white  gown;  she  embroiders  very 
prettily  in  designs  of  her  own  invention. 

Bastien-Lepage  has  two  front  teeth  quite  wide  apart,  just  as 
I  have. 

Thursday,  July  3d. — ^This  morning  at  7  o'clock  I  went  to 
see  Potain.  He  made  a  very  slight  examination,  and  ordered 
me  to  the  Eaux-Bonnes.  After  that,  we  shall  see.  He  gave 
me  a  letter  to  his  colleague  at  the  Eaux^  which  I  opened  and 
read.  He  says  in  it  that  there  is  a  hole  on  the  top  of  the 
right  lung,  and  that  I  am  the  most  undisciplined  and  most 
imprudent  patient  in  the  world. 

Then,  as  it  was  not  8  o'clock,  I  went  to  the  little  doctor  in 
the  Rue  de  TEchiquier.  He  appears  to  me  like  a  serious 
fellow;  for  he  seemed  disagreeably  surprised  at  my  condition, 
and  insisted  very  strongly  that  I  should  go  to  one  of  the 
princes  of  medical  science,  Bouchard  or  Grancher. 

As  I  refused,  he  said  that  he  would  accompany  me  if  I 
would  go.     Then  I  consented. 

Potain  pretends  that  I  have  been  much  worse  than  I  am; 
that  my  condition  for  a  time  was  wonderfully  improved ;  that 
now  I  am  worsQ  again,  but  that  there  is  no  immediate  danger. 
He  is  such  an  optimist  that  I  must  be  very  ill. 

Little  B —  does  not  share  his  opinion;  he  says  that  I  have 
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been  worse;  indeed,  but  that  the  disease  wag  acute,  and  it  was 
feared  that  it  would  progress  very  rapidly,  which,  however, 
has  not  happened ;  and  that  is  what  Potain  meant  by  nay  being 
wonderfully  improved,  while  now  th©  disease  U  aggravated 
and  chronic^  In  shorty  I  absolutely  jmuat  go  and  consult 
Grancher. 

I  will  go..  '/  \ 

Bah!  you  consunaptive! 

Taking  everything  altogether,  it  is  far  frotti  being  a  jesting 
matter.  And  there  is  not.  the  least  gUmnter:  of  sunshine  to 
console  me  a  little. 

Friday^  July  4/A.,— The  Sevres  picture  \»  here  in  the  studio. 
It  might  be  called  April;  but  the  name  is  immaterial  to  me, 
for  it  seems  to  me  very  poor,     •  . 

The  background  is  of  a  vivid  and  dirty  gteen.  • 

The  woman  is  not  at  all  what  I  wished — not  at  all. 

r hurried  to  finish  it,  and. the  seritiment  is  by  fto  means 
l7hat  I  had  imagined.  In  shorty  more  thsin  three  months  have 
been  thrown  away.' 

Saturday^  July  5ifA.— I  have  a  charming-  goWd  of  gray  cloth, 
the  waist  made  « like  an  artisfc*& '  blouse,  with  no  trimming 
except  some  lace,  at  the  neck' and  wrists.  To  wear  with  it  I 
have  an  ideal  hat  with  a  large  knot,  of  old  iace-  I  was  very 
anxious,  as  I  Idoked  so  well  in  it>  td  go  to  the  Rne  Legendfe; 
only  I  was  afraid  I  had  been  there  too  offceii;  and  yfet,  why  so? 
I  ought  to  be  able  to  go  ther'e  as  a  ftiesKi  and  a  go04  com- 
rade, since  he  is  v.ei^  ilL  .;   't  ' 

At  all  eventSy  W6  did  go.  His.  mother  wa9  delighted, 
patted  me  on  the  shoulder,  and  »poki5  of  my  beautiful  hair. 
The  architect  was  stupid,  as  he  b^Ml  been  ever  si?>ce  his  monu- 
ment was  Completed,  and  the  great  painter  isi  bett^,  .     , 

He  ate  his  soup  and  his  t%'g  before  us;  his  mother  ran  and 
brought  him  everything;  in  order  that  the  domestic.  sbQuW  not 
be  obliged  to  appear.  He  :.f.oulid  it  all  v^y  i;^uraJ,  and 
calmly  accepted  our  services;  he  is  never  astociisbQd  at  any- 
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tluuigt  In  speakiag  of  his  looks^  eom^one  sai4  ttiat  he'Oi;^ht 
to  have  his  hair  cut,  and  maiuma  related  how  «he  used  to  cut 
her  son's  hair  when  he  was  a  liuk  boy,  and.  ai$o  h^r  father's,^ 
when  he  wa&  ill.        ;  . 

"  Do  you  want  me.  to  cut  yours?  It  may  bring:  youj  luc;k/* 
Eveiybody  laughed,  but  h^  consented  at  ofic^x  his:  mother 
broug^ht  a  wrappcXi  and  mamma  proceeded  to  put  her  o£fer 
into  operation,  accomplishing /her  task  with  great /credit. 

I  wanted  also  to  use  the  scissors,  but  th€  na<ughty  boy  said 
that  I  would  bd  awkw;ard  about  it,  and  I  r^yenged-mys^U  by 
an  allusion  to  Samson  and  Delilah. ,       ,       ;.    ; 

My  next  picturei 

At  this  he  condescended  to  laugh. 

His  brother,  qmbold^ned  by  thi$,  now  proposed  to  trim  his 
beard  also,  and  did  so,  his  hands  trembling  a  little. 

That  tmnsformed  his  whole  face^  and  he  no  k)inger  looked 
ill  and  changed.  His  mother  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy. 
''I  see  himragain^^^my  boy,  my  dear  little  boy,  my  dear 
chiidr' 

What  a  good  womah  ^e  is,  so  simple,  kind,  and  full  of 
adoration  for  her  celebrated  Sonl 

•They  are  worthy  people. 

Monday^  July  u^h.-^l  ha^e  cosuneaced  the  treatment  which 
is  going  to  care  tne;  and  I  am  quite  calm. 

My  painting  is  progressing  more  favorably.  . 

The  people  on  the  Boulevafd  des  BatignoUes^  and  even  on 
the  Avenue  Wagram,  furnish  good  subjects.   ■ 

Have  you  ever  noticed  the  Greets  and  th^  passers-by? 

What  a  romance-^what  a  drama  one  of  those  benches  con- 
tains! The  brpken«-down  outcast  with  his  shifting  look,  one 
arm  thrown  over  the*  back  of  the  bench^  and  tlie  other  resting 
on  his  knee;  the  womah  with  .the- child  ufioa  hdr  lap;  the 
wpman  of  the  people  who  is  working;  the  grocer's  boy;  who 
is  reading  a  cheap '  newspaper,  the  sleeping  wbrkman;  the 
philosopher,  and  the  desperate  man  who  is  smoking.    Per* 
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haps  I  see  too  many  things;  and  yet,  look  yourself  some  time 
about  5  or  6  o'clock  in  the  evening. 

It  is  all  there,  all  there,  all  there! 

It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  found  a  subject.  Yes,  yes,  yes, 
yes!     I  shall  not  do  it,  perhaps,  but  my  mind  is  at  rest. 

But  there  are  moments  which  are  so  different!  Sometimes 
one  sees  absolutely  nothing  in  life,  and  sometimes —  I  begin 
to  love  ever3rthing  about  me.  It  is  like  a  flood  of  life  taking 
possession  of  my  soul. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  there  is  not  much  to  rejoice  at. 

Ah!  never  mind;  I  will  find  a  gay  and  pleasant  side,  even 
in  the  thought  of  my  death.     I  was  made  to  be  happy,  but 

**  Pourqtm  dans  ton  auvre  ciUste, 
Tant  <V4l4mmts  si  peu  d' accord?  " 

Tuesday y  July  15M. — I  have  returned  to  an  old  project,  one 
which  takes  complete  possession  of  me  every  time  that  I  see 
the  people  upon  the  public  benches.  It  might  make  a  mag- 
nificent picture.  It  is  much  better  to  always  paint  scenes  or 
figures  which  are  motionless.  Understand  me,  I  am  not 
opposed  to  action ;  but  in  violent  scenes  there  can  be  no  illu- 
sion or  pleasure  for  the  cultivated  spectator.  Without  realiz- 
ing  it,  one  is  painfully  impressed  by  that  arm  raised  to  strike, 
and  which  does  not  strike;  by  those  legs  which  are  in  the  posi- 
tion of  running,  and  whigh  remain  in  the  same  place.  There 
are  situations  full  of  action,  and  yet  where  one  can  imagine  an 
immovability  of  a  few  seconds. 

That  moment  should  always  be  seized  which  follows  a  great 
action  or  some  violent  deed,  rather  than  the.  one  which  pre- 
cedes it.  The  "Joan  of  Arc  "of  Bastien-Lepage  haslfceard 
the  voices;  she  has  started  forward,  overturning  her  spinning- 
wheel,  and  has  stopped  short  with  her  back  against  a  tree. 
But  take  scenes  where  arms  are  raised  in  the  air,  and  people 
are  acting;  they  are,  perhaps,  very  well  done,  but  they  never 
give  complete  enjoyment 
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On  the  other  hand,  take  "  The  Distribution  of  Flags  by  the 
Emperor,"  which  is  at  Versailles. 

Everyone  is  rushing  forward,  and  the  arms  are  raised,  it  is 
true,  but  yet  it  is  a  fine  picture,  because  the  arms  are  waiting 
for  something.  One  is  moved  and  carried  away  by  the  emo- 
tion of  the  men,  and  one  shares  their  impatience.  The  spirit 
and  action  of  the  picture  are  immense,  precisely  because 
one  can  imagine  an  instant's  pause,  during  which  one  can 
reasonably  regard  the  scene  as  a  real  thing,  and  not  as  a  pic^ 
ture. 

Nothing  can  equal  the  grandeur  of  ^subjects  in  repose,  either 
in  sculpture  or  painting. 

A  man  of  mediocre  talent  can  execute  well  enough  a  scene 
which  is  full  of  movement,  but  he  can  make  nothing  of  a 
subject  in  repose. 

See  the  pictures  of  Millet,  and  compare  them  to  any  scene 
of  violence  you  choose, 

See  the  "  Moses"  of  Michael  Angeloi  It  is  motionless, but 
it  is  living.  His  "  Penseroso  "  does  not  move — does  not  speak, 
but  it  is  because  he  does  not  wish  to.  He  is  a  liifing  man, 
who  is  absorbed  by  his  thoughts. 

The  ^^  FaS'Miche*'  of  Bastien- Lepage  looks  at  you,  and 
listens  to  you,  and  he  will  speak  presently,  for  he  is  living.  In 
his  "  Haymaking,"  the  man  lying  upon  his  back,  with  his  face 
covered  by  his  hat,  is  asleep;  but  he  is  alive.  The  seated 
woman  is  buried  in  reflection  and  does  not  move;  but  one  feels 
that  she  is  living. 

A  subject  in  repose  can  alone  give  complete  enjoyment.  It 
gives  one  a  chance  to  become  absorbed  in  it — ^to  realize  its 
life. 

Fools  and  ignoramuses,  think  that  such  a  subject  is  easier 
to  do.     Ah,  misery! 

If  I  ever  die,  it  will  be  from  indignation  at  the  infinite 
stupidity  of  the  human  race,  as  Flaubert  says. 

Thirty  years  ago  wonderful  things  were  written  in  Russia^. 

93 
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While  leading.  «  Peloe  a<id  War/'  by  Count  Tolstof,  I  *ras 
so  moved  that  I  exclaimed:     -*  Why,  it  i$  like  Zola!** . 

.  It  ifi  ttwi  that  to-day  there  is  an  essay  on  oar  Tolstd  in  the 
Reifue  des  Demx^Mottdes^  and  my  Russian  heart  bounds  with 
pridtt  and  joy.  This  essay  is  by  Monsieur  de  Vogii^^  who  was 
formerly  Secretary  of  the  Embassy  in  iLussiay  who  has  made  a 
study  of  the  liteciature  and  manneis  of  the  <:DUQtry,  and  \lrho 
has  already  published  many  itematk^y  just  and  ckrer  articles 
upon  my  great  And  wonderful  native  iaad^i  - 

And  you,  miserable  being!  you  live  in  France;  you  prefer  to 
be  a.  foreigner,  rather  than  remiin.  at  homei  Sdiace  you  love 
your  beautiful,  great,  and  sublime  Russia,  go  thwre  and  work 
for  her. 

But  1  also  work  for  the  gloty  of.  imy  country,  al though  1 
may  never  develop  so  great  a  talent  as  Tolstcrit's. 
.  if  I  had  not  my  painting,  I  ee/^ir/i/,  go  there;  upon  n:iy  word 
of  honor,  I  would  go!     But  my  work  aiasorbs  me  and  leaves 
me  no  room  for  anything  else.  '    ■ 

Monday  J  July  2is/j^^l  walked  about  to-day  -  for  more  than 
foiur  hoiirs,  trying  to  find  a  background  for  my  pictute.  I 
have  decided  on  the  street,  on  an  outer  bonleva^civen,  but 
i  must  make  ray  choice  there.  .'.']- 

.  It  is  evident  that  a  public  bench  Upon  ah  outer  boulevard 
has  a* very  different  character  from  a-  bfcndh  of,  the.  Champs 
£lysi^s,  M^here  ate  seated  only  porters,. grooms,  ntirses,  and 
dudes.  -  •     .  •  I  ■  ■ 

In  the  latter  case  there  is  no  subject  for  a  pidttlte-^no  soul, 
no  dramatic  Reeling.  They  are  itmrionette^,  txcepi  ;in  a  few 
e^cceptional  cases.  Blut  what  poetry  there  is  iniih^  o4H.cast  on 
the  other  bench.  There  the  man  is  real;  he  is  like  a  char- 
acter of  Shak3peare*s.  =    .  r    ;  i  a    . 

Aad  now  I  am  wildly  uneasy  for  fearlJshAlibt  unabteto 
:gra«p  the  treasure  I  have  discover^!  Suppose  I  should  not 
be  able  to  do  it;  suppose  the  weather  should!  prevent;  sup- 
pone* 
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Listen!  If  I  have  no  talent,  heaven  is  mocking  me,  for  it 
inflicts  upon  me  all  the  tortures  of  artists  of  genius.    Alas! 

Wednesday^  July  2$d. — My  picture  is  outlined  and  the  mod- 
els are  found.  I  have  been  running  about  since  5  o'clock  in 
the  morning  at  La  Villette  and  at  the  Batignolle^;  Rosalie 
accosted  the  people  I  pointed  out  to  hen 

Ah!  you  can  well  believe,  it  was  neither  easy  nor  pleasant. 

J^riday,  August  ij/.-*-Wben  I  use  tendei^  words  do  not  take 
them  too  literally- 

Of  the  two  egos  which  struggle  with  one  another,  one  says 
to  the  other:  "Well,  feel  somethings  then,  if  you  choose!  * 
•And  the  other  who  tries  to  be  tender  is  always  dominated  by 
the  first,  by  the  ego  spectator  who  is  there  looking  on,  and 
absorbs  the  other 

And  will  it  always  be  like  that? 

How  about  love? 

Well,  you  know,  it  seems  to  me  that  love  is  impossible 
when  one  contemplates  human  nature  through  a  microscope. 
Those  who  do  not  are  very  happy,  for  they  see  only  what 
they  must. 

=Do  you  want  me  to  tell  you  the  truth?  Well,  'then,  i  am 
neither  a  painter,  nor  a  sculptor,  inor  a  musician,  nor  a 
woman^  n<>r  a  girl,  nor  a  friend.  All  things,  with  me,  are 
reduced  to  subjects  for  observation,  reflection,  and  analysis. 

A  look,  a  figure,  a  sound,  a  joy,  a  sorrow-^verything  is 
immediately  weighed,  examined,  verified,  classified,  noted; 
.and  when  I  have  spoken  or  written  the  results,  I  am  satisfied. 

Saturday^  August  2^*-'— ^Tuesday,  Wednesday,  Thursday, 
Friday,  and  Saturday-i--fiye  days.  I  have  finished  my  picture. 
Claire  and  I  commenced  the  same  day  >  the  same  subject, 
upon  a  canvas  3^  feet  wide  by  about  3  feet  high — a  large 
picture,  you  see.  The  subject  is  taken  from  the  poem 
of  "The  Beaver,"  by  Hugo— a  farm  in  the  background 
and  on  the  edge  o^  the  water  is  seated  a  young  girl  who  is 
speaking  to  a^  boy  across  the  riven 
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Is  what  I  have  done  very  good?  It  is  not  possible,  for 
the  sentiment  of  the  picture  is  somewhat  common-place,  and 
then  I  hurried  it.  It  is  so  queer;  someone  says:  "That 
corner  there  is  very  pretty."  Then  another:  "That  is  worth 
nothing."  And  still  another:  "  It  is  very  good — a  very  pretty 
picture!"    Claire  has  not  finished  her  picture  yet. 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  what  I  wonder  at  most  in  the  world. 

I  wonder  at  people  who  dare  to  make  observations. 

I  wonder  at  people  who  see  that  I  am  working  and  who 
joggle  my  elbow  for  fun,  without  really  meaning  any  harm. 

When  I  see  Ang^lique  sewing,  I  feel  a  sort  of  respect  for 
her;  the  idea  would  never  come  to  me  to  amuse  myself  in 
that  way. 

How  should  I  dare — in  short,  it  is  incomprehensible. 

But,  great  heavens,  there  are  some  things  which  shock  me! 
Almost  all  true  artists,  all  those,  who  work,  are  like  me. 

I  also  wonder  at  people  who  eat  great  pieces  of  mutton, 
composed  of  fat  and  blood. 

I  wonder  at  those  fortunate  people  who  enjoy  eating  rasp- 
berries without  thinking  of  the  little  worms  that  .are  almost 
invariably »to  be  found  inside  of  them^'i  I. turn;  them  inside 
out,  so  that  the  trouble  I  have  to  take,  spoils  all  my  pleasure. 

I  also  wonder  at  those  who  can  eat  all  sorts  of  hashed  and 
messed-up  dishes,  without  knowing  what  they  are  made  of. 

I  wonder  at,  or  rather  I  envy  simple,  healthy,  and  ordinary 
natures. 

Thursday^  August  *}th.^^Fridayy  August  %tK^-^Saturday^ 
August  gth, — The  ladies  of  my  family  tobk  a  little  ice-box  to 
the  Rue  Legendre.  He  "wanted  to  have  one  that  could  be 
placed  near  the  bed.  .  , 

I  hope  he  does  not  think  that  we  are  attentive  to  him  in  the 
hopes  of  wringing  a  picture  out  of  him. 

My  picture  is  sketched  in  colors^  but  I  do  not  feel  much 
confidence  in  it.  ^  . 

lam  obliged  to  lie  down  and  rest  very  of  ten,  and  every 
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time  I  rise,  my  head  is  dizzy,  and  for  a  few  secx)nds  I  can  see 
nothing.  It  became  so  bad,  finally,  that  I  left  my  work  about 
5  o'clock,  and  went  and  rambled  about  in  the  deserted  paths 
of  the  Bois. 

Monday y  August  i  iM. — I  went  out  at  5  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing to  sketch,  but  even  at  that  early  hour  there  were  so  many 
people  about  that  I  was  obliged  to  return  home,  furious. 
There  was  a  crowd  about  the  cab,  although  the  windows  were 
drawn  up. 

In  the  afternoon  I  went  again  into  the  streets,  with  no  better 
success.     Then  I  went  to  the  Bois. 

Tuesday y  August  \2th, — In  short,  my  friends,  everything 
points  to  the.  fact  that  I  am  ill.  I  drag  myself  about  .and 
I  struggle  against  the  feeling;  but  this  morning  I  thought  I 
should  be  obliged  to  give  up,  that  is,  go  to  bed  and  do  noth- 
ing more.  Then,  suddenly,  a  little  strength  returned  to  me 
and  J  went  out  once  more  to  seek  details  for  my  picture.  My 
weakness  and  my  preoccupation  separate  me  from  the  real 
world;  never  have  I  understood  things  with  such  clearness — 
a  clearness  far  beyond  that  with  which  I  am  usually  blessed. 

Everything  appears  to  me  in  detail  and  with  a  transparency 
which  is  saddening. 

I,  a  foreigner,  young  and  ignorant,  criticise  the  poorly- 
turned  phrases  of  the  greatest  writers  and  the  stupid  ebulli- 
tions of  the  most  celebrated  poets.  As  for  the  newspapers,  I 
can  not  read  three  lines  without  becoming  disgusted.  Not 
only  because  the  language  is  vulgar,  but  because  of  the  ideas 
advanced;  there  is  nothing  true  in  them;  every  word  is  writ- 
ten through  expediency  or  is  paid  for. 

There  is  no  truth,  no  sincerity  anywhere. 

Just  think  of  honorable  men^  in  obedience  to  party  spirit, 
uttering  lies  or  stupidities  which  they  can  not  really  believe! 
It  is  shocking! 

We  retumed^o  dinner  after  a  call  on  Bastien,  who  is  still 
in  bed,  but  with  a  calm  face  and  clear  eyes.    He  has  gray 


358  JOURNAL  OF  MARIB  BASflKIRTSBFF. 

eyes,  whos^  wonderful  beauty  naturally  escapes  the  multitude. 
Do  you  understand  me?  Eyes  which  saw  first  in  imagination 
"  Joan  of  Arc/' 

We  spoke  of  that  picture,  by  the  way,  and  he  complained 
of  not  beitig  sufficiently  appreciated.  I  told  him  that  he  was 
appreciated  by  all  those  who  are  not  brutes,  and  that  "  Joan 
of  Arc "  is  a  work  which  people  admired  more  than  they 
dared  to  say  to  his  face. 

Saturday y  August  i6th. — This  is  the  first  day  I  have  accom- 
plished anything  in  the  cab,  and  I  came  home  with  such  a 
pain  in  my  back  that  I  was  obliged  to  have  it  bathed. 

But  how  well  I  feel  nowl  The  architect  pat  my  canvas  in 
place  thfs  mdmlng.  His'brother  isbetter  and  he  has  been  to 
theBois.  They  carried  him  up  and  down  stairs  in  an  easy* 
chair.  Felix  told  me  this  When  he  came  for  some  milk  at  4 
o'clock  this  afternoon. 

For  the  la^t  week  he  has  been  drinking  goat's  milk,  the 
milk  of  our  goat;  you  can  imagine  the  delight  of  my  people. 
But  that  is  not  all;  he  deigns  to  be  so  friendly  that  he  sends 
for  milk  when  he  wants  it.     It  is  charming.  ~ 

We  shall  lose  him  soon,  however,  as  he  is  getting  better. 
Yes,  the  pleasant  times  are  drawing  to  a  close.  We  can  not 
visit  a  man  who  is  well  enough  to  go  out. 

But  I  mast  not  exaggerate.  He  has  been  to  the  Bois,  but 
he  was  carried  in  an  arm-chair  and  he  went  back  to  bed 
immediately  after  it. 

That  scarcely  mean^  that  be  is  well  enough  to  go  oat. 

Tuesday^  August  igtJk, — I  was  so  worn  out  that  I  had  scarcely 
strength  enough  to  put  onalttven  gown  without  corsets  and 
go  to  see  Bastien.  His  mother  received  us  with' reproaches. 
Three  day«J  Three  days  without  coming!  Why  it  is'horri- 
biei  And  when  we  entered  the  chamber,  Emile  exclaimed: 
"What,  is  it. all  over,  then?  What,  no  more  friendship?" 
Then  ^e  himself  said:  ^  Ace  you  going  to  4e6^rt  me?  That  is 
not  kind." 


-.  >* 
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My  vanity  tempts^  m«  to  repeat  here  all:  the  friendly 
reproAcbefe  he  addredsed  to  iis,  and  the  assurances  that  never, 
never  could  we  conie  too  often. 

Thursday^  Angust  list — I  have  been  idling  all  day,  and 
worked  only  from  5  to  7  in  the  moirning,  as  I  drove  about  in  a 
carnage. 

I  have  had  a  photograph  taken  of  the  spot  I  am  paititing, 
so  that  Imay  have  the  \tht&  of  the  sidewalk  correct. 

This  wa»  doDcJ  at  7  this  morning.  The  architect  arrived  at 
6,  and  afterward  we  drove*  hfeme^^I,  Rosalie,  the  ardhitect, 
Coco,  and  the  photograph. 

It  was  not  that  the  pr^ente  oi  his  brother  was  useful  to 
me,  tomt  iu  maxJe  «t  pteasanter^  I  like  very  much  to  have  a 
little  staff  of  honor  about  me. 

Friday y  August  ^^d^^^hW  is  over! '    He  is  doomed. 

Baude^ '  who  passed  the  evening  here  with  the  architect, 
told  inanuna  about  it. 

Batide  is  his  great  friend;  he  (8>  the  one  to  whom  he  Wrote 
a  long  letter  from  Algeria;  the  one  which  I  read. 

All  is  over,  theni 

Can  it  be  possible? 

I  can  not  yet  realize  the  effect  which  this  aboralffaWe  piece 
of '  news  will  have  upon  me;  i' 

.  It  is  a  new  sensation:  to  see  a  man  cotidemned  to  death. 

» 

Tuesday y  August  26th. — All  the  confused  thoughts  which 
have  filled  my  brain  are  now  grouped  and  settled  ahout  this 
one  black  point 

it  is  a  Bew  experience,  a  case  I  nerver  met  with  before;  a 
maii-^^  man,  a  great  artist^  and-^Welt,  jouf  know  what. 

Sentenced  to  death! 

Ah t  how  terrible  it  is! 

And  r  m«f St  thiffk  every  day  that  he  is  going  to  die!  It  is 
horrible! 

T  have  gathered  together  all  my  strength  andj  with  head 
erect,  J  await  the  blow. 
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Has  it  not  been  thus  with  me  atl  my  life? 

When  a  blow  is  impending,  I  await  it  with  fortitude;  but 
when  all  is  over,  I  reason,  I  rebels  and  I  utter  complaints. 

I  can  not  put  two  words  together  coherently. 

But  do  not  think  I  am  overwhelmed  with  grief;  I  am 
simply  absorbed  by  the  thought  of  what  is  going  to  become 
of  me. 

Saturday^  August  y>tK — The  matter  is  very  serious.  I  can 
do  nothing,  and  I  have  done  nothing  since  the  Sevres  picture 
was  finished — nothing  except  two  miserable  panels. 

I  sleep  for  whole  hours  in  broad  daylight.  I  have  made, 
indeed,  my  little  study  in  a  cab;  but  that  amounts  to  nothing. 

The  canvas  is  there;  everything  is  ready,  and  I  alone  am 
lacking. 

If  I  were  to  say  all!    The  terrible  fears — 

It  is  almost  September  and  the  winter  is  close  at  hand. 

The  slightest  cold  might  confine  me  to  my  bed  for  two 
months,  and  then  my  convalescence  would  make  me  waste  still 
more  time. 

And  my  picture?  I  would  have  sacrificed  everything, 
and — 

Ah!  this  is  the  moment  to  believe  in  God  and  to  pray  to  Him. 

Yes,  it  is  the  fear  of  falling  ill  that  overwhelms  me;  in  my 
present  condition,  if  I  should  take  cold,  an  illness  of  six  weeks 
would  carry  me  off. 

And  yet  that  is  the  way  I  am  certain  to  go. 

I  shall  work  at  my  picture  in  any  case,  however  cold  it  may 
be;  and  if  I 'do  not  catch  cold  while  working,  I  shall  while 
walking.  And  yet  there  are  people  who  do  not  paint  pictures 
and  who  die  all  the  same. 

This,  then,  is  the  end  of  all  my  troubles!  So  many  aspira- 
tions, so  many  desires,  so  many  plans,  so  many— to  die  at 
twenty-four,  on  the  threshold  of  everything! 

I  had  foreseen  it  all.  Since  God.  could  not,  without  par- 
tiality, grant  me  everything  that  was  necessary  to  my  life. 
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He  will  give  me  death.    There  are  so  many  years,  so  many? 
I  have  had  so  few,  and  the  end  is  nothingness! 

Wedtiesday^  September  ^d, — I  am  doing  the  drawing  for 
FigarOy  but  stopping  to  rest  every  now  and  then,  for  an  hour 
at  a  time.  I  have  a  terrible  fever.  My  strength  is  gone.  I 
have  never  been  so  ill;  but  I  do  not  say  so.  I  continue  to  go 
out  and  to  work.  What  is  the  use  of  saying  anything  about  it? 
I  am  ill,  and  that  is  enough.  Will  talking  about  it  do  any 
good?    But  should  I  go  out? 

Mine  is  a  disease  that  permits  my  doing  so  at  the  times  when 
I  feel  comparatively  well. 

Thursday,  September  1 1/>4.— I  commenced  Thursday  the  study 
of  a  nude  child.  It  may  serve  as  a  subject  for  a  picture,  if  it 
is  good. 

The  architect  came  yesterday;  his  brother  wanted  to  know 
why  we  had  neglected  him  for  so  long  a  time.  We  therefore 
went  to  the  Bois  late  this  afternoon;  he  was  taking  his  usual 
airing,  and  you  can  judge  of  the  surprise  of  all  at  finding  us 
there.  He  held  out  both  his  hands  to  me,  and  when  we  were 
going  home  he  entered  our  carriage,  while  my  aunt  returned 
with  his  mother.  It  would  be  well  to  go  to  the  Bois  whenever 
we  know  that  he  is  there. 

Saturday,  September  13M. — We  are  friends,  he  likes  us;  he 
respects  me,  he  likes  me,  he  is  interested  in  me.  He  said 
yesterday  that  I  was  wrong  to  worry  myself;  that  I  ought  to 
esteem  myself  very  fortunate.  No  woman,  he  said,  has 
had  the  success  that  I  have  had,  after  working  only  a  few 
years. 

"You are  celebrated;  everybody  knows  who  Mademoiselle 
Bashkirtseff  is.  You  have  achieved  genuine  success.  But 
you  would  like  to  have  two  Salons  a  year,  so  that  you  could 
reach  the  pinnacle  of  greatness  more  quickly.  That  is  natural, 
however,  when  one  is  ambitious.  I  have  passed  through  the 
same  thing  myself.*' 

And  to-day  he  said: 
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.  '>  PeoplQ  see  me  dnving  with  yon;  it  Isiqrtunate  that  I  am 
ill,  or  else  they.woak)  accuse  lUe  of  painting  your  picture/' 

:"  Oh^  they  have  doae  that  already/'  said  the  architect. 

"  Not  in  the  papcis?'''  ; 

"Oh,  no!"  i 

Wednesday y  September.  i7/'/4*-H-There  are  few  day$  when  I  am 
act  tormented  by  the  recollection  of  my  father.  lo.ughttQ 
have  gone  and  taken  car^  of  hiih  until  the  edd.  He  did  not 
complain,  for  he  was  like  me,  but  he  most  have  cruelly  felt  my 
ab^encei  : .  Why  did  I  not  gof      - 

Since  the  return  of  Bastien-Lepage,and;since  we  have  been 
going  so  often •  to  isechim^. and  have  ^x>wn  hlm.&o  inany  little 
atlentB>nS)  I  ha^ve  feft^most  keenly  how  Wrong  ivas.my  coq^ 
duct  toward  my  father. 

In  mEihnia!5case  itK^as'dilferent;  they:had  beeii  sep^arated 
so  long  and^  had  only  come  together  agiaia  «iithin>'the  last  five 
years;  but  I,  his  daughter? 

Then  God  will  punish, me.  Buty  to  go.tofthe  root  of  t'hings, 
after  all^  we 'owe  our  parents  hothihg^  if  they:  have,  not 
.taken  care  ol  us  and  don^  evesythiag  forios  h'om  the  time,  we 
entered  the  world.   • 

That  does  not  prevent,  however,— but.  i  have.tno  time  to 
analyze  this  ^de^tionn  Bastiea^Lepage:  makes  me  feel  remorse. 
This  is  a  punishment  from  God«  But  if  I  do  not  believe  in 
.God?  I  don't  know  whether  1  do  or  not;  but,  ia -ainy  case,  I 
have  a  cons<::ience,  and  my  conscience  reproaches -me  for  what 
i  have  done.  .    :  '  .  _ 

And  then  one  can  not  say  with  conviction:  **  I  do  not 
believe  itiGod*''  It  all  depends  on  wihatrwe  imderstand  by 
the  wofd  God.  If  tJ\e  God  we;  love  and  ioiig  for  ibxisted,  the 
world  would  be  ve  ry- different"  td  what  itisi  .f      ;  : 

There  iino  God  W^.  listens'to  my  eyening  parayer;  and  yet, 
ill  spite  of  my: reason,  1  pray  to  Hitn:  every  evening. 

Si  le  del  est  desert^  nous  n^offensons  personnel 

Si  quelqu  *un  nous  entend^  quil  nous  prtnne  '4H  piti4»       i  ■ 
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Attd  yet  how  is  it  possible  to  believe?  ,  \ 

Bastien-Lepage  continues  very  ill;  we  found  him  ia  the  Bois^ 
his  face  all  twisted  up  with  pain.  AU  the  Charcots  were  th^re^ 
It  isk  the  intenttoiv  to  bring  some  day  Doctor  Charcot  himself, 
so  that  he  can  see  him,  as  if  by  cl^ance.  Whe»  they  went 
away^  Bastien  said  that,  it  was  abominable  of  us  to  neglect 
him  as  we  have  done  for  two  whole  days. 

Thursday y  September  1 8/54^-^1  hare  seen  Julian!  I  have 
missed  him  very  much,  but  it  has  been  so  long  since  we  have 
^een  each  other  that  we  h^d  very.titt)^  to  say.  He  thought  I 
looked  successful  and  contented^  *  There  '\%  nothing,  after  all, 
but  art;  nothing  else  deserves  a  jingle  thought* 

All  his  family  are  with  Bastien-Lepage — his  ipother  and  his 
sisters-i-and  they  will  remain  with  him  until  tlie  end.  They 
seem  like  kind-hearted  women,  but  they  are  very  talHative. 

That  tyrcifit  of  a  Bai^t^en^Le page. insists  oa  my  taking  care 
of  myself;  he  wants  me  to  be  cured  of  myrcou^  iq  ^  month; 
he  buttons  up  my  jacket  for. me.  aind  worries, as  to  whether  I 
am  dressed  warmly  enough  or  not. 

Once,  when  all  the  rest  of  the  people  were. sitting  as  usual 
on  the  left  of  his. bed,  I  went  ^id  sat}  dowp-pn  the  right; 
he  at  once  turned  his  baqk  on  the  others^  settled,  himself  com- 
fortably^ and  began  to  talk  to  itie  in  a  low  voice  abo^t  art.    : 

Yes,  he  certAi^ly  feeU  friendship  for  me^  and  .  a  selfish 
friendship,  too.  When  I  said  t^at  \  W9S»  g^ing  (o  begin  to  work 
again  to-morrow,  he  answered:  ..    . . ; 

"  Oh,  not  yet!     You  must  not  desert  me!" 

Friday y  September  i^th. — He  i^  rmuQh  worse..  Wo  60  not 
know  what  toi  do>  whether  to.  ieave  the  room  pr  to  remain, 
wheit  he  groans  with  pain  and  thep  Jooks  \yp  at  us  with  a  ^mile, 

To  go  would  seem. to  imply  that  he  is  very  iU,  and  to  remain 
ajad  look  on  dd  he  writbes  in.  apgiuish  is  terrible, 

I  am  afraid  that  I  speak'of  this  with  little  delicacy;  it. seems 
to  toe  that.  I  codld  fiqd'  words  more-r»l  meaii  le$s---  Poor 
fellowl  • 
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Wednesday^  October  \st, — I  am  filled  with  sadness  and  dis- 
satisfaction. 

What  is  the  use  of  writing? 

My  aunt  went  to  Russia,  Monday.  She  will  arrive  at  i 
o'clock  to-morrow  morning. 

Bastien-Lepage  goes  from  bad  to  worse. 

And  I  can  not  work. 

My  picture  will  never  be  finished. 

Just  think  of  it  all!  , 

He  is  fading  away  and  he  suffers  greatly.  When  we  see 
him,  he  seems  a  being  beyond  this  earth;  he  is  on  a 
higher  plane  than  us;  there  are  da)rs  when  I  feel  as  if  it  were 
the  same  with  me.  I  see  people,  I  speak  to  them  and  they 
answer;  but  I  am  no  longer  a  part  of  this  world;  I  feel  a 
calm  indifference  to  everybody;  there  is  no  sorrow  attached  to 
it,  but  it  is  something  like  the  dreamy  state  which  opium  pro- 
duces. In  short,  he  is  dying.  I  go  to  see  him  only  through  the 
force  of  habit;  he  is  the  shadow  of  himself,  and  I,  also,  am 
half  a  shadow. 

What  is  the  use  of  anything? 

He  takes  little  notice  of  my  presence,  and  I  can  do  him  no 
good.  I  haVe  not  the  power  to  bring  the  light  into  his  eyes. 
He  is  pleased  to  see  me,  and  that  is  all.  Yes,  he  is  dying,  and 
I  am  indifferent.  I  do  not  realize  it,  I  otiy  kttow  something 
is  gradually  fading  before  my  eyes. 

All  is  over  at  last. 

All  is  over. 

They  will  bury  me  in  1885. 

Thursday y  October  gth, — I  can  do  nothing.  I  have  a  fever  all 
the  time.  My  doctors  are  two  fools.  I  have  called  in  Potain 
and  placed  myself  in  his  hands.  He  cured  me  once,  and  he  is 
kind,  attentive,  and  honest.  •  It  seems  that  my  thinness  and  the 
other  things  are  not  the  result  of  the  trouble  with  my  lungs. 
They  are  due  to  another  cause,  of  which  I  have  not  spoken, 
hoping  that  it  would  pass  away  by  itself,  and  I  have  troubled 
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myself  only  about  my  lungs,  which  are  no  worse  than  they 
were  before. 

There  is  no  need  to  bother  you  with  my  ailments,  however. 
But  i^  is  an  undeniable  fact  that  I  can  do  nothing! 

Nothing! 

Yesterday  I  began  to  dress  to  go  to  the  Bois,  and  twice  I 
was  so  weak  that  I  was  ready  to  give  it  up. 

But  I  went,  all  the  same. 

Madame  Bastien-Lepage  has  been  at  Damvillers  since  Mon- 
day to  look  after  the  vintages,  and  although  there  are  other 
ladies  with  him  he  is  glad  to  see  us. 

Sunday^  October  12th, — I  have  not  been  able  to  go  out.  I 
am  really  ill,  althoijigh  not  in  bed. 

The  doctor  comes  every  other  day.  Since  Potain's  visit,  he 
has  sent  his  assistant. 

Oh!  my  God,  my  God!  And  my  picture,  my  picture,  my 
picture! 

Julian  has  been  to  see  me;  so  they  must  have  told  him  that 
I  am  ill. 

Alas!  how  can  I  hide  it?  And  how  can  I  go  to  see  Bastien- 
Lepage? 

Thursday y  October  16M. — I  have  a  terrible  fever,  which 
wears  me  out.  I  pass  all  the  day  in  the  salon^  changing  frpm 
the  sofa  to  an  arm-chair,  and  back  again  to  the  sofa. 

Dina  reads  novels  to  me.  Potain  himself  came  yesterday, 
and  he  will  come  again  to-morrow.  He  is  in  no  need  of 
money,  and  if  he  comes  often  it  must  be  that  he  takes  a  littje 
interest  in  me. 

I  can  not  go  out  at  all,  but  that  poor  Bastien-Lepage  does; 
he  has  himself  carried  here,  and  installs  himself  in  an  arm- 
chair, with  his  legs  resting  on  a  pile  of  cushions;  I  am  quite 
near  him  in  another  arm-chair,  and  so  we  remain  until  6  o'clock. 

I  am  dressed  in  a  mass  of  lace  and  plush;  everything  is 
white,  but  of  different  shades.  Bastien- Lepage's  eyes  dilate 
with  pleasure  as  they  rest  upon  me. 
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•*  Oh,  if  I  could  paint!'' he  says. 

And  I? 

This  year's  picture  will  never  be  painted? 

Saturday,  Octokeri^h. — Bastien-Lepa^'€ome6  almost  every 
day.  His  mother  has  returned,  and  to-day  they  all  three  were 
here- 

Potain  came  yesterday;  I  am  no  better. 

Sunday,  October  19M. — Tony  and  Julian  dined  with  us. 

Monday,  October  20th. — In  spite  of  the  magnificent '  weather, 
Bastien-Lepage  came  here  Instead  of  going  to  the  Bois.  He 
can  scarcely  walk  now;  hi«  brother  suj^orts  him  under  each 
arm,  and  almost  carries  hrm. 

Once  in  the  arm-chair,  the  poor  fellow  5s  for  a  tiiiie  utterly 
exhausted.  Heaven  have  pity  on  us  both*  ♦And  to  think  that 
there  are  porters  who  enjoy  robust  health!  Ettaile  Is  an  excellent 
brother;  he  carries  Jules  on  his  shoulders  up  and  down  stairs 
to  their  apartment  on  the  third  story.  Dina  shows  equal 
devotion  to  me.  For  the  last  two  days  my  bed  has  been  in  the 
salon;  but  as  the  room  is  very  large,  and  divided  by  screens, 
sofas,  and  thepiaho,  it  can  not  be  seen.  It  is  too  much  exer- 
tion for  me  to  go  up  and  down  stairs. 


I  fi » ' 


(The  journal  stops  here.    Marie  Basbkirtseff,  died  eleveri 
days  after,  the  31st  of  October,  1884.) 
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